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' . Henr „ Son to the King. 


Arthur; D ' of Bretagne, aud vu, to the Kings 
Pembroke, 
Eſſex, | 
| Salisb ury, Engl:ſb Lodi! 
Hubert, | | Xx 
- Bigot, 
Faulconbridge, Baſtard Sou to Richard J. 
Robert Faulconbridge, ſuppos'd4,Brother to the Baſtard, 
mes Gurney, Servant to the Lady Faulconbridge: - 
eter of Pomfret, 4 Prophet. 
Philip, King of France. | „ 
Lewis, the Dauphin. | „ 
Arc baute of > fr <a 5 | 35 On 
Pondulpho, the Pope's Leg ate. CBT: | 
Melun, 4 French Lord. | 
Chatilion b eg 2 R ro King John. 
of | 5 .4 
W. oO ME N. | 


Elinor, — of England. 

"Conſtance; Mar ber to Arthur. 

Blanch, Daughter to Alphonſo Xing ** Callile, end 
'Neice to King John. 

Lady Faulconbridge, Mother, to the ae and Ro- 
bert F aulconbridge. | 


diene, of Angiers, Herald, EAR "Me N ge, 
Soldiers, and. \prher . Aten ions. 


. SCENE - ſometimes” in . ond 1 
¶ometimes in France. „% | 
. \ " I Ar 


THE 


282 * 25 
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122 DF. ng 
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| LIFE and | DEATH 


* T7 1 — % 
4 ; 
* 1 R w4S% 1 


| A.C . I nio97o gt 


Euter * ohn, Quecn Elinor, d de bier 
2 ela and Charilion. 95 F 


King Jahn IE 
OW ſay, Chatilion, what woula 


; France with us: 3 
Chat Thus, after greeting, ſpeaks 
„ king of France, 
In my behaviour to the majeſty, ; 
The * majeſty of England 
ron: ere. 
Eli. A ſtrange beginning; ; borrow'd 


5 majeſty ! 
K. John. Silence, good mother, hear the embaſſy. 
. Chat. Philip of France, in right and true behalf 
£ Of thy deceaſed brother Ge rey's fon, PY 
3 Art hur Platagenet, lays lawful-claim .. +: 
T0 this fair iſland, and the ny exe F 


. 


* 2 De Life and. * 
Jo Ire offer, Axion, Muraine, Mus. | 
ring ches to lay aſide the ſword 8 
Wbieb ways uſurpingly pheſe ſeveral/titles, + A 
And put che ſame into young Arthurs hand, 10 
| gs 4 hew, and! 1 2 ht royal ſoverag n. 
K. en. What follows, if we diſallow of this! ? 
= The | proud controul of fierce an bloody 
T' inforce theſe rights ſo forcibly with-held. (war 
K. Jehm. Here have we war for war, and blood 
For blood, | 
1 for controulment; ſo infwef France. 
Chat. Then take my king's defiance from my 
The fartheſt limits of my embaſſy. (mouth, 
K. John. Bear mine to him, and ſo depart in peace. 
Be thou as lightning in the eyes of France, 
Por ere thou canſt report, I will be thers, F+ 
The thunder of my cannon ſhall be heard. 
So hence? be thou the trumpet of our — 
And ſullen preſage of our own decay. 
An honqurable conduct let him have, 
Pembroke look tot ; fare wel Chatilion. 
Exit Chat. n . 
Eli. What now, my ſon, have I not ever ſaid, 
How that ambitious Conſtance would not ceaſe 
Jil ſhe has kindled France and all the world, 
Upon the right and party of her ſon? 
This might have been prevented, and made whole 
With very eaſy arguments of love; 
Which now the manage of two kingdoms muſt wag 
gr fearful, bloody iſſue, arbitrate. 2 
K. Jobs. Our ſtrong poſſeſſion, and- our "right for 
8 
Eli, Your ſtrong poſſeſſion much more e than ar 
Or elſe it muſt go with you and me; right, 
*So much my conſcience whiſpers in your 3 
Which none but heay'n, and you, and I, mall heal. 
"Efex. My liege, here is che frangeſt n 
Come from the country to be judg'd by you, 
That e er T heard: ſhall T produce a men? 
K. John. Let them approach. | 155 
Our abbies and our priories ſhall pay 
. This expedirian's HOT e— What men are you? ; ho 
Enter 


Fo. A 
1 ; S 


Amt od ko Py 


8 


nne fed fad . v.. Y 


mg in Northamptonſhire, and eldeſt wetter 


3 
y 
1 


And wound her honour with this 8 | 


* 


„ E n 2 


1758 Robert Faulconbridge and the Bafard:. wo 
. Your faithful ſubje&, I, a gentleman, .- 


As 1 ſupp ofe, to Robert Faulconbridge, 
A foldier, by the honour-given hand 
Of Cæur.- declion knighted in the field. 
K. John. What art thou? 
Rob. The ſon and heir to that ſaid Bevlcanbyt done p 
K. John, Is that the elder, and art thou the heir? 
Ya came not of one mother then it ſeems ? 
. Moſt certain of one mother, mighty king, 
1 1 is well known, and as, I think, one father: 
But for the certain knowledge of that truth, 
I put. you o'er to heay'n, and to my mother ; $81 el 
Of that I doubt, as all men's children m 
Eli. Out on thee, rude man, thou doſt y 6 hiy: 
morher, 4 
Baſt. I, madam ?. no, I have. no reaſon for it? 
That is my brother's plea, and none of mine, #4 


The which if he can prove, he "PORK me out 


At leaſt from fair five hundred pounds a year 3: As 
Heav'n guard my mother's honour and my . 

K. John. A good blunt fellow .: why, being voun- 
Doth he lay claim to thine inheritance* * (ger born, 
Baſt. I know not way, exc! o get the hy . 
But once he flander'd me 1 baſtardy.: . 

But whether I be true begot of no-. 
That {till I lay upon my mother's head; 
But that I am. as well begot, my liege, 


(Fair fall the bones that took the pains for me LE 


Compare bur faces, and be judge yourſelf. 1 
If old ſir Robert did beget us both, * 5 
And were our father, and his ſon, like bim! 422 ö 
O old ſir Robert, father, on my knee | 
1 give heav'n thanks I was not like to the. 
K John. Why, what a mad- cap hath heav'n lent Gs 5 

Eli, He hath a trick of Caur- de- lion's face, a 9 
The accent of his tongue affetteth him 
Do you not read ſome tokens of my ſon 
In the large compoſition of this man? 

K. John. Vine * hath. well examined his parts, 


4&3 


"i { The Life and Death 


And finds them perfect Richard ; ſirrah, ſpeak, 
7 e. 


What doth move you to claim your bro 


Baſt. Becauſe he hath a half- face like my father, 


Wich half that face would he have all my land, 


H half-fac'd groat, five hundred pound a year. 
Res My gractous liege, when that my father Iiv'd, 


Your brother did imploy my father much 
Baſt. Well, by this you cannot get my land. © 
. Your tale muſt be how he imploy'd my mother. 


Rob. And once diſpatch'd him in an embaſſy - 


To Germany; there, with the emperor, 
To treat of high affairs touching that time: 
The advantage of his abfence took the king, 
And in the mean time ſojourn'd at my father's 
Where, how he did prevail, I ſhame to ſpeak, 


But truth is truth; large lengths of ſeas and ſhores 


7 


Between my father and my mother lay, 


s I have heard my father ſpeak himſelf) 


When this ſame _ gentleman was got. 
Upon his death-bed he by will bequeath'd 
His lands to me, and took it on his death, 
That this my mother's ſon was none of his: 
And, if he were, he came in the world 


Full fourteen w-eks before the courſe of time: 
Then, my good liege, let me have what is mine, 


My father's land, as was my father's will. 

K. Jom. Sirrah, your brother is legitimate, 
Your father's wife did after wedlock bear him: 
And if ſhe did play falſe, the fault was hers, 
Which fault lies on the hazard of all husbands 


That marry wives. Tell me, how if my brother 5 | 


Who, as you fay, took pains to get this ſon, 
Had of your father claim'd this ſon for his, 


In ſooth, good friend, your father might have kep: . 
This calf, bred from his cow, from all the world. 
In ſooth he might; then if he were my brother's, 


My brother might not claim him; nor your father, 
Being none of his, refuſe him ; this concludes, 
My mother's ſon did get your father's heir, 


Your father's heir muſt have your father's land. + 
Rob. Shall then my father's will be of no force 


Baſt. ; 


To diſpolleſs that child which is not his? 


9 
- # > 
_ 


of Kig JOHN. 7 
Baſt. or no more — to Ar me, ſir, 

Than was his will to get me, as I think 
Eli. Say, hadſt thou rather be a Faulconbridge, 
And, like thy brother, to enjoy thy land, 

Or the reputed ſon of Cour-de-lion, 

Lord of thy preſence, .and no land beſide ? Ne 
Baſt. 3 and if my brother had my ſhape, 
And' I had his; fir Robert's. his, Ike him, ©5430 

And if my legs were two ſuch riding rods, 

My arms ack eel-skins ſtufr ; my face ſo thin, 
That in mine ear I durſt not ſtick a roſe, 
| Leſt men ſhould ſay, look where three arthings 

oes: 
And co his f ſnape were bas to 2ll this land : 
Would I might neyer ſtir from off this place, 7 
I'd give it ev'ry foot to have this face: by 
I would not be fir Nobbe in any caſe. 

Eli. J like thee well; wilt thou forſake thy for- 
Bequeath thy land to him, and follow me? (tune, 
I am a ſoldier, and now bound to France 

Baſt. Brother, take you my land, I'll take my chance, | 
Your face hath got five hundred pound a year, 
| Yet fell your face for five- pence, and tis dear. 
Madam, I'll follow you unto the death. | 
Eli, Nay, I would have you go before me thitker. 
Baſt. Our country manners give our n way. 
K. John. What is thy name? 

Baſt. Philip, my liege, ſo is my name begun, 

Philip, good old ſir Robert's wife's eldeſt ſon. 

EK. John. From henceforth bear his name whoſe 

form thou bea r'ſt: | 
Kneel thou down Philip. but riſe up more great, 
Ariſe fir Richard and Ploutagenet ! 

Baſt. Brother by th' mother's fide, give me your 
My father gave me honour, yours gave land. (band, 
Now blefled by the hour, by night or my 

When I was got, fir Robert was away. | 

Eli. The very ſpirit of Plautagenet ! 

I am thy grandam: Richard, call me fo. 
Baſt. Madam, by chance, but not by truth, what 
Something about a little from the right, (tho 
In at the window, or elſe o'er the harch : 4 

| „ Who 


Who dare not ſtir by day. muſt Walk niehr 
And have is have Bra 6 men do abc * 1 
Near or far off well won is ſtill well ſhot, 

And I am I, howe'er I Was begort. 
K. John. Go, Faulconbriage, now haſt thou thy deſire, 
A landleſsknight makes thee a landed ſquire: 
Come madam, and come Richard; we muſt ſpeed 
For France, for France, for it is more than — K. 
Baſt. Brother, adieu, good fortune come to thee, 
For thou waft got i'th' way of honeſty, 
T 2 1 [Ex. all but Baſt. 
foot of honour better than I wass. 
But many, a many foot of land the worſe !: 
Well, now 'can I make any Joan a lady. +4 
Good-den, fir Richard.---- Godamercy fellow. 
And if his name be George, III call him Pete,; 

For new-made honour doth forget mens names: 

LTi too reſpective and unſociable 3 

For your converſing. Now your traveller, 

f He and his tooth- pick at my worſhip's meſs; 
And when my knightly ſtomack is ſuffic d. 
Why rhen I ſuck my teeth, and catechiſe 
My piked man of countries, My dear ſir, 
(Thus leaning on my elbow T begin), . . 
I ſhall beſeech you,---- that is queſhom now, - 
And then comes anſwer: like an AB C book: 
O fir, ſays anſwer, at your beſt command. 
At your employment, at your ſervice, ſir: 
No, fic, ſays queſtion, I, ſweet ſir, at yours, 
And ſo e er anſwer knows what queſtion Would, 
(aving in dialogue of compliment, 
And talking of the Aper and Appennines, 
The Pyrenean and the river Po) ot en 
It draws towards ſupper in concluſion ſo. 
But this-is worſhipful ſociety, 20 63 Fact 7 DA 
And fits che mounting ſpirit like myſelf ; 5 
For he is but a baſtard to the tine 

That doth not ſmack of obſervation,” 

And ſo am I, whether I ſmoke or no 
And not alone in habit and device, 
Exterior form, outward accoutrement; ' © 

+ But from the inward motion to deliyv er 

„ | | 4+.:4% 3 Sweet, 


hens wa 


hand - i 


V 
r 2 i} ttt” A tm ,y 


O me, it is my mother; now, good lady, 


Sweet, ſweet, ſweet poiſon for the ages tooth; 
Which tho' I will not practiſe to decei ve, 
Yet, to avoid deceit, I mean to learn; i | 
For it ſhall ſtrew the footſteps of my riſi ing. 

Bur who comes in ſuch haſte in riding robes > 
What ,woman-poſt is this? hath ſhe no ge 
That will rake pains to Blow a horn before her? + 2," 


What brings you here to court ſo haſtily ? : 
Enter Lady Faulconbridge and James 2 . — 


F 


CF 
* 2 
a 


Lady. Where i is that ſlave, thy brother ? where. is | 


Thas "holds | in chaſe my honour up and down ? lle 
My brother Robert, old fir Robert's ſon. 


Wa the giant, that ſame mighty man, 5 


Is it fir Rober?'s ſon that you ſeek ſo ? l 'A 


Lady. Sir Robert's ſon! ay, thou unrev rend Dawes 


Sir Robert's ſon, why ſcorn'ſt thou at fir Robert? 
He is By Robert s ſon! and, ſo art thou. | 


* 4 IE ES 


| 157 0 : ames,. 3 


Mido, I was not old ſir Robert's ton. 2 7 0 bak 
Sir Robert might have eat his part in me | 
Upon Good-Friday,. and-ne'er broke his faſt : WEL: 


Sir Robert, could do well; marry confeſs ! 

Could he get me ? ſir Robert could not do it; 

We know his handy-work, therefore, good mc mother. 

To whom I am beholden for theſe limbs ? - 

Sir Robert never help'd to make this, leg. | 
Lady. Haſt thou -eonſpir'd with thy brother too, 


Thar for thine own gain ſhould'ſt defend mine ho- - 


135 WOW? 11) 

What means this e n mot 8 knave: 5 ; 

Baſt. Knight---knighr, good mother, Bafiifco like, 
Why I am dub'd, I have it on m ſhoulder - 
But mother, I am not ſir Robert s „ 1 
I have diſclaim' d ſir Robert and my, land, OTE. 4 
Legitimation, name, and all is gone; 
Then good, my mother, let me know my + Hee 


Sov proper:man, I "hope? who. was it: mother: 
* ; A's F ; l La. 


# 


_ 


Is: > 
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. The Life and Death) 


N " N * ns TFT 4 
\ * — 


* 


. Haſt thou deny'd thyſelf a Fauleonbridge ? 1 
— "As faithfully as T deny the devil. 
Tr: King Richard Cæur-de-lion was th her 3 
By Jong and vehement ſuir I was ede 
0 make room for him in if husband's bed. 
Heav'n lay not my tranſgre 
Thou art the ſon ve my dear offence, - 
Which was ſo ſtrongly urg'd paſt my defence. © 
Baſt. Now by this light were I to get again, 
Madam, I would not wiſh a better father. 
Some fins do bear their privilege on earth, £3 
And ſo doth” Fours, your fault was not your folly: © 4 
Needs muſt you lay your heart at his ditpote, t 
Subje&ed tribute to commanding love? 
Againſt whoſe fairy and unmatched force 
The awleſs lion could not wage the fight, | 
Nor keep his princely heart from Richard's hands. 5 
He that r force robs Bons of their hearts, ' . 
May eaſily win a woman's. Ay, my mother, 3 
With all my heart I thank thee for my father. 8 
Who lives and dares but ſay, thou didꝰſt not welt .. 
When I Was ot, I'll fend is ſoul to hell. 


Come, lady, Twill ſhew thee to thy kin, 


— 


And they Mall ſay, when Richard me be ot, ; 1 5 
If thou hadſt ſaid him nay, it had been ſin; 


Who * it tha 1 lies; IT PY 'twas not. 
Ie. 


PAY 
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Enter r King of B ies: ov is the Men he. : 
* 4 coma 1 Auſtria, Conſtance, and e 1 


eee 2 Es. b 2 T'y 
I Efore ray, bl of well mer brave 7 72 3% zen $17 
Arthur ! that great fore-runner of th y | vibes. 4 
A ere, that robb'd the lion or hs % 
And fought t the, rk wars op . 3 oo nad 
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of King JOHN. i 


% 


By this brave duke came early to his grave, 
And for amends to his poſterity; * 
At our impartance hither he is come, © 
To ſpread his colours, boy, in thy behalf, 
And to rebuke the uſurp ation 
Of thy unnatural. uncle, Engliſh John. 225 
Embrace him, love him, give him. welcome hither, 
Arth. God ſhall forgive you Cæur-de-lion s deatn 
The rather, that you give his off-ſpring life, 
Shadowing their right under your wings of war, 
I'give you welcome with a pow'rleſs hand, : 
But with a heart fall of unſtained love: 
Welcome before the gates of Angers, duke, 


- 


Lewis, A noble boy! who would not do thee” 


* 
7 


_ 


Aut. Upon thy cheek lay I this zealous kiſs, 
As ſeal to this indenture of my love: 
That to my home I will no more return, 
Till Augiers and the right thou haſt in Fance, 75 
Together with that pale, that whire-fac'd ſnore, 
Whoſe foot ſpurns back the ocean's roaring tides, 
And coops from other hands her iſlander ss 
Ev'n till that England,” hedg'd in with tke main, 
That water-walled bulwark, ſtill ſecure 


* 
— 


And confident from foreign purpoſes; 


Ev'n till that outmoſt corner of the weſt 

Salute thee for her king. Till then, fair boy, 

Will I not think of home, but follow arms. 
Conſt. O take his mother's thanks, a widow's thanks, 

Till yaar ſtrong hand ſhall help to give him ſtrength, 

To make a more requital to your love: | 


4 


Auſt. The peace of heav'n is theirs, who lift their 


In ſach a juſt anJ'charicable war. (Words 
K. Phil; Well then, to work, our engines ſhall be 
Againft the brows og this reſiſting ton; (bent 


Call for our chiefeſt men of diſcipline, 
To cull the plots of beſt advantages. 


We'll lay before this town our royal bones, 
Wade to the market- place in Frenchmen blood, 


But we will make it ſubject to this boy. | | 
- Conſt, Stay for an anſwer to your embaſſy,- 
3 | A 6 : 


Left 


1: The Tift and Death 
* Leſt unadvis d you ſtain your ſwords with blood: 1 
My lord Chatilion may from England bring | 


= 


That right in peace, which here we urge in ver, \ 


And then yre ſhall repent each drop. of *: 

That hot raſh haſte ſo indire@ly ſne d. 
Enter Chatilion. 1 > 

E. Phil. A wonder, lady! 12, upon thy . 1 

Our meſſenger Chatilion js arriv d; 1 

What England ſays, ſay briefly, gentle lord 


We coldly pauſe for thee. Chatilion ſpeaks, 12 


"Char. Then turn your forces. from this poulery: 
| And ſtir them up againſt a mightier task. 8 
- Englaxd, impatient of your juſt. demands, 
: ath put himſelf in arms; the adverſe winds, 
Whoſe leiſure I have ſtaid, have giv” n him time 
To land his legions alb as e e, | 
His marches are expedient to this town, 
lis forces ſtrong, his ſoldiers confident. | 
With him along is come the mother queen; 
An de, ſtirring him to blood and ſtrife, 1 
Wich her her neice, the lady Blanch of Spain; 
With-rhem.a-baſtard- of the king deceas d. 
And all the unſettled humours of the. Land ; 5 1 
Raſh; inconſid rate, fiery voluntaries, N RS 
| With: ladies faces, and fierce dragons ſpleens, -_ ; hi? 
Have ſold their fortunes at their native homes, 
el birthright proudly on their enn, bs 
To make a hazard of new fortunes here 
In brief, a braver choice of dauntleſs ſpirits 
Than now the Exgliſ bot toms have waft oer, 
Did ne'er float upon the iwelling ide, 
To do offence and ſcathe in chriſtendom. + 
The, 4 agterryption. of their eee drums Mo 
. 2 [Drums beat. 
Cors off more ciccamſlance; they are at hand, 
To parly.or to fight. therefore Pepe: 1 
K. Phil. How much unlcok d- fot is this expedition! 
Auſt. By how much unexpected, by ſo much 


7 


We muſt awake endeavour. for defence b 
For courage moanteth with occaſionn 
A Be be n * we are prepar'd; 0 

75 | | | Ente. * 


COPS SHOP „SaSe 3 


c, King \'JOHN: | 
Enter King of oe; * Elinor, Blanc h, Pem-.” 


broke, and others. 

King John. Peace be to France, if Trance in peace 
Our quſt and lineal entrance to our own: (permit 
If not, bleed France, and peace aſcend to heay'n ! 
Whilſt we, God's wrathful agent, do correct 
Their proud contempt that bears his peace to heay'n, 

K. Phil. Peace be to England, if that war return” 
From Franse to Englan i, there to live in peace. 
England we love, and for that England's fake 
With burthen of our armour here we ſweat; 
This toil of ours ſhould be a work of thine. 
But thou from loving England art ſo far, 
That thou haſt under-wrought its lawful king, : 
Curt off the ſequence of poſterity, 
Out-faced infant ſtate, and done a rape 
Upon the maiden virtue of the crown. 
Look here upon thy brother Geffrey's face, 2. 
Theſe eyes, theſe, brows, were moulded out: of his; 
This little.abſtra& doth contain that large 
Which died in Geffrey; and the hand of time 
Shall draw this _— into as large a volume. 

That Geſfyey was Gf elder brother born, 
And this his ſon ; England was Geffrey's right, 
And this is Geffrey's ; in the name of God 
How comes it then that thou art'call'd a * 
When living blood doth in theſe temples bear, 
Which own the crown that thou O er- maſtereſt? 
K. John. From whom haſt han this n co. 
miſſion, Fance, 347 : 
To draw. my-anſwer to thy W N | 
K. Peil, From that ſupernal judge they firs good. 
thoughts: 
In any break of ftrong authority, fi 
To look into 0 blots and ſtrains of lake: | 
That judge hath made me- guardian to this boy; 
Under boſe warrant 1,impeach thy Wrong. 
And by ychoſe help I mean to Thaſtiſal n N 4 8 1 1 
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K. John. Alack, thou doſt uſurp authority. 
Ky Zhi. Excuſe i it, ne uſurping ;_ 


ts, 
— * 5 
o 


i. De Life and Death | 
le, this is the very ſum of all; 0A « v WA 


neland and Ireland, Anjou, Touraine Mate, pI T 
His right of Arthur 1 do claim of thee: | 26 — 
r thou reſign them, and lay down th arine $7 0 : 

X. John. My life as ſoon. I do defy 1 France... Ki 


"Arthur "we artis yield thee to —_ _— 


2 — — — — _” 84 — — 


3 


El. Who isꝰt 1 thow doſt call aeg une 2 4 
Conſt. Let me make anſwer: thy uſurping ſon. Su 
Eli. Out inſolent! thy baſtard ſhall be King, 0 
That thou may ſt be a queen, and check the eee 5 | 


Conſt. My bed was ever to thy ſon as true Gt 
As thine Was to thy husband 3 An this boy, ei 
Like in feature to his father Gefe , I 
Than thou and John, in manners being as like | a 
= rain to water, or devil to his dam, ' ; T x 

My boy a baſtard ! by my ſoul, I thinxnx JI 

His father never was fo true begot ; OPT CAGE f ] 
It cannot be, and if thou wert his mother. : 

Eli. There's a good mother, boy, that blors thy 3 

* *. 2 * 1 ba = 
Conſt ere's a good randam, bo t t would r 
5e thee. ; 2 W 
Auſt. Peace. 1 £52.07 21651 © A W 

Baſt. Hear the crier. pomp wols WM £0 

Auſt. What the devil art thou? | 1 

Baſt.” One that will play the devil, fir, with vou, ( 
And a may catch your hide and you alone. Ca. 
You are the hare, of whom the proverb goes, | Wa 
Whoſe valour plucks dead Hons by the beard, If 
I' ſmoak Jour skin- coat, and I catch. you rights Inf 
Sirrah, look to't, faith 1 will, faith, Th 

Blanch. O well did he become that lyon 8 au Th 
That did diſrobe the lyon of that robe. Bei 

Baſd. It lies as fightly on'the back of him, Re 
As great. Alcides ſhoes upon an aſs; | JJ 1 

* But aſs, I'll take that burthen from e | b 8 E 
Or lay. on that ſhall make your ſhoulders crack ---— Th 
Auſt. [tongs ee! Is this _—_ that. deafs our = 

16 ator . n 


Wick his bis abundauce of ſuperfluous breath? 3:1 1 At 


+ tf 


JOHN. 


is £ 
And out of my — Tod a of rm thee more, 
Than er the coward-hand Fronce can win. * 


s „ 
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King L Levis eee what we ſhall do 46 freight. 
Lewis. Women and fools, break off your Conſe. 
rence, 
K. Phil. King Jobn, this, Oc. 
1 — of France can win; 4 
Submit thee boy. 
Eli. Come to thy grandam, chilc. 
Conſt. Do, child, go to it grandam, child. 
Give grandam kingdom, and it grandam will 
Give it a plumb, a cherry and a bg; 3 | 
There's-a good grandam. n 6 
Arth. Good, my mother, peace, 
I would that I were low laid in my e 
I am not worth this coil that's made for mm. 
Eli. His mother ſhames him ſo, poor boy, he 
ceps. 3 
Conſt. Now ſhame upon you where the does or no. 
His grandam's wrong, and not his mother's ſhame 
Draws thoſe heav'n moving pearls from his poor 
Which heaw'n ſhall take in nature of a fee: (eyes, 
With theſe ſad chryſtal beads heav'n ſhall be brib'd 


To do him juſtice, and revenge on you. 


Eli. Thou monſtrous ſlanderer of heav'nand earth, | 

Conſt. Thou monſtrous injurer of heav'n and earth. 
Call me not flanderer ; thou and thine uſurp _.. 

The domination, royalties and rights, 
Of this oppreſſed boy; this is thy el eſt ſon's ſon, 
Infortunate in nothing but in the: 
Thy ſins are viſited in this poor child, 
The canon of the law is laid on him, 
Being but the ſecond generation 
Removed from thy fin-conceiving womb, 

K. John. Bedlam, have done. ö 

Conſt. L have but chis'to ſay, T n 

That he is not only plagued for her fi 1% 9480 
But God hath made her ſin and her the plague 
On this removed iſſue, plagu'd for her, Win 
And with her plague her fin ; his injury * 
K. Phil. 


? : TH le Life and 1 
K. Phil. Some trumpet ſummon hither to the walls 
Theſe men of Azgiers 5, let us hear them ſpeak. 


Whoſe title they admit, 4thur's or John's, 
| [Trumpet ſos ounds. 


-; 


Ener a Citizen upon the Walls... JE 


as, Who is it that hath warn' d us to the walls? 7 

K. Phil. Tis France for England. 

K. John. England for it ſell : 
You men of Angiers, and my loving "XV . 


K. Phil. You loving men of Angiers, Arthur's ſub- 


Our trumpet call'd you to this gentle parley--ſje&s, 
K. John. For our advantage; therefore hear us 
Theſe flags of France, that are advanced here (firſt: 
Before the eye and proſpe&-of your town, 
Have hither march'd to your endamagement: 
The cannons have their bowels full of wrath; 

And ready mounted are they to ſpit n 

Their iron indignation, gainſt your walls: 

All preparations for a bloody ſiege 

And mercileſs proceeding, by theſe e French, 
Confront your city's, eyes, your winking gates; 
And but for our approach, thoſe ſleeping dae 
That as 2 waſte do girdle you about, e e 
By the compulſion of their ordinance i ai 


By his time from cheir fixed beds. of lime dren 15 


Had been diſhabited, and wide havock made 
For blood hgh of us to ruſh upon your DONS: 


"Bax: on the ghe . V8 lane Lad king, Ger 
es 2 E Ai 122 
Heri injury, the heady to her . 5 1 A a e l „ 


All puniſh'd in the perſon of this e 
And all for her? a plague upon her.. ei 21 

Eli. Thou unadviſed-fcold; I can: produces 13 
A will that bars the title of thy = OO TE Nt 

Conſt. Ay, who doubts. that? a will; a 1 — 
Awoman's will; a canker' d grandam's will. (wills 
K. Phil. Peace, lady, pauſe, or be more. temperate 
It ill beſeems this preſence to ery; amen, 1 GT 


To theſe all tuned zepegitionk 1: 16:1 »bam nnd hog of 
Some. trumpet, 2 t 35 23 VN 4 J e Doron 1 20 
W213 Hl; 65} 190 907610 19; Gb 
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(Who painfully with much expedient march © 
Have brought a counter-check before your gates, 
To fave unſcratch'd your city's threatned cheeks} 
Behold the French amaz d vouchſafe a parley; 
And now inſtead of bullets wrap'd in fire, 
To make a ſhaking fever in your walls, 

They ſhoot bur calm words folded up in ſmoak, 
To make a faithleſs error in your ears; | 
Which truſt accordingly, kind citizens, | 
And let us in, your king, whoſe labour'd ſpirits: 
Fore-weary'd in this action of ſwift ſpeed, 
Crave harbourage within your city walls. 

K. Phil. When I have ſaid, make anſwer to us 
Los in this right hand, whoſe protection (both. 
Is moſt divinely vow'd upon the right 9 
Of him it holds, ſtands young Plantagenet, 

Son to the elder brother of this man, 
And king o'er him, and all that he enjoys. 


For this down-trodden equity, we tread, 


-In warlike march theſe greens before your town : 
Being no further enemy to you, | 3 
Then the conſtraint of hoſpitable zeal, 

In the relief of cis epp belag ell. = 
Religiouſly provokes. Be pleaſed then _ A 
To pay that duty which you truly owe 
To him that owns it, namely, this young prince. 
And then our arms, like to a muzzled bear, 

Save in aſpect, hath all offence ſeald up: 
Our cannons malice vainly ſhall be ſpent 
Againſt the invulnerable clouds of heav'n 5: 

And with a bleſſed, and unvext retire, © 
With unhacked ſwords, and helmets all unbruis'd, 
We will bear home that luſty blood again 
Which here we came to ſpout againſt your town; 
And leave your children, wives, and you in peace. 


But if you fondly paſs our proffer'd offerr,r 


"Tis not the rounder of your old-facd walls 


Car hide you from aur meſſengers of war: 


Tho' all theſe Exliſs, and their diſeipline, 
Were harbour'd in their rude circumference. 
Then tell us, ſhall: your city call us lord, x 


1 


In dreadful tryal of our kingdom's king. 


In beſt appointment all our regiments. 


18 De Lift and Death 
In that behalf which we have challeng'd it ? * 
Or ſhall we give the ſignal to our rage, 


And talk in blood to our poſſeſſion? 
Cit. In brief, we are the king of England's ſubjedts, 


For him, and in his right, we hold this town. 


E. John. Acknowledge then the king, and let me in. 
Cir, That can we not; but he that Proves: on 
kin 


To him will we prove loyal; ; till that time 


Have we ramm'd up our gates againſt the world. 


K. John. Doth not the crown of England . che 


king? 


| And if not that, I bring you witneſſes, 


Twice fifceen thouſand hearts of England's breed. 
Baſt. (Baſtards, and elſe.)  _ 
K. John. To verify our title with theit-lives. | 
K. Phil. As many, and as well born bloods as 
thoſe 
Baſt. (Some baſtards too.) 


K. Phil. Stand in his face to contradi& his a 
Cit. Till you compound Mhoſe right is worthieſt, 4 
We from the worthieſt hold the right from bot h. 

K. Jom. Then God forgive the ſin of all thoſe ſouls, 


That to their everlaſting reſidence, 
Before the dew of evening fall, ſhall fleet, 


— 


X. Phil. Amen, Amen. Mount chevaliers, to arms. 


Baſe. St. Gewge that ſwing'd the dragon, —_ e er 


ſince 

Sits on his horſeback at mine hoſteſs door, 
Teach us ſome fence. Sirrah, were Lat home f 
At your den, ſirrah, with your lioneſs, EET, 
I'd ſet an ox-head o your lion's Woe, 
And make a monſter of you. 

Auſt,” Peace, no more. 

34. O tremble, for you hear the lion roar. 

E. Join. Up higher ro the plain, where we'll ſer 

(forth 


Baſt. Speed them to take the advantage of the 
K. Phil. * ſhall be ſo; and the other hill (field. 
Command the: reſt to ſtand. God and our ee | 


Exeunt, 


A, 


ln Auſtria, 


He 


* 


F Kg JOHN. 19 
Here, after excurſions, enter the Herald of France with 
| . © Trumpets to the Gates. OT, 
F. Her. You men of Angiers, open wide your 
And let young Arthur Duke of Bretagne in; 5 
Who by the hand of France this day hath made 
Much work for tears in many an Engliſb mother, 
Whoſe ſons lye fecatter'd on the bleeding ground 
And many a widow's husband groveling lyes, 
Coldly embracing. the diſcolour'd earth; = 
While Victory with little loſs doth play 
Upon the dancing banners of the French. 
Who are at hand triumphantly yo e : 
To enter conquerors: and to proclaim 
Arthur of Bretagne. England's King, and yours; 
Enter Engliſh Heralas with Trumpets. 
E. Ops you men of Augicrs.;. ring your 
Els, . | 
King John, your King and England's, doth approach, 
Commander of this hot malicious day. 
Their armours, that march'd hence 1 ſilver-bright, 
Hither return all gilt in Fenchmens blood. 
There ſtuck no plume in any Engliſb creſt, 
That is removed by a ſtaff of France.  »- 
Our colours do return in thoſe ſame hands, TREE 
That did diſplay them when we firſt march'd forth, 
And like a jolly troop of huatſmen come | 
Our luſty Engliſh, all with purpled hands, 
Stain'd in the dying ſlaughter of their foes. 
Open your gates, and give the victors way. 
Cit, Heralds, from off our tow'rs we might behold 
rom firſt to laſt, the onſet and retire 
Of both your armies, whoſe equality 
By our beſt eyes cannot be cenſured ; 
Blood _ bought blood, and blows have anſwered 
T 15 3 
Strength match'd with ſtrength, & power confronted 
r | NA | 
Both are alike, aad both alike we like £ | 
One muſt prove greateſt. While erg ſo even, 
e hold our town for neither: yet for bot 


Enter 


20 The Life and Death 
| Enter the two Kings with their Powers at ſeveral Doors. 
EK. John. France, haſt thou yet more blood to caſt 
£5 ag? | „ 
I, ſhall the current of our right run on? 
Whoſe paſſage, vext with thy impediment, 
Shall leave his native channel, and o'er-ſwell _ 
With courſe diſturb'd even thy confining ſnores , 
_ Unleſs thou let his filver water keep - © 
A peaceful progreſs to the ocean. 5 
K. Phil. England, thou haſt not fav'd one drop 
of blood 8 | | 
in this hot tryal, more than we of France; 
ather loſt more. And by this hand I ſwear 
That ſways the earth this climate overlooks, 
Before we will lay by our juſt-born arms, | 
We'll put thee down gainſt whom theſe arms we 
bear, FV | 
Or add a royal number to the dead: _ 
Eracing the ſcroul that tells of this war's loſs, 
With ſlaughter coupled to the name of kings. 
_ _ Baſt, Ha! majeſty; how high thy glory towers, 
When the rich blood of kings is ſer on fire! 
Oh, now doth death line his dead chaps with ſteel; 
The ſwords of ſoldiers are his teeth, his phangs; 
And now: he feaſts; mouthing the fleſh of men 
In undetermin'd diff rences of kingss. 
Why ſtand theſe royal fronts amazed thus? 
Cry havock, kings; back to the ſtained field 
You equal potents, fiery kindled ſpirits! 
Then let confuſion of one part confirm 
The other's peace; till then, blows, blood and death. 
K. John. Whoſe party do the townſmen yet admit? 
2 _ Speak citizens, for England, who's your 
Cit. The king of England, when we know the king. 
K. Phil. Know him in us, that here hold up his. 
EK. John, In us, that are our own great deputy, 
And bear poſſeſſion of out perſon here, 145 
Lord of our preſence, Angiers, and of you. 
ERS if i A greater pow'r than we denies all this $ © 
And till it be undoubted, we do lock. : 


e 


yur 


42 


Our former ſcruple-in our ſtrong-barr'd gates. + _ 
Baſt. By heav'n, theſe ſcroyles of Augiers flout you 
And ſtand ſecurely on their battlements (kings, 
As in a theatre, whence they gape and point 
At your induſtrious ſcenes and acts of death. 
You royal preſences be ruPd by me; 
Do like the mutines of Feruſalem, . | 
Be friends a while, and both conjointly bend 
Your ſharpeſt deeds of malice on this toon. 
BY eaſt and weſt let France and England mount 
Their batt'ring cannon charged to the mouths, * 
Till their ſoul-fearing clamours have brawl'd down 
The flinty-ribs of this contemptuous city. 
Fd play inceſſantly. upon theſe jades; 
Even till unfenced defolation © 
Leave them as naked as the vulgar air. 
That done, diſſever your united ſtrengt s, 
And party our mingled colours once again, 
Turn face to face, and bloody point to point. 
Then in a moment fortune ſhall cull forth, 
Out of one ſide her happy minionn 
To whom in favour ſhe ſhall give the day, 
And kiſs him with a glorious victory. | 
How like you this wild counſel, mighty ſtates ? * 
K. John. Now by the sky that hangs above our 
heads, 255 CLREW nee 
T like it well. Fance, ſhall we knit our pow'rs, 
And lay this Augiers even with the groun c. 
Then after, fight who ſhall be king of it? 
Baſt. And if thou haſt the mettle of a king, 
Being wrong'd as we are by this'peeviſh town, 
Turn thou the mouth of thy artillery, _ _ 
As we will ours, againſt theſe ſawcy walls; 
And when that we have daſh'd them to the ground, 
Why then defy each other, and pell-mell 
Make work upon ourſelves for heav'n or hell. 


* 
— 


kh 


—_— 
— 


K. Phil. Let it be ſoʒ fay, where will you aſſault? 
| in our ſtrong-barr'd gates: ; 7 

Kings of our fear, until our fears reſyly'd . * 

Be by ſome certain king purg'd and depos'd. 
. Baſe. Heay'n, Gr. * 


X. John. 


22 ; The Lite Je Death 


5 ſtir them to it ; come away, away. 


K. John. We from the weſt will ſend Sto 


Into this city's boſom. . 


Auſt, I from the northe 
ho Phil. Our thunder from the l 


Shall rain their drift of bullets on this town. 1 T7. 


Cit, Rue us great Kings ; ; vouchſafe a While to 
to ſta 


And 1 ſhall few you peace, and falr- fac d league. | 


Win you this city without ſtroak or wound; 
Reſcue thoſe breathing lives to die in beds, 
That here come ſacrifices for the field; 


* 
* 


Perſevere not, but here me, mighty Kings. 


K. John. Speak on ; with favour we are bent to hear. 


cit. That daughter there of Spa; _ lady LIN | 


Is near to England; look upon the y 

Of Lewis the Dauphin, and that . 1 
If luſty love ſhould go in queſt of beauty, 
Where ſhould he find it fairer than in Blauch? 


If zealous love ſhould go in ſearch of virtue, | 
Whert ſhould he find it purer than in Blanch? Frag 


If love ambitions ſought a match of birth, iy 
Whoſe veins bound richer blood than lady. Blonch 7 * 


Such as ſhe is, beauty, virtue, birth, 

Is the young Dauphin every way compleat: FM 
If not compleat of, ſay he is not ſhe; 
And ſhe again wants nothing, to name want, 


If want it be not, that ſhe is not he. 


He is the half art of a bleſſed man, 


Left to be finiſhed: by ſuch as ſhe; | 


And ſhea fair divided excellence, 3 


Whoſe fulneſs of perfection lies in him. 
4 two ſuch filyer currents, when they join, I 
| pay the banks that bound them in 
An 7 ſuch ſhores to two ſuch ſtreams made one, 
wo ſuch controlling bounds ſhall you be, kings, 
To theſe two 3 if you Worry chem. 


anal. — 1 — 
— — — : * „ 


. — bullets on this town. | 
1 diſcipline ! from North to South; 
ia France ſhoot in each other's mouth, 


Cit. Hear us great Kings, ©. . 
" 


- 
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of - King JOHN. - "BJ 

This union ſhall do more than battery can, Y 
To our faſt cloſed * : for at this match, 
With ſwifter ſpeed than powder can enforce, 
The mouth of paſſage ſhall we fling wide ope, 
And give you entrance; but without this match. 
The ſea enraged is not half ſo deaf, 
Lions ſo confident, mountains and rocks 
So free from motion, no, not death himſelf, 
In mortal fury half ſo peremptory, 
As we to keep this city. | 

Baſt. Here's a ſtay, 3 
That ſhakes the rotten carcaſs of old death 
Out of his rags. Here's a large mouth indeed, 
That ſpits forth death, and mountains, rocks, and 
Talks as familiarly of roa ring lions, (ſeas, 
As maids of thirteen do of puppy-dogs. 
What cannoneer begot this luſty blood? 
He ſpeaks plain cannon-fire, and ſmoak and bounce, 
He gives the baſtinado with his tongue: 
Our ears are cudgeFd ; not a word of hs 
But buffers better than a fiſt of France; 
Zounds, I was never ſo bethumpt with words 
Since I firſt call'd my brother's father dad. 

Eli. Son, lift to this conjuction, make this match; 
Give with our, neice a dowry large enough ; 


For by this knot thou ſhalt ſo ſurely tie 


Thy now-unſur'd affurance to the crown, 
That yon green boy ſhall have no ſun to ripe 
The bloom that promiſeth a mighty fruit, 
T ſee a yielding in the Jooks of France : 1 
Mark how they whiſper, urge them while their ſouls 
Are capable of this ambirion, 8 $3 
Leſt zeal now melted by the windy breatlr © 
Of ſoft petitions, pity and remorſe, _ 
Cool and congeal again to what it was. 1 
dit. Why anſwer not the double Majeſties, 
This friendly treaty of our threaten'd town ? 
K. Phil. Speak England firſt, that hath been forward 
To ſpeak unto this city: what ſay you? (firſt 
. John. If that the Dauphin there, thy Princely fon, 
Can in this book of beauty read I love; 
Her dowry ſhall weigh equal with a-Queen. - 
ws | | _ 


* — 
— _ , — 
— . — — — * 
a - ? 
7 7 % 


— 


— 
— em 


= - - 
— — 
——— — — 


—— — — — ——— 
8 
* 5 
* 
. 


| 
i 


— — 


— — 
* 


—— — 
— 


— * 


LY 


4 


of Ly 
AM + 9 
IN R 


a 4 1 40 eee 


24 

wo” For . i fair Touraine, Maine, Poifiers,. 
And all that we upon this ide the ny 
Except this city now by us beſieg d, 


* 


"Phe Life — Death... 


Find liable to our crown and di nity 4 Pi 


Shall gild her bridal bed, and make her nich 
. tiles, honours, and promotions; eee e 
And ſhe in beauty, education, blood, . 


Holds hands with 5% princeſs of the world. 
K. Phil. What ſay ſt thou, boy? look in the lady's; 8. 
Lewis. I do, my lord, and in her eye I find | (hon. 


A wonder, or a wondrous 1 8 


I do proteſt I-never loy'd myſelf 


Till now infixed I beheld myſelf, 5 5 | 
Drawn in the flatt ring, table of her eye! 


[Wb ſpering with Blanch, 
"Baſt. Drawn in che fare ri 1 


Himſelf love's traitor: this is pity now, 


That hang d, and drawn, and quarter there haul 


In ſach a love, ſo vile a lout AS be. 
Blanch. My uncle's will in this reſpett is abe, 


SI Tf he ſee ought in you that makes bim like; 


Thar any thing he ſees that moves your ikng, ; 


F'can With eaſe tranſlate it to my will: oy 


Or if you will, to ſpeak more properly, 
J will enforce it eaſily to my love. 
Further Iwill not flatter you, my lord, 


That all I ſee in you is worthy . 

Than this; that nothing do 1 ſee in you, 
(Tho! churliſh thoughts themſelves ſhould be your. 
That T can find ſhould merit any hate. 


K. John. What ſay Heſs. young, ones 7 wh hat 
ou, my neice ? 1 


Blanch. That ſhe is bound in in honour ſtill to 7 * 


What at. 00 in e will vouchſafe to ſay. 
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Which being but the ſhadow of your fo... 
Becomes a fun, an anden be on e, 
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table of her eye! 
Hang'd in the frowning wrinkle of her Roe 5; 
And quarter'd in her heart! he doth eſpy - aff 


80 


That we ſhall top her exclamation. 


of Kis JOHN. 257 
K. John. oo then, Prince Dauphin, can you love . 
this lady 
Lewis. Ney ask me if I can refrain from love, 


For I do love her moſt unfeignedly. 
K. John. Then do I give Volqueſſen, Touraine, Maine, 


Poitiers, and Anjou, theſe five provinces 

With her to thee, and this addition more, 

Full thirty thouſand marks of Engliſh coin. 

Philip of. France, if thou be pleas'd withal, 

Command thy ſon and daughter to join bands. 
K. bande It likes us wellz young printes, cloſe our 

ands, 

Now eitizens of Angiers ope your gates, 

Let in that amity which you have made: 

For at Saint Mary s chappel preſently 

The rites of marriage ſhall' be ſolemniz d, 

Is not the lady Conſtance in his troop? 

I know ſhe is not; for this match made up, 

Her preſence would have interrupted much. 

Where is ſhe and her fon, tell me, who knows? 
Lewis. She's ſad and paſſionate at your highneſP tent. 
K. 8 And by: my faith,” this N that we have 

made | 

Will give her cadnefs very little eure. | 

Brother of England, how may we content 

This widow lady ? in her right we'came; 

Which we, God knows, have turn 4 another way 

To our own vantage. 

K. John, We will heal up all, | 

For we'll create young Arthur Duke of Britain, 

And Earl of Richmond; and this rich fair town 

We make him lord of. Call the lady conſtance, 

Some ſpeedy meſſenger bid her repair 

To our lolemnity : I traſt we ſhall, 

If not fill up the mealure”of her win, 

Vet in ſome meaſure ſatishe her ſo, 
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Auſt. And your lips too, for! am wel ara + 
. did ſo, when I was firſt aſſur d. wa 
. Philip, Now enn, Le. 
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Co we, as well as haſte will ſuffer us, 
To this unlock d for, unprepared pomp. 


Er Ex. 4 gut Paſt, 

Baſt. M ad NT mad kings, mad. compoition N 

„ to ſtop Arthur's title in the Whole, bard} 

ath willingly wa, peu with a part; 

And France, whole armour conſcience buckled, on, 

V bom zeal and charity brought to the field, 

As God's own ſoldier; rounded inthe ear 

With that ſame purpoſe-changer, that ſly devil, 

That broker, that itil] breaks the pate of faith, 

That daily break-vow, he that wins of all £& {ng 

Of kings, of beggars, old men, young mens _; 77050 

Who having no exterral thing to loſe bo 

But the word maid, cheats the poor maid of chat; 

I hat ſmooth'd-fac d entleman, tickling e 8 1 

Commodity, the bials of the world, 1 

The world, which of it ſelf is poiſed well, 

Made to run even, upon even ground; | 

© Till this advantage, this vile-drawing bias, 

This ſway of motion, this commodity, 

Makes it take head from all indiffereney, 

From all direction, purpoſe, courſe, intent. 

And this ſame biaſs, this commodity, | 

This bawd, this broker, this all-changing word, 

Clapt on the outward eye of fickle France, 

Hath drawn him from his own determin'd aid, 

From a reſolv'd and honourable war, 

To a moſt baſe and vile concluded peace. 

And why rail I on this commodity? —_ 

Rut for becauſe he hath not wood me yet, e 

Not that I have the power to clutch my hand, te 

When bis fair angels would ſalute my palm 

Eue that my hand, as unattempted-yet, 

Like a poor beggar, raileth on the rien. 

Well, while I am a beggar, I will rail, 

And ſay there is no {in but to be rich: ; 

And being rich, my virtue then ſhall be, 

Jo ſay there is no vice, but beggary. 

Since Kings break faith upon commodity, j, 

Vain * lord, for I will bon BOW 5 [Ext 
4 * Luer . 
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Enter Conſtance, Arthur, end Salisbur . 
Conſt. Gone to be marry d! gone to ſwear a 8 
Faiſe blood to falſe blood join d! Gone to be friends; 
Shall Lewis have Blanch, and Blanch thoſe provincs?. 
It is not fo, thou haſt mil (poke, miſ- heard: f 
Be well advis d, tell o'er thy tale again, 446% 
It cannot be; thou doſt but ſay tis o. 
I think I may not truſt thee, for thy word 
Is but the vain breath of a common man: 
] have a King's oath te the contrary. . 
1 hou ſhalt be paniſh'd for thus frightning me, 
For I am ſick, and capable of fears, ja 
Oppreſt with wrongs, and therefore full of fearss 
A widow, hushandleſs, ſubject to fears, | 
A woman, naturally born to fear s. 
And tho thou now confeſs thou didſt but jet, 
With my vext ſpirits I can't take a true, 
But they will quake and tremble all this ice; pal 7 
What doſt thou mean by ſhaking of thy head >  - 
Why doft thou look ſo lady on my Son? 
What means that hand upon that breaſt of thine? 
Why holds thine eye that lamentable 8 24 
Like a proud river peering o'erhis bounds? 
Be thele lad ſigns confirmers of thy words? 
Then ſpeak again; not all thy former tale, 
But this one word, whether thy tale be true. 
Sal. As true, as I believe you think them falſe, 
That gave you cauſe to prove my ſaying trae. 
Conſt. Oh if thou teach me to believe this n a. 
Teach thou this ſorrow: how to make me 2 455 
And let belief and life encounter ſo, 66 
\s doth the fury of two deſp rate men, 
hich in the very meeting, fall and die. io] 
ewis wed Blauch! O boy, then where art 8 
rence friend with England! what becomes e of me? 
| cllow he gone, I cannot brook thy _ be 
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0 cannot brook thy fight; g 
This news hath made thee a moſt NO matt. 
Sal. What other harm have I, good lady, done 
But ſpoke the harm that is by others done? 
Conſt. Which harm within itfelffo heinous is, 
As it makes harmful all that ſpeak of it. 
Art. I do beſeech you, c. B 2 A tbh. 
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Arth. I do beſeech you, mother, be content. 
Cvuſt. If thou that bidſt me be oontent, wert grim, 
Ugly, and fland'rous to thy mother's womb, _ 
Fu ofunpleaſing blots, and ſightleſs ſtains, 
Lame, fooliſn, creeked,'{wart, prodigious, 


Patch'd with foul moles, and eye-offending marks; en 


I would not care, I then would be de 
For then I ſhould hot love thee: no, nor „ 
Become thy great birth, nor deſerve a crown. 
But thou art fair, and at thy birth, dear boy!!! 
Nature and Fortuneè join d to male thee great. 
Of Nature's gifts thou my ſt with lillies hoaſt, 
And with tbe half- blown roſe. But Fortune, oh! | 
She is corrupted, Lang d and won from the, 
with thine uncle hn, 17 
And with her golden hand hath pluckt on France. . 0 


To tread down fair reſpect of ſovereigntꝛ oo 


And made his majeſty the bawd-to theirs 
France is a bawd to Fortune, and to John, Cork want 
That trumpet Fortune, thatuſurpipg Fobn ! 1 
Tell me, thou fellow, is not France forſworn? 


EFBuvenom him Wich words, or get thee gone, 


And leave theſe woes alone, which I flops: neat 8 l 
Am bound to under- bear. lc a bs! gies 
Sal. Pardon me, madam, * 11 . at 
I may not go withaut you tothe King. 
Conſt. Thou may ſt, thou ſhale, I will not 8 withthee 
I will inſtru& my ſoxrow to be proud; 
For grit is proud, and makes his owner ſtoop, 8 
Io me, and to the ſtate of my great grief, 1 81 1591 
Let Kings aſſemble: for my grief s ſo great, 
That no ſupporter but the huge firm earth 
Can hold it up: Here I and ſor row ſit; ie 
Here is mychrone, bid Kings come bo to it. wart 
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ANT, HL... 

Enter King Jolie, King Phillip, Lewis; Blabch, Elinor, 
Philripthe Baſtard, Auſtria, and Trichet FH 

"lag ID true,” fair daughter; and this bleſſed day, 

Exer i in n Hanes tl be N N oy 
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days 
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No bargains break, that are not this day made; 


of King IOHN. 29 


To fojemnize this day, the glorious ffn 
Stays in his courſe, and plays the alchymiſt „ 
Turning with ſplendor of his precibus ee 
The meager cloddy earth to ęglitt'ring got. 


1 2 


The yearly courſe that brings this day about, 
Shall never ſee it hut a hHoly- da. 
Conſt. What hath this day deferv'd ? what hath it done, 
That it in golden letters ſhould he ſe t! 
Among the high tides in the kalendar??k ; 
Nay, rather tuin this day cut of the week, WY 
This day of ſhame, opprefion; perjury ,: 1 
Or it it muſt ſtand Ri}, let wives Witch chile 
Pray that their burthens may not fall this day, 
Leſt that their hopes prodigiouſly be croſt: 
Except this day, let ſeamen fear no wrack!; 


1 
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This day all things begun came to ill end, 7 
Yea, it faith ſelf to hollow falſheed chang*d. | 
K. Phil. By heaven, lady, you ſhall have no cauſe 
To curſe the fair proceedings of this day: © | 
Have not pawn'd to you my Majeſty ? 
'Conſt. You have beguil'd me with a counterfeit 
Reſembling Majeſty, Which touch'd and try'd' 
Proves valueleſs: you are foriworn, fo:fworn, 
You came in arms to ſpill my enemies blood, 
But now in arms, you ſtrengthen it with yours. 
The grapling vigour and rough frown of war, 
Is cold in amity and painted peace, : If 
And our oppreſſion hath made up this league. 
Arm, arm, ye heav'rs, againſt theſe: perjur d Kings 
A widow'cries, be husband to me, heav nl. | 
Let not the hours of this ungodly day Ns ; 
Wear out the days in peace; but ere ſun-let, mY A 
Set armed diſcord 'twixt theſe perjur d Kings. 
Hear me, oh hear me! 85 | 
Auſt. Lady Conſtance, peace. 3 | | 
Conft. War, war, no peace; peace is to me a war © Þ 
O YHmoges! O Au//ria' thou doſt ſhame Lo 
That bloody ſpoil: Thou ſlave, thou wretch, thou eoward 
Thou little valiant, great in villanßyß?ꝰꝰ⸗ꝛ | 
Thou ever ſtrong upon the ſtronger fide; W 
Thou fortune 's champion, that doſt never fight 
N ; B 3 But 
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To thee, King Ibn, my aly errands; 
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But when her humorous lady ſhip is hy 


To teach thee ſaſety; thou att perjur d too, 
And ſoath'ſt up greatneſs. What a fool art thou, 
A ramping focl, to bragg, to ſtamp, and ſwear, 


Upon my party; thou cold-blooded: flave, 1 tl T7 


Halt thou not ſpoke like thunder on my fide, © 
Been ſworn my foldier, bidding me depend | 


| Upon thy ſtars, thy fortune, and thy ſtrength? p 


And doſt thou now fall over to my foes? © 
Thou wear a Lion's hide? doff it for ſhame; 


And hang a calve's-Skin on thoſe recreant limbs. b 
Aut. O that a man would ſpeak thoſe words to me. 


Paſt. Ard hang a calve's skin on thoſe recreant limbs. 
A. Ihcu dar'ſt not ſay ſo, villain, for thy life. 
Fat. And hang a calve s-skin on thoſe recreant limbs. 
C __ Methinks that Richard's pride and Richard s 
© {al 1333 og ton 1, 5 3 
Should be a precedent to fright you, Sir. by 
* Paſt, M hat words are theſe ? how do my ſinews ſhake 
My father's foe clad in my father's ſpoil! 
How doth Alecto whilper in my ear; ; 
Delay not, Richard, kill the villain ſtrait, 
- Difrobe him of the matchleſs monument, 
Thy father's triumph O er the ſavages ! 
Now by his ſoul I wear, my father's ſoul, 
Twice will I not review the morning s rie, 
Till I have torn that trophy from thy back, = K&N 
And ſplit thy heart, for wearing it ſo long. 
K. Jobn, We like not this, thou duſt forget thy ſelf. 
ET 7. INT oe OE fr x 
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K. Phil. Here comes the holy legate of the pope. 5 . 


6 3 
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Fand. Hail, ou anointed deputies of heav n. 


„ 5 
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I Pandulph, of fair Milain Cardinal, 


And from Pope Iunccent the Legate here, 5 ir ; a N N 1 bp 


Po in his name religiguſly demand - ., © © OO 
M by thou againſt the church our holy mother 
So wilfully doſt ſpurn, and force perforce _ 5 115 
Keep Stephen Langton, choſen Archbiſhop.  -'- |, - 
Of Canterbury, fiom that holy ſee? 5 


This in our ſoreſaid father s holy name. 


* 
%. : ? 


erer ernennen tank 


DSS 


* 2 
„ 


14 


Pe 


FE: 


— 


bo. of King J Oo H N 2 5 3 
Pope Innocent, I do demand of thee. | 
K. John. What earthly name, to interrogatories 
Can tax the free breath ofa ſacred King? 
Thou canſt not, Cardinal, deviſe a name 
So ſlight, umvorthy, and-ridicutous 
To charge me to an anſwer, as the Pope. | 
Tell him this tale, and from the mouth of England: 
Add thus much more, that no #al:ay Piieſt | "0% 
Shall tithe or toll in our dominions : rs egy : 
But as we under heay'n are fupreme head, 
So under it, that great ſupremacy 
Where we do reign we will alone uphold;, 
Without th aſſiſtanee of a mortal hand. 
So tell the Pope, all rev renee ſet apart ; 
To him and his uſurp'd authority, | 1 
X. PhiL Brother of England, you blaſpheme in this. 
K. Jobn. Tho you; and all the Kings of Chriſtendom- 
Are led ſo grofly by this medling prieſt, ek as 
Preading the curſe that mony may buy out; 
And by the merit of vile gold, drofs, duſt, 
Purchaſe corrupted pardon of a man, 
Who in that ſale ſells pardon from himſelf; 
Tho” you and all the reſt ſo grofly led. 
This jugling witeh- craft with revenue cheriſh, 
Yet I alone, alone do me oppoſe 
Againſt the Pope, and count his friends my foes. 
Pand. Then by the lawful power that I have, 
Thou ſhalt ſtand curſt, and excommunicate; 
And bleffed ſhall he be that doth revolt 
From his allegiance to an heretick, 
And meritorious ſhall that hand be call'dy. 
Canonized and worſhipp'd as a ſaint, ' 3 bs 
That takes away by any ſecret courſe: — HE 
Thy hateful lite. : | | 
Cunſt. O lawful let it be 
That I have leave with Rome to curſe a while... 
Good father Cardinal, ery thou, Amen, 
To my keen curſes; for without my wrong . 
There js no tongue hath pow'r to curſe him right. 
and. There's law and warrant, lady, for my curſs. 
Conſt. And for mine too; when law can du no right, 
Let it be lawful that law bar no wrong: we 
| B 4 Law © 
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Law cannot give my child his kingdom here; 
For he that holds his kingdom, holds the ors. 
Therefore ſince law it ſelf is perfect wrong, 
Ho can the law forbid my tongue to curſe? 
Pand. Philip of France, on peril of a mes, | 
Let go the hand of that Arch-heretick, - - 
And raiſz the pow'r of France upon his head, 
'Unleſs he do ſubmit himſelf to Rome. 
Eli. Look ſtthou pale, France? do not let go thy "ad f 
Conft, Look to that, devil! leſt that France e 
And by disjoining hands, hell loſe à ſoul. EY . 
Auf. King Philip, liſten to the Cardinal. 70 
Baß. And hang a calve s- skin on his recreant limbs. 
Auſt. Well, ruſkan, I muſt pocket up theſe wrongs, 
Becauſe *E 
Baff. Vour breeches beſt may carry them. - E 
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. Conf}, What ſhould he fay, but as the Cardinal? 

- . Lewis, Bethink you father; for the difference. 

Is purchaſe a heavy curſe from Rome, - 

Or the light loſs of England for a friend; 

Forgo the eaſier. | 

- Blanch, That's the curſe of me. | 
Conf. Lewis, ſtand faſt, the devil S thee here 

In likeneſs of a new Ant bride, *. 
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*. a new untrimmed 5 
Blanch. The lad y Conilance ſpeaks hot from her faith 
Eut fcom her need. 4 
nb. Oh, if thou grant my need, 
M hich onl) lives but by the death of ee 
Thãt need muſt needs infer this principle, 
That faith would live again by death of need: 
O then tread down my need, and faith mounts up: 
Keep my need yp, and faith is trodden down, 
K. Jebn. The King is mov d, and anſwer's not to this. 
Conſt. O be remov d from bim; and an[wer well. 
Au. Do ſo, King Philip, hang no more in doubt. 
Fat. Hang nothing but a calves skin, moſt ſweet laut. 


= 
B | 5 Phil. Fam N Ws 
| 


K. John. Philip, what ſay/ſt thou to the Cardinal 2 5 
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Wc Phat; 1a e and know not what to fay.. 
thou tay, bur will perplex Boy | 


Pand. What can 
more, 
If thou ſtand excommunicate and curſtꝰ 
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K. Phil, Good rev rend father, make my en you's, | 


And tell me how yott would beſtoiy your lelf? 
This royal hand and mine are newly Knit, 

And the conjunction of our inward fouls © 
Ma ry'd in league, coupled = 4 iter” 
With all religious ſtrength of facred yows: 

The lateſt breath that gave the ſound'of words, 
Was deep- ſworn faith, peace, amity, true love” 
Between our kingdoms and our royal ſelves. * 
And ev'n before this truce, but new. before, 


No longer than we well could waſh-our hands 


To clap this royal bargain up of peace, 

Hear'n knows they were beſmear d and orbr- Mailt 4 
With flaughter's pencil; where revenge did paint 
The fearful diff rence of incenſed Kings. 

And ſhall theſe hands, ſo lately purg'd of blood, 

So newly join'd in love, ſo ſtrong in both, | 
Unyoke this ſeiſure, and this kindregret? 
Play faſt and looſe with faith? fo jeſt with beste- 


Make ſuch unconſtant children of our ſelves 


As now again to ſnateh our palm from pam? 
Unſwear faith ſworn, and on the marriage- bed 
Of ſmiling peace, to march a bloody hoſt, 
And make a riot on the gentle brow- 
Of true ſincerity ? O holy Sir, 
5 „ee — f 110 = not be fo 7 1 

ut of your grace, devife, ordain, f ies 
Some gentle ales and we ſhalt be biet! 
To r Fre. pleaſure, and continue friends. 

All form is formleſs, order ordlerleſs, 

Save what is oppbſite to Englands love. 
Therefore to arms, be champion of our church. 
Or let the church our mdther breathe her curſe, 
A mother's curſe on her reyolting ſon. ; 
France, thou may ſt hold a ſerpent by the tongue, 
A chaſed Lyon by the mortal paw, 
A faſting T yger ſafer by the tooth; 
bu, keep 1n peace * hand which thou 00 old. 
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K. Phil. I may dis- join my hand, but not ere 


Fand. So mak ſt thou faith an Enemy n 


And like a civil war ſet'ſt bath to oath, 
Thy tongue againſt thy tongue. O let thy yow... v1 


Firit-made-to.heay'p, frft Pe to heavin perform d: 5 EH 
That is, to he the champion of our church. . 


W bat ſince thou fwor'ſt, is ſworna fand, wr 1 


And may not be performed by thy felf. -_ 
For that which thou baſt {worn to do amiſs, 
Is not amils, when it is truly done: 


And being not done, where doing tends to in, . 541 


The truth is then moſt done, not * W 4b e my 
The better act of pur poſes miſtook . a obs 


Ts to miſtake again, tho indirect, | 1 ane 9 . A 


Yet indire&ion thereby grows direk 


And falſhood, falthood cures, as fre cools fre 5 1 5 


Within the ſcorched: veins of one new-burn' d. 2 
It is religion that doth make JOS e, igtt ci 0 
Eut thou haſt ſworn againſt religion: 


Py what thou fivear ſt, againſt the thing thou ſwear a: 


Abd mak'i an oath the ſurety for thy truth, 5 
Againſt an oath the truth thou art unſu re 
To wear, Hwear only! not to be forſwornz don $6} Nel 


Eiſe what a mockery ſhould it be to ſwear; CES Lede 
But thou doſt Hear only to be forſworn, þ 


And moſt forſworn, to. keep what thou Joſt ſwears... OTE 


Therefore thy latter vows, againſt thy Brſt, 1 1 0 


Is in thy ſelf rebellion to thy ſelf. OBE og 
And better conqueſt never canſt thou make, 3 
Than arm thy conſtant and thy nobler part? 
Againſt thele giddy, loole ſuggeſtions;..., . 


pen which better part qur pray;/rs come in, moe 


It thou vouchſaſe them. Eut if not, then b 5 os 
The peril of aut gur ſes light anthees Oo 
So hea v y as thou {halt not ſhake them alf, ee e. 
Eut is deſpair, die ur der their black gr. 1 
Auſt. Rebellion, Fat re belli r. e ae Þ 
Ba. Will't not be? 

Will net a Calve's skin ſtop that mourh of are; 
Lewis. Father, to arms. l th 
Blanch. U pon thy weddu 3 day? | 

Th RT Nan that thou þ it Frans ?. 
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of Kine JOHN. 35 
What, ſhall our feaſt be kept with laughter d men? 
Shall 5 45 trumpets, and loud churtifh drums, 
Clamours of hell, be meaſures to our pomp ? 
O husband, hear me: Ay, alack, how new 
Is husband in my mouth? ey'n for that name 
Which till this time my tongue did ne'er pronounce, 
Upon my knee beg, go not to arms 
Againſt mine Uncle. 
Conſt» O, upon my knee, | 
Made hard with kneeling, I do pray to the, 
T hou virtuous Dauphin, alter not the doom By : 
Forethoug ht by heay'n... : 
Blanch, Now ſhall I he thy love, what motive may 
Be ſtronger with thee than the name of wife? 
Cenſt. That which upholdeth him, that thee upholds 
His honour. Oh thine honour,” Lewis, thine honour. 
Lewis. I muſe your Majeſty dothſeemLo cold. 
V hen fuch profound reſpects do pull ou on? 
Fand. I will denounce a curſe upon his bead. 
K. 3 Thou ſhalt dot need. England, 1 Il fan from 
tee. 
Cinſl. O fair retutn oſ baniſh'd majeſtyj : | 
Eli. Q-foul revolt of French lnconftancy! Þ — 
Ke, John. France, thou alt rue this hour within this 
our. 
Baſt. Old Time the elock· letter, that bald ſexton, "TH 
Time, 
Is it, as he will? well then, France ſhall rue. 
Blanch. The ſun's o'ercalt with blood : Rein Bay adic un. 
Which is the fide that I muſt go witbal ? 
Tam with both, each army bath a hand, fy ka 
And in- their rage, I havirg told of both | . 
1 key. whit! aſunder, and difmember wee... 
usband, I cannot pray that thou may'ft win: 
ncle, I mceds muſt pray that thou may ſt * r 
Father, I may not wiſh: the fartunt thine: 
2randainy. I will not wiſh thy withes thrive: 
/ hogver wins, on that ade ſhall I lufee: 
Alured lots, before the match be play d. 
Lewis, Lady with me, with me th for tune lies. 
Blanch, There: where my en ow hats my life. 


dies. 
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36 de Life and Death _ 
K. John. Couſin, go draw our puiſſance together, 


France; I am burn'd up with.inflaming wrath, 
A rage, whoſe heat hath this.conditiong .. - 
That nothing can allay, nothing but blood, | 
The blood, and deareſt valu'd blood of France. 


K. Phil, Thy rage ſhall burn thee up, and thou: ſhalt: 


tarn 7 NE 
To athes, ere our blood- ſhall quench that fire: 
I. ook to thy ſelf, thou. art in jeopardy. . 


K. Ibu. No more. than he that threats. To. arms 
| 15 1 Ereunt. 


let's hie. e 

Alerums, Excurfions ; Enter Baſtard with-Auſtria's Heads 

aſts Now by my life, thisday grows wond'rous hot. 
Some airy devil hovers in the sky, . 
And pours down miſchief. Auſiria's head lie there. 
< Thus hath King, Richards Son perform d his you, , - 
And offer d Auſir:a's blood for ſacrifice. "ag 

© Unto his father's ever-livipg ſoul. 


Enter John, Arthur, and Hubert 5 


" 
” 


K. bn. There Hubert, keep this boy —Pöilip, make 
My. motlier is affatled in our tent. © [ups 


And ta' en I fear. 

But. My lord; Ireſcu'd her: 

Her highneſs is in ſafety, fear you. not. # 
But on, my Liege, for very little pains: _ 
Win bring this labour to an happy end. Exit. 


Alarums, Excurſions, Retreat. Re-enter King John, Eli- 


nor, Arthur, . Baſtard, Hubert, and Lords... + 


K. John. So ſhall it be; your Grace ſhall ſtay behind 
So ſtrongly guarded: Couſin, look not ſad, Iv Arth. 
Thy grandam loves thee, and thy uncle wink 
As dear be to thee, as thy father was. 

Arth. O this ill make my mother die with grief. 

K. John. Couſin, away for England, haſte before, 
And ere our coming ſee thou ſhake the * Baſt 
Of hoarding abbots, their impriſon d angels. + 
Set at Liberty: The fat ribs of peace. 

= Mul 


* 


LEExit. Baſt. 
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rms 
ant. 
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To ſay what good reſpect I have of the. 


Making that Ideot, laughter, keep mens eyes, 


| * ** 1 


of King IO HN. 
Muſt by the hungry now be fed upon. 
Uſe our commiſſions in its utmoſt force. 1 ; 

Baſt Bell book and candle ſhall not drive me back, 
When gold and ſilver beck me to come on, Rr ES 
I leave your highneſs: Grandam, Iwillpray, - - + | 
(If ever I remember to be holy: 
For your fair ſatety 3 ſo I kiſs your hand. 

Eli. Farewel, my gentle couſin. 15 

K. John. Cor, farewell. 


o 
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| M E926 [: Exit Baſt. 
Eli. Come hither little kinſman, hark, a word. 
+ [Taking bim to one ſide of the ſtage. 
K. John. [ fo Hubert 07 the other ide. n 7 
Come hither Hubert. O my gentle Hubert. 
We owe thee much; within this wall of. fleſh. wr 


- There is a ſoul counts thee her creditor, 


And with advantage means to pay thy love: 
And, my good friend, thy voluntary oatn 
Lives in this boſom, dearly cheriſhed.  . 
Give me thy hand, I had a thing to ſay 
But I will fit it with ſome better time. 
By heay/n, Hubert, I'm almoſtaſham'd- , 


3 * * * 


Hub. J am much bounden to your Majeſt. 
K. John, Good friend, thou haſt no cauſe to ſay ſo- 
But thou ſhalt have and creep time ne'er-ſo low; . 
Yet it ſhall come for me to do thee goo e. 
© I had a thing to ſay- but let it go: 
© The ſun is in heav'n, and the proud day, 
© Attended with the pleaſures of the world, 
Is: all too wanton, and too full of gawds., _. ©. 
© To give me audience. If the midnight bell WIN 
© Did with his iron tongue and brazen mouth .  _ fa 
© Sound on into the drowſie race of night; 
© If this fame. were Nr dy I ov we ſtand, * 
And thou poſſeſſed with a thouſand wrongs; 


” 
C 3 


Or if that ſurly ſpirit, melancholy, 


© Had bak d thy blood and made it-heayy-thick, f A 
© Whichelſe runs tickling up and down the veins, \ 


© And ſtrain their cheeks to idle merriment; 
© (A paſſion hateful to my purpoſes). = 9 
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Or if that thou could'ſt ſee me without eyes, 
Hear me without thine ears, and make reply 
© Without a tongue, uſing conceit alone, 5 
Without eyes, ears, and harmful found of werds; 
© Then in deſpight of broad=ty*'d watchful day, 1 
© I would ioto thy boſom pour my thoughts 
© But ah, I will 0 yet Tlove thee well, © 
And by my troth;/T think thou loviſt me well. 
Hub. So well, that what you bid me undertake, 
Tho' that my death were adjun& to my act, 1 ea 
By heavn d do. © WEI AI 
L Am. De. net I know thou would tg? . 
Good Hubert, Hubert, Hubert, throw thige ee 
On yon young Boy; ö. ol tell chee what, my few, 
He is a very-lerpent in my way, 
And whereſoe er this foot of mine dothtread, 8 
He lyes before me. Doſt thou underſtand me? a 0 2 
Thou art his keeper. | e ee 
Hub. And FI keep him ſo, 3 e 
That he ſhall not offend 2 Majeſty. 
K. Jobn. Death. | F 
Hub. My Lord? ths . n Ib 
K. Febn. A Grave. | F 
Hab. He ſhall ho thee +3 it wo Sormaur 200 1 1 £ 8 
K. John. Enough. ir Den 1 > DEL i or 1 h 1 
I could be merry now, Haber! love thee; 77 alt » 9 5 1 
Well, Fll not ſay what intend” for thee: a ag ooo e, 
Remember. Madam, 1 91 WM 15 
1 Return! tot . 
PII ſend thoſe powers er to your a” St F 


„„ ns 


4 | 
8 


Eli, My bleſſing go With chee. den LOEY 


K. John. For Eg lund, couſin, go. 0 426 
Hubert thallbe'yeur man, tartend on Yay * 26 LL 


Wun all true Duty; on toward Calais by... ET 85 LEx. 


Euter King Philip, Lewis, Pandulpho, idea. 


K. Phil. So by a roaring tempeſt on che ey 
A whole armado of collected (ail X 
Is ſcatter d and disjotr'd from fellowſhip. 2 

Pan. Courage and comfort, alf thall yet go. Well 

K. Phil. Mat can go well, when we AF 15 n 
Are we not beaten? ** not An iert lo loſt * 3 
| | gt A 2 
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of King IO HN. 39 

Arthur ta en pris ner? divers dear friends ſlain? | 
And bloody Elan i into Exglaud gone, 
O'er-bearing interruption, ſpight of France? ns 

Lewis. What he hath won, that hath he e 75 
So hot a ſpeed, with ſuch advice diſpos d, | Is 
Such tempꝰ rate order in ſo fierce a cauſe, 
Doth want example; who hath read or heard 
Of any kindred action like to the? | 

K. os Well could 1 bear that England had this 

rai 

So i would find ſome pattern of our en 


Enter Conſtance. - | 1551 tt 


Look who comes beet ? a Grave unto a foul, 
Holding th eternal fpirit ꝑainſt her will - 3 
In the vile priſon of aflited breath z + 1 97 
I pr'ythee, lady, go away with ren 
Conſt. Lo now; now ſee the iſſue of your peace. 
K. Phil. Patience, good lady; comfort, gentle creme. 
Conſt. No, I deſie alli counſel, all redes, 
But that which ends all counſel, - true: ue 
Death! death, oh amiable, lovely drain? 
Ariſe forth from thy couch of laſting night, 
Thou hate and terror to pꝓroſperity, 2 
And I will kiſs thy deteſtable bones 
And put my eye-balls in thy vaulty brows, 
And ring theſe fingers with thy houſhold worms, 
And ſtop this gap of breath with ſulſom duſt, 
And be a carrion monſter like thy ſelf; | 
Come grin on me, ard I will think chou {mil 4% 
And kiſs thee as thy Wife, 00 ove of re 
Ojcome to me. | SIP 
K. Phil. O fair afflickioh, peace. 11 
Conſt. No, no, I will not, 1 3 S.. 
O that my tongue were in the thunder's hr 
Then with. a patſion I would ſhake the world, 
And routefrom ſleep that fell e ee, 
Which cannot hear a lady” s fechle voice, + - == FF 
And fcorns a modeft invecation. 0 | 
Pan. Lady, you utter madnels, and not faroy. f 
Conſt, Thou art not holy to bee me ſo; * 
I am not mad; this hair 1 ar! ES, + 


WW. 


. 


: 1 


40 TH 205 BY Death 


Stickin e er in calamity. 


- Becauſe my peor child is a Priſoner. 


My name is Conſtance, I was Geffry's wife | WF T 
Young Arthur is my ſon, and he is loſt ; Oy OS Bi 
I am not mad, I would toheay'nl Were, . eee A. 
For then tis like I ſhould forget my (elf. . 

O if I could, what grief ſhould 1 rg! . 

I am not mad; too well, too well I feel © lat A1 
The different plague of each calamity. Þ- . W 

O father Cardinal, I have heard 5 Z 11 


That we ſhall fee and know our friends in heay”: ns. M 
If that be, I ſhall ſee my boy again. 5 


For ſince the Birth of Cain, the firſt male child, 


To him that ng but {id ſuſpire, FR ä 
; 5 Fog There C 


. ee, de eee Ws c ] 
ier 1 30 | els vii odd ni WMC! 
Preach ſome philoſophy to * me e mad, | v4, 467-1 Ws 
And Cardinal thou ſhalt be canoniz'd 3 — Sti 
Hor, being not mad, but ſenſible of grief, © Th 
My reaſonable part produces reaſon | "BY © Fa 
How I may be delivered of: theſe woes, + 160437 Ic 
And teaches me to kill or hang my ſel. [lu 
If I were mad, I ſhould forget my fon; n 
Or madly think a babe of clouts were be; „ i e 
I am not mad; G. i fer n 2 
4 f each cala mity. | M / 
K. Phi}. Bind up thoſe treſſes; 0 what loye I note, 1 
In the fair multitude of thoſe her hairs: | 4 
Where but by chance a filver drop hath fall'n, = 
Eo n to that drop ten thouſand wiery friends. 4 S., . Wcr 
Do glew themſelves in ſociable grief, nos; * 
Like true inſeperable, faithful Joes, ek 


E % ; 
7 * 


To England, if you Tk. -* EE No 
K. Phil. Bind up your hairs, © | 
cn. Yes; that I will; and ANN wilt 1 40 ith 
I tore them from their bonds, and ery d aloud, _ 
© that theſe handscould ſo redeem my ſon, Gr 
As they have given theſe hairs their liberty : _ 
But now len y at their liberty, FR og 
And will again-commit them to their . 


Oirkather Cardinal, C.-. 
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of King JOHN, 45 
There was not ſuch a gracious creature born. 
But now will canker-ſorrow eat my bud, © A 
And chaſe” the native beauty from his cheek 7 © 
And he will look as hollow as a ghoſt, © 
As dim and meagre as an ague's fit.. 

And ſo he'll die; and riſing fo again, ao 

When I ſhall meet him in the court ofheawn 

I ſhall not know him; therefore never, never 

Muſt I behold my pretty Arthur more. | 
Pang. You hold too heinousa reſpect of grief. 
Conſt. He talks'to me, that never had a ſon. ps. 
K. Phil. You are as fond of grief, as of your child. 

© Conſt. Grief fills the room up of my abſent child: 
© Lies in his bed, walks up and down with me; | 
© Puts on his pretty looks, repeats his words, 
Remembers me of all bis gracious parts ; - 

Stuffs out his vacant garments with his form, 

Then have I reaſon to be fend of grief. 9 

Fare you well; had you ſuch a loſs as I, 

I could give better comfort than you do. 

I will not keep this form upon my head, e EL AS ae 
OI O44 2 [Tearing off ber Head-cloaths., 

When there is ſuch diſorder in my wit. . 

O lord, my boy, my Arthur, my fair Sen! 

My life; my joy, my food, my all the world, 8 

My widow comfort, and my ſorrow's cure! | Exit. 

K. Phil. I fear ſome outrage, and FI follow her. | Exits 

| Lewis, There's nothing in this world can make me 
© Life 15 BN atwice-told tale, r 
© Vexing the dull ear of a drouſie man- N 
A bitter ſhame hath ſpoilt: the ſweet world's taſte,” 

That it yie ds nought but 'ſhame and bitterneſs, 
Pand. Before the curing of a ſtrong diſeaſe, 
Ev'n in the inſtant of repair and healt n,, 
1 he fit is ſtrongeſt : evils that take leave, 
On their departure, moſt of all ſhew evil. 
Vhat have you loſt ty laſing of this day? 

Tewis. All days of glory, joy, and happineſs. 

Pand. If you had won it, certainly you had. 
No, no; when fortune means to men maſt good, 

he looks upon them with a threat ning eye. 


x 
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9 : 
= The Lie and „ 
CF is range to.think how much King John hath Joſt 
In this, which he accounts ſo glearly.won-- | 
Are not you griev d that Arthar is his Priſoner? 
| Lewis. As heartily as he is glad he bath him. 
Piand. Your mind is all as youthful as your blood. 
| Now hear me ſpeak with a prophetick ſpirit; n 
For ev'n the breath of what I mean to ipeak r 7 
Shall blow each duſt, each ſtraw, each little rub 
Out of the path which ſhall directly lead 
Thy foot to England's throne : and therefore e 
Jobn bath ſeiz d Arthur, and it cannot be 
1 That whilſt warm life plays in chat infant's veins, 
I)!be miſplac'd Jobn ſhould entertain an _ | 
=_ A minute, nay, one quiet breath, of reſt. 
1 A ſcepter ſnateh d with an unruly hand, 
Mꝛuſt be as boiſt rouſſy maintain d, as gain d. 
1 And he that ſtands upon a ſlipp ry place, 
Wo Makes nice of no vile hold to ſtay him up. | 
Tut hn may ſtand, then Arthur needs muſt fall; | 
ul So be it, for it cannot be but fo. 
Wl _. . Zewis, But what ſhall Lgain-by-young Arthur's Gn 2 
_—_ - - 7azd: You, in the right of Lady Blanch your Wie, If; 
= May then make all the cfaim that Arthur did. | , 
4 Tewis, And loſe it, life and all, as Art bur did. D 
= Pand. How: green; you are, ard freth in one _ E 
1 = World? by 
Nehm lays you plots; «the times corſpire with you.; * 
For he that ſtee ps his ſafety in true blood, 12 
Shall find but bloody ſafety and untrue. 
This act ſo evily born; ſhall cool the hearts 
= Ofall his People, and freeze. up their zeal; "i 
. Tuhat no ſmall advantage ſhall ſtep forth 
= To check his reign; but they will cheriſh 1. 
No nat ral exhalation in che Sk), 
No ſcape of nature, no diſtemper'd day, 
No common wind, no cuſtomed event, 
But they will pluck away its nat ral cauſe, 
And call them meteors, prodigies, and "+" 
Abortives and preſages, tongues of heavin, - 
Plain! y denouncing vengeanee upon John. 
N be, he Will not por touch young Arthur's 3 
E 19% £13 YT 234 
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of King JOHN.. 43 
But hold himſelf ſafe in his priſonment. | 
Pand. O Sir, when he ſhall hear of your approach, 

If that young Arthur be not gone already, | 
Ev'n at this News he dies: and then the hearts 
Of all his people ſhall revolt from him, 
And kiſs the lips of unacquainted change, 
And pick ſtrong matter of revolt and wrath, 
Out of the bloody fingers ends of bn. 
Methirks I ſee this hurly all on foot; 
And O, what better matter breeds for you 
Than I have nam d. The baftard Faulconbridge 
Is now in England, ranſacking the church, 
Offending Charity. If but {hes Fren h 
Were there in arms, they would be as a cal! 
To train ten thouſand Engliſb to their ſide; 
Or, as a little ſpow oe th about, 
Anon becomes a mountain. Noble Dauphin, 
Go with me to the King: tis wonderful 
What may be wrought out of their diſcontent, 
Now that their Souls are top-full of 1 
For England go; I will wait on the Kin 
Lewis, Strong reaſon makes ſtrong ons: let us SE 


If you lay ay, tre King will not ſay no. 181 LEx unt. 
en 96 2229599925200 
1 T. „ ee 


= Enter Hubert end Exeuutioner. 2 
Hubeit. EAT ws theſe Irons hot, ane lock » you 


ſta 

Within the arras; when I ſtrike my Foot 
Upon the boſom of the ground ruſh forth 5 
ind bind the boy, which you ſhall find with me, 
Caſt to the chair: be heedful ; hence, and watch. 
Exe. I hope your warrant will bear out the deed. 
Hub. Uncleanly ſcruples! fear not you; look tot 
Younglad, come forth; I have to ſay with ne l 6 y 

Enter Arthur. #22 x5: bark. 
Arth. Good marrow, 9 wed ore % bel 


om Morrow, little a B77." 
Ak 


8 


Set! remember when I was in France, 


2 . 
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Arth, As little Prince (having ſo great a title 4 - 
To be more Prince) as may be. You are ſad, 
Hub. Indeed I haye been merrier. 4 56 


Arth. Mercy on me! 
Methinks no body ſhould be ſad but "6 wy 


Young gentlemen would be as {ad as night, 

Only br wantonneſs, By my Chriſtendom, 

So were I out-of priſon, and A ks, ſheep, 

J ſhould be merry as the day is | 

And ſo I would be here, but that 1 1 

My uncle practiſes more harm to me. 

He is afraid of me, and I of him. 

Ts it my fault that I was Geffen s ſon ? 

Indeed it is not, and I would to heav'n 

I were your ſon, ſo you would love me, Hubert. 
Hub. If I talk to him, with his innocent prate 

He will awake my mercy, which lyes dead; 

Therefore Iwill be ſudden, and dilpateh. | LA de. 

Artb. Are you ſick, Hubert? you look pale to . 
In ſooth, I would you were a little ſick, 

Thar 1 might fit all night and watch with You. x 

Alas, I love you more than you do me. 
Hab. His words do take poſſeſſion of my boſom, | 

Read here, young Arthur—— ' [Shewing a pa 

| How now, fooliſh rheum. C Abe. 

Turning diſ-pitecus torture out of door! | 


I! muſt be brief, leſt reſolution drop 


Out at mine eyes in tender womaniſh tears 


Can you not read it? is it not fair writ? _ 
Arth. Too fairly, Hubert, for ſo toul effect. 


Muſt you with irons burn out both mine Eyes 7 a 
Hub. Young boy, I muſt. „ 4 
Arth. And will ver 8 . 


Hub. And I will. | 
Arth. 74 you the heart 2 when your heal did but 
ale, 
I knit my handkerchief about your brows, 
(The beſt Thad, a Princeſs wrought it me) 
And I did never ask it you again; 
And with my hand at midnight beld your head; PR 
Aud: like the POL minutes to the — 8 — 
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Still and anon chear d up the heavy time, 
Saying, what lack you? and where lyes your gef? ? 
Or what good love may Tperform for you? 
Many a poor man's fon would have lain ſtill, 8 
And ne er have ſpoke a loving word to you; | 
But you at your ſick ſervice had a Prince. OE. 
Nay, you may think my love was erifty love 1 
And call it cunning. Do, and if you will!! 
If heav n be pleas that you muſt uſe me ill, W 
Why then you muſt Will you put out mine eyes?! 
Theſe eyes chat never did, and never fall I 
So much as frown on you? | | 
Hub. Lve ſworn to do it; | 
And with hot irons muſt I barg rbem out. 
Arth. Oh if an angel ſhould have come to me, 
And told me Hubert ſhould put out mine eyes, 
I would not have beliey'd a tongue but Ha bert s. 
Hub. Come forth; do as Ibid youdo, © 25. - 
. [ Stamps, and the men enter, 
| Arth. O fave me, Hubert, ſave me! ola deten are 
_ 
Ev'n with the fierce looks of theſe bloody men 
Hub. Give me the iron, I ſay, and bind him hn : 4 : 
Arth. Alas, what need you be ſo boiſt'rous goon, 12 1 
er. I will not ſtruggle, I will ſtand ſtone- ſtiſ. 
de, For heav'n ſake, Hubert, let me not be bound. 
Nay, hear me, Hubert, drive theſe men . 
And J will ſit as quiet as a lamb. 
I will not ſtir, nor winee, nor ſpeak a word, 
Nor look upon the iron angrily : 
Thruſt but theſe men away, and rn forgive you, - 


* — wmf! nr eee 4 5 
Arth. Ah, none but in this iron age would doi it. — 

The iron oſ it ſelf, tho heat red-hot, © \ 

Approaching near "theſe eyes, would drink: my tears, 

And quench its fiery indignation, | 

Even in the matter of mine innocence: 

Nay, after that, conſume away in ruſt, 

But for containing fire to harm mine eye. 

Are you more ſtubhorn hard, than hammer di iron * N 

Oh if an angel ſhould, Te 

Vierer 


but 


ill 


** 
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Whatever PN. you do put me ta. ut 
Hub. Go, ſtand within; let me alone 11 bim. | J 
Exe. I am beſt pleas'd to be from ſucha deed. ['Ex/t. 1 
Arth. Alas, I then have chid away my friend, | be 
He hath a ſtern look; but a gentle heart; 
Let him come bath. that his compaſſion 28 1 e F. 
Give life to yours 
Hub. Come, boy, prepare your : ſelf. 3 
Arth, Is there no remedy? 3 y 


Hub. None, but to loſe your eyes. 
Arth. O heav'n ! that there were but a. moth in yours y, 


A grain, a duſt, a gnat, a wand Ling n P 
Any annoyance in that precious ſenſe 5 
Then feeling what ſmall things are boiſt rous ; there, f At 
Your vile intent muſt needs ſeem horrible. J. 
Hub. Is this your promiſe ? go to, hold your tongue,® | * 
Arth, 3 me not hold my 56058 3 let me not, | 

| M's ; 

Or, Hubert, if you will, cut out my tongue, - | M 
So I may keep mine eyes. O ſpare mine eyes! BED En 
Though to no uſe, bur ſtill to look on you; - | =. 
Lo, by my troth, the inſtrument e %% Ar 
And would: nat harm me. „ ; 
Hub. I can hear it, boy. ; 
Arth. No, in good ſooth, the fire i is teal 4 wi gi; S A 
Being create for comfort, to be us d ” An 
In undeſerv d extreams; ſee elſe your ſelf, $108 1 5 . 


There is no malice in this burning coal; 


| The breath of heav'n hath blown its ſpirit nk. 

| And ſtrew'd repentant afhes'on its head. | 1 

- Jul. But with my bach can revive it. boy. — T, 
*, een inal your tongue, | 1 5 1 


Arth. Hubert, the utterance of a brace of tongues” . 
Muſt needs want pleading for _ 18 on 75 
Let me not hold, Cc. 

+ l can revive it, boy. | 
Artb. And it you do, you will but ke it bluſh, _ 
And glow with ſhame of your Proceedings, Hubert: 
Nay, it perchance will ſparkle in your eyes: | 

And, like a dog that is compell'd to fight, 
Snatek at his maſter that doth tarre him on. 
All things that you, Oc. Arth, 


t. | 


{= 
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Arib. All things that you ſhould uſe to do me wrong, 
Deny their office; only you do lacx 5 
That mercy which fierce fire and iron extend, 
Creatures of note for metcy lacking uſes. 5 855 
Hub, Well, ſee to live; I will not touch thine eyes 
For all the treaſure that thine uncle o] ns: ” 
Yet am I ſworn, and Þ'did' purpoſe, boy, | 
With this ſame very iron to burn them out. 
Arth. O now you look like Hubert. All this while 
You were diſguiſed. _ e 
Hub, Peaee: no more. Adieu, 
Your Uncle muſt not know hut you are dead. 
I'll fill theſe dogged ſpies with falſe reports: 
And, pretty child, fleep doubtleſs and ſecure, 
That Hubert, for the wealth of all the world. 
Wil not offend thee; 1 
Arth. O heav'n! I thank you. Hubert. | 
Hub. Silence, no more; go cloſely in with me; 
Much danger do Þ undergo tor thee, Exennt. 
Enter King John, Pembroke, Salisbury, and ther Lordsy 
EK. Jobn. Here once again we fir, crown'd once again, 
And look'd upon, 1 hope, with chearful eyes. 
Pemb. This once àgain, but that your Highneſs 


pleas d, 1 

Was once ſuperfluous; you were crown'd before, 
And that high royalty was ne er pluck'd offs _ 
The faichsof men, ne er ſtained with revolt; 
Freſh expeRation troubled not the lang 
With any long' d for change, or better ſtate, 
Sal. Therefore to be poſſeſs d with double pomp, 
To guard a title that was rich Before oY 
To gild refined gold, to paint the lilly, 
To throw a perfume on the violet, 
To ſmooth the ice, or add another hue ' 
Unto the rainbow, or with taper light 
To ſeek the beauteous eye of heav'n to garniſh ; 
Is waſteful and ridiculous exceſs. 4 „ 

Pemb. But that your royal pleaſure muſt be done, 
This act is an ancient tale new told, 8 
And in the laſt repeating troubleſome, | 
Being urged at a time unſeaſonable. | BE 
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Sal. In this rhe antique and well noted face 
Of plain old form is much disfigured; - - | 
And like a ſhifted wind unto a fail,  - 
It makes the courle of thoughts to fetch about 3 ; 
Star tles and rights conſideration; 


Makes ſound opinion ſick, and truth! ſuſpected, 10 F 
For putting on ſo new a faſbion rens cov! : ifs 35 125 

Pemb, M hen workmen ſtrive to do better chan welt 4 
They do confound their skill in coyetoulnels; | r n. 


And oftentimes excuſing of a fault, 


Doth make the fault the worſe by $be excuſe: - 3508 2 
As patches ſet upon a little breach, 1 20 Do 
[ Dilcredit more in kiding of the fault 8 
Than did the fault before it was ſo patch d. 7 


1 Sal. To this effect, before You were neu 3 9 
We breatb'd our ennie; but it pleas d porn Highnefs Bet 


To over-bear it; yet we're all well pleas d; Li 
| Since all and every part of what we would. Hi: 
1 - Muſt make a ſtand at what your Highneſs will. f 
| K. Jobn. Some reaſons of this double coronation. © - Th 
il I haye poſſeſt you with, and think them ſtrong.” 
And more, more ſtrong (the leſſer is my LIN * - Wc 
| I ſhall endue you with: mean time, but ak Th 
What you would have reform'd that is not ally % He 


And well Mall you perceive how willingly - - 
I will both hear and grant you your requeſts... 5 


Pemb. Then I, as one that am the tongue of theſe, Be 
To ſound the purpoſes of all their heart | Th 
[Both for my ſelf and them; but chief of all, N ; 
Your ſafety ; for the which, my ſelf and they + A Th 
Bend their beſt ſtudies;) heartily requeſt - 1 0 Ha 
Th infranchiſement of Arthur; *whoje — 8 00 
Doth move the murm' ring lips of diſcoptent. Ty 
To break into this dang xous argument. [o 
If what in reſt you have, in right you bold, EL 
Why ſhou'd your fears, (which, as they ſay, attend Ar 


| The ſteps of wrong) then move you to meiy up 
Vour tender kinſman, and to choak his days 
With barb'rous ign rance, and deny his Jan 
The rich advantage of good exerciſe? 

That the time s enemies may not have this 

To Brace oecaſions, let i it be our ſuit, 


of King JOHN. ay 
That you have bid us ask his liberty; 
Which for our good we do no further ask, 


Than whereupon our weal, on you depending, 
Counts i it your weal that he have liberty. 


Enter Hubert. 


x. Jobn. Let it be ſo; I do commit his youth a 
„Io your direction. Hubert, what news with you? 
- Pemb, This is the man ſhould 4othe bloody deed: 
He fhew'd his warrant to a Friend of mine. 
The image of a wicked heinous fault 
Lives in his eye; that cloſe aſpe& of his 
Does ſhew the mood of a'much troubled en 
And I do fear fully believe tis done, 
What we fo fear d he had a charge to do. = - 
Sal. The colour of the King doth come and £9, _ 
Between his purpole and his conſcience, 5 a 
Like heralds twixt two dreadful battles ſets = 
| His paſſion is fo ripe, it needs muſt break. | | 
Pemb. And when it breaks, I fear will iſſue thence 
The foul corruption of a {weet child's death. i 
K. John. We cannot hold mortality's ſtrong hand. 
Good lords, although my will to give is living, 
The ſuit which you demand is gone, and dead. | 
He tells us Arthur is deceas'd to tight. | Z 
Sal. Indeed we fear'd his ſicknels was paſt cure. | | 
Pemb. Indeed we hear'd how near his death he Was _—_ 
Before the child himſelf felt he was ſack. ' 
This muſt be anſwer'd either here or hence. | | 
K. John, Why do you bend ſuch ſolemn brows on mer 
Think you I bear the ſhears of deſtiny? 
Have I commandment onthe pulſe of life? 
Sal. It is apparent Fog rods and 'tis ſhame 
That greatneſs ſhould fo grolly offer i es -: 
So thrive it in your game, and ſo, farewel. | 
Pemb. Stay yet, lord Salisbury, V'll go with thee, | 5 
And find th' inheritance of this poor child, B 
His little kingdom of a forced grave. 
That blood which own'd the breadth of all is ide 
Three foot of it doth hold; bad world the while! 
This muſt not be thus born, this will break out 
To all our ſorrows, and ere long 1 doubt. [_Exeunt, 
1 C Enter 


For any foreign preparation, 


0 
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E. John. They burn in indignation; I repent, 
There is no ſure foundation ſet on blood; | 4-0 
No certain life atchiev'd by others death — _ 2 
A fearful eye thou haſt; where is that blood | Tv the Meſ. 
That I have ſcen inhabit in thoſe cheeks ?- © 8 


Enter Meſſenger. 


So foul a sky clears not without a ſtorm; 


Pour don thy weather: ho goes all in Fance? 
Meſ. From Fange to England never ſuch a power, 

Was levy d in the body ot a 1 | 

The copy of your ſpeed is learn'd by them; 

For when you ſhould be told they do prepare, 

The tydings come, that they are all arriv'd. ä 
K. Joba. O where hath our intelligence been drunk? 


Where hath it flept? where is my mother's care? 
That ſuch an army ſhould. be drawn in Frauce, 


And ſhe not hear of it? 


% ͤ ( 
Is ſtopt with duſt: the firſt of April} dy d 
Your noble mother; and as I hear, my lord, 


The lady Conſtance in a frenzie dy d 


# 


I idly heard; if true or falſe, I know not. 


K. Jobn. Withhold-thy.ſpecd, dreadful occaſion ! 


Three days before: but this from rumour's/ tongue 


O make a league with me, til} I have pleas d 


My diſgontented peers. My mother dead ? 
How wildly then walks my eſtate in Frans? 
Under whoſe conduct came thoſe powers of France, 
That thou for truth giv'| out are landed here? 
Meſ. Under the Daupbin. 
Enter Baſtard and Peter of Pomfret. 


K. John. Thou haſt made me giddy 


With theſe ill tidings. Now, what ſays the world 


To your proceedings? Do nat ſeek to ſtuff 
My head with more ill news, for it is full. 
Baſt. But if you be afraid to hear the worlt, 
Then let the worſt unheard fall on your head. 
K. Nn. Bear with me, couſin, for | was amaz d 
Under the tide, but now I breathe again 
Aloft the flood ; and can give audience 


To 


„ „ fur „ bed 
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To any tongue, ſpeak it of what it will. 
Baſt How I have ſped among the clergy-men, 
Ml The ſums I have collected ſhall expreſs. _ 
de. But as I travell'd hither through the land, 
leſs J find the People ſtrangely fantaſied; 
N Poſſeſt with rumours, full of idle dreams; 
Not knowing what they fear, but full of fear. 
And here's a prophet that I brought with me, 
From forth the ſtreets of Pomfret, whom I found 
With many hundreds treading on his heels: 
To whom he ſung in rude harſh-ſoundivg rhimes, 
That ere the next Aſcenſion- day at noon | 
Your highneſs ſhould deliver up your crown. | 
K. John. Thou idle-dreamer, wherefore did'ſt thou ſo? 
Peter, F oreknowing. that the truth will4all out ſo, : 
K. J. bn. Hubert, away with him; impriſon him. 
And on that day at noon, 'whereon he ſays 
Iſhall yield up my crown, let him be hang d. 
Deliver him to ſafety, and return, 2 
For I muſt uſe thee. O my gentle coufin, 
Hear'ſt thou the News abroad, who are-arriv'd?  _ 
Bat. The French, my lord; mens mouthsare full of it's 
Beſides, I met lord Bigot and lord Salisbury, | 
With eyes as red as new-enkindled fire, | 
And others more, going to ſeekthe grave 
Of Arthur, who they lay is kill'd ta night 
3 ſuggeſtion. FD 
KX. John. Gentle kinſman, go 
And thruſt thy ſelf into their company. 
I have a way to win their loves again: 
Bring them before me. [5% 
Bat. I will ſeek them out. + he "= 
K. Jahn. Nay, but make haſte; the bettat foot before. 
O, let me have no ſubjects enemies, 
When adverſe foreigvers affright my towas 
With dreadful pomp of {tous invaſion. | | 
Be Mercury, ſet feathets to thy heels, 7035 = 
And fly, like thought, from them to me again. . 
Ja. The ſpirit of the time ſhall teach me ſpeed. ¶ Exit. | 
K. John. Spoke like a ſprightful noble gentleman, | 
Go after him; for he perhaps ſhalt need | | 
dome meſſenger betwizt me and the peers, „ 
. . And 


* r „ 


— 
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And be thou he. 


r 


Meſ. With all my hw, my TRY 
K. John. My mother dead! FD 


Enter Hubert. BY 


Hub. My lord, they ſay five moons were ſeen to-night 2 
Four fixed, and the fifth did whirl about 
The other four, 4n-wond'rous motion. 

K. John. Five moons? - . ; 

Hub. Old men and bedlams, in the ei 


Do propheſie upon it dangerouſſy: 


Young Artbur's death is common in their mouths, 


"© And when they talk of him they ſhake their N ; 


And whiſper one another in the ear. 

© And ke that ſpeaks, doth gripe the hearer's wriſt, 

© M hilſt he that hears makes fearful action 

< With wrinkled brows, with nods, with rolling eyes. 
< ſaw a ſmith ſtand with his hammer thus, 


7 The whilſt his iron did on th anvil cool, 


© With open mouth ſwallowing a taylor's news; 
© Who with his ſhears and mealure in his hand, | 
« Standing on ſlippers, which his nimble haſte 


© Had falſely thruſt upon contrary feet; 


© Told of a many thouſand warlike French, 

© That were embattelled and rank'd in Kent. 

© Another lean, unwaſh' d artificer, 1 

8 Sos off his tale, and talks of Arthur's death. 
11 OG. Why ſeek ſt thou to poſſeſs me with theſe 
ears ? | 

Why urgeſt thou ſo oft-young Arthur's death? 

Thy hand hath murther'd him: I had a cauſe 


EF To Wilh him dead, but thou had'ſt none to kill him. 


| Aab. Had none, my lord? why, did you not ere | 
k. Jehn. It is the curſe of Kings, to be attended 
By flaves that take their humours for a warrant, 
To break into the blaody houſe of life : | 
And on the winking of authority 
To underſtand a law, to know the meaning 
Of dang'rous majeſty, when perchance it trowns 
More upon humour, than advis d reſpect. 
* Here is your hand ou vo for what I did. 
K. Jobs. 


. 


Quoted, and ſign d to-do a deed of mame, 


And did'ſt in ſigns again parly with fin; 
Vea, without {top did'ſt let thy heart conſent, 
And conſequently thy rude hand to act | i& 
The deed, which both. our tongues held vileto name | 
Out of my fight, and never ſee me more 
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K. John. Oh, when the laſt account 'twixt heav” n 
and earth 


ls to be made, then ſhall this hand and ſeal 


Witneſs againſt us to-damnation. 
How oft the light of means to do ill deeds, 


Make deeds ill done? for badſt net thou been be WE # 4 


A fellow by the hand of nature mark d, 


This murther had not come into my mind, 
But taking note of thy abhorr'd alpect, 
Finding thee fit for bloody villany, | 
Apt, liable to be employ d in danger, 


1 faintly broke with thee of Arthur's death... 


And theu, to be endeared to a King, 

Mad'ꝰſt it no conſcience to deltroy a Prince. 
Hub. My lord 
K. Jahn. "Hadit thou hut ſhook thy head, or made a2 


uſe 
Wb [ ſpake darkly what 1 purpoſed: 
Or tur d an eye of doubt upon my face, 
Or bid me tell my tale in expreſs words; 1 
Deep ſhame had ſtruck me dumb, made me break 5 
And thoſe thy fears might have wrought fears in me. 
But thou didſt underſtand me by my ſigns, 


1 7 


My vobł'es leave me, and my ſtate is bravd 

Ev'n at my gates, with ranks of foreign pow' rs; 

Nay, inthe body of this fleſhly land, | 

This kingdom, this confine of blood and breath, 

Hoſtility and civil tumult reigns, | 

Between my conſcience, and my couſin's deaths” TSS TY 
Hub. Arm you againſt your other enemies, | 

II make a peace between yourſoul and you. 


Young Arthur is alive, this hand of mine 
Is yet a maiden, and an innocent hand, 


Not painted with the crimſon ſpots of blood. 
Within this boſom never enter'd yet 


The dreadful motion of a murd'rous thought. ö 
0 62 And 
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I And you have flander'd nature in my forth, 2 ; £3 


Is yet the cover of a fairer mind, 


Tu find a thouſand ſhifts to get * 


AI be King by me requeſts your preſence trait. 


36% ah 
Which howſoeyer rude exteriorty, 


Than to be butcher of a guiltleſs child. 
K. Jebn. Doth Arthur live? O haſte thee to the peers, 


Throw this report on their incenſod rage, 


And make them tame to their obedience. 

Forgive the comment that my paſſion made 

Upon thy feature; for my rage was blind, 

And foul imaginary eyes of blood _ 

Preſented thee more hideous than thou art, 

Oh, anſwer not, but to my cloſet bring 

The angry lords with, all expedient haſte. 3 

I conjure thee but ſlowly: run more faſt, ¶ Exeuni. 


3 Enter Arthur on the Walls. 4. 
Arth. The wall is high, and yet will I leap down. 


— 


| Good ground be pitiful, and hurt me not. 


There's few or none do know me: if they did, 
This ſhip-boy's ſemblance hath. diſzuis'd me quite. 
I am-afraid and yet LIl yenture it. | 


WW If I get down, and do not break my limbs, 


As good todie, and go; as die ſtay. | Teaps down. 
Oh me! wh uncle's ſpirit isin theſe WA. oo 
Heav'n take my ſoul, and England keep my bones. ¶ Dies. 
Ene: Pembroke, Salisbury and Bigot. 
Sal. Lords, I will meet him at St. Edmundibuy; 


It is aur ſafety, and we muſt embrace 
This gentle offer of the perilous time. 3 
Pens. M ho brought that letter from the Cardinal? 


Sel. The Count Melun, a noble lord of France, _ 


| Whole Private with me of the Dauphin's love, 


Is much more gen ral than theſe lines import. 
Biget. To-morrow morning let us meet him then. 
Fal. Or rather then ſet forward, for twill be 

Two long days journey, lords, or ere we meet. 

: Enter Baſtard, 


Bat. Once more to-day well met, diſtemper d lords; 


- 


22 


e eds ms; et. At ad oy 12 


Sal. 


—_ 


So 


t. 
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Sal. The King hath diſpoſfeſt himſelf of us; 

We will not line his thin beſtained cloke 

With our pure honours: nor attend the foot 

That leaves the print of blood where: e er it walks, 


Return, and tell him ſo: we know the worſt. 


Baſt. Whate' er you thiuk, good words I think were 


Sal. Our aries, and not our manners, reaſon now. 
Baſt. But there is little reafon in your grief, 
Therefore twere reaſon you had manners now. 
Pemb. Sir, Sir, impatience hath its privilege. 
Pat, Tis t. ue, to hurt its maſter, no mam elſe. 
Sal. This is the priſon: what is he lyes here? 
i LSec ing Arthur. 
Prins; Oh death, made proud with pure and princely 
beauty ! 
The earth Trad nota hole to hide this deed. | 
Sal. Murder, as hiting-what himſelf bath done, | 


Doth lay it open tourge on rev 


Bigit. Or when he doom'd this beauty to the grave, 
Found it tco precious princely for a grave. 

Cal. Sir Richard, what think you? have youbeheld, 
Or have you read, or heard, orcould you think, 


Or do you almoſt think, Litho” you ſee, | 
M hat you do ſee? could thought without this objec | 
_ Forth ſuch another? *tisthe very top, 

The heighth, the ereſt, orcreſt unto cheers 


Of murder's arms; this is the hloodieſt ew, CAFES 
The wildeſt ſavag' ry, the vileſt ſtroak, 
That ever wall- ey d wrath, or ſtaring rage 


Preſented to the tears of ſoft remork. 


Pemb. All murders paſt do ſtand excus d in chis; 
And this ſo ſole, and ſo unmatchable, | 
Shall give a holineſs a purity, 

To the yet-unbegottren fins of Time; 


And prove a deadly blood-ſhed but a jeſt, 
Exampled by this heinous ſpectacle. 


Ball. It is a damned and a bloody work, 
The graceleſs action of a heavy hand, 
If that it be the work of any hand. 

Sal. If that it be the work of any hand? 


We had a kind of ght what would enſue, 225 15 
© 4 a 


7 SST” - « - ; 
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It is the ſhameful work of Hubert's hand, 
I ue practice, and the purpoſe of the Kings 
From whoſe obedience I forbid my foul, f 
Kneeling before this ruin of ſweet life,  — Se 
And breathing to this breathleſs.excellence _ | 

The incenſe of a yow, a holy vow! Wi! 

Never to taſte the pleaſures of the world, 
Never to. be infeted with delight, „ 
Nor converſant with eaſe and idlenefss. 
Till I have ſet a glory to this hand. | 
By giving it the worſhip of revenge. 3 

Pemb. Biget. Our fouls religiouſly confirm thy words. 

Enter Hubert. 3 


Hub. Lords, I am hot with haſte, in ſeeking you; 
Artbur doth live, the King hath ſent for you. 
Sal. Oh he is bold, and bluſhes not at death; 
WW — Avant thou hateful villain, get thee gone. 
= Hub. I am no villain. | Evo 
do Fal. Muſt I rob the law? [Drawing his Swerd. 
Bat. Yourſword is bright, Sir, put it up again. 


pou 


rr =» 


Sal. Not till I ſheath it in a murd'rer's skin. ; 
Hub. Stand back, lord Salisbury, ſtand back I ſay, 
By heav'n I think my ſword's as ſharp as yours, 
I would not have you, lord, forget your elf, - 
Nor tempt the danger of my true defence 
Leſt I, by marking of your rage, forget 
Your worth, your greatneſs, and nobility. _ 
Biget. Out dunghill, dar'ſt thou brave a nobleman? 
4 Hub, Not for my life; but yet I dare defend 
1 My innocent life againſt an Emperor. 2 
= Sal. Thou art a murd' rer. 
| Hub. Do not prove me lo; 8 . 
Yet, I am nore. Whole tongue ſoe er ſpeaks falſe, 
Not truly ſpeaks; who ſpeaks not truly, lyes. 
| Pemb. Cut him to pieces. | 1 
13 Baſt. Keep the peace, I ſay. ca Pn 
| Sal. Stand by, or I ſhall gaul you, Fauconbridge. 
Faſt. Thou wert better gaul the devil, Salisbury. 
If thou but frown on me, or ſtir thy foot, | 
Or teach thy haſty ſpleen to do me ſhame, 
Fll ſtrike thee dead, Put up thy ſword betime, h 


288 


r 


. 


7 
F 
- - 


1s, 


d. 


1 WW King J OH N. 
Or I'll ſo maul you, 54 your toſting- iron, 
That you ſhall think the devil is come from hell. 


Bigot, What will you do, renowned MER AGEY 


Second a villain,” and a murderer ? 
Hub. Lord Biget, I am none. 
Bigot. Who kill d this prince? | 
Hub. Tis not an hour ſince I left him welk; : 
I honour'd him, T loy'd him, and will weep" 
My date of life out, for his ſweet life's loſs. 
Sal. Truſt not thoſe cunning waters of his eyes, 
For villainy is not without ſuch rheum : 
And he, long traded in it, makes it ſeem 
Like rivers of remorſe and innocence, 
Away with me, all you whole ſouls abhor 
Th' uncleanly ſavour of a flaughter houſe, 


For I am ſtifled with the ſmell of ſin. T2 
Biget. Away tow'rd Bury, to th Dauphin tber a 


Pornb. There tell the King he may erquire us out. 


[ Exeunt lords. 
Baſt. Here's a good world; knew you of this fair 


work? 
Beyond the infinite and >poundiehs reach © 
Of mercy, (if thou didſt this deed of Po 


Art thou danm'd'\ Hubert. © 


Hub. Do but hear me, Sir. 
Baſt. Ha? Ill tell thee what, 


Thou art damn d ſo black—nay, nothing is * black: 88 


Thou art more deep damn d than prinze Lucifer. 

There is not yet ſo ugly a fiend of hell | 

As thou ſhalt be, if chou didſt Kill this child. 
Hub. Upon my foul ——— 
Ba hi If thou didſt but a 

To this moſt cruel act, do but deſpair; | 

And if thou want'ſt a cord, the ſmalleſt thread 


That ever ſpider twiſted from her womb. 
Will ſtrangle thee; a ruth will bea beam 5 
| To hang thee on: Or would'ſt thou drown As: RG. 


Put. but a little water in a ſpoon, 
And it ſhall be as all the ocean, 
Enough to ſtifle ſuch a villain up. 
I do ſuſpect thee very grievoully. 
Hub, If I ng, conſent, ot ſinot # choughts 
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Be guilty of the ſtealing that ſweet breath 


72 Which was embounded in this hounteous clay, 


Let hell want pains enough to torture me, 
J left him well. | | 
Baſt. Go, bear him in thine arms, 
> T am amaz'd, methinks, and loſe my way 


Among the thorns and dangers of this world. 


"How eaſy doſt thou take all Englazd up, 
From forth this morſel of de:d royalty? 


The life, the right, and truth of all this realm 


i. fled to heav'n, and Englend now is left 
| an 


To tug and feramble, and to part by th'teeth 


The un-owed intereſt of proud-ſwelling ſtate. 


© Now for the bares bone of. Majeſty, 
Doth dogged war briſtle hisangry creſt, 
Ard ſnarleth in the gentle eyes of peace. 


Now pow'rs from home and diſcontents at homa 


Meet in one line: and vaſt confuſion waits 
As doth a Raven ena ſick fall'n beaſt) 

Theimminent decay of wreſted pomp. 
Now happy he, whole cloak and cin&ture can 


Hold out this tempeſt. Bear away that child, 


And follow me with ſpeed; I'll to the King; 
A thouſand buſineſles are brief at hand, * 
And heav'n it ſelf doth frown upon the land. 


* 


[ Excunt, 
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Enter King john, Pandulph, and Attendants. 5 
K. John. T H US Thave yielded up into your hand 


4 


I be circle of my glory. 
pand. Take again SENG 


Living the crown. 


From this my hand, as holding of the Pope 


Your ſoveraign greatneſs and authority. 

K. Jobn. New keep your holy word; go meet 
Ard from his holinets uſe all your power 
To ſtop their marches, fore we are enflam'd. 
Our diſcontented counties do revolt, 

Our people quarrel with obedience, _ 
Swearing allegiance, and the love of ſoul 


the French, 
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To ſtranger- blood, to foreign royalty; 
This inundation of diſtemper d humour 
Reſts by you only to be qualify d. 5 
Then pauſe not; for the preſent time's ſo ſick, 
That preſent med cine muſt be mihiſtred, 
Or overthrow incurable inſues. | 
Pand. It was my breath that blew this tempeſt up, 
Upon your ſtubborn uſage of the Pope: | 
But ſince you are a gentle convertite, 
My tongue ſhall huſh again this ſtorm of war, 
And make fair weather in your bluſt ring land. 
On this Aſcenſion day remember well, 
Upon your oath of ſervice to the Pope, | 
Go I to make the French lay down their arms. Exit. 
K. John. Is this Aſcenſion-day ? did not the prophet 
Say, that before Aſcenſion- day at noon 
My crown I ſhould give off? even ſo I have: 


I did ſuppoſe it ſhould be on conſtraint, 
But beay'n be thank d, it is but voluntary. 


+ Bait, All Kent hath yielded, nothing there holds out 
But Dover-Caſtte:: London bath receivid, 
Like a kind hoſt, the Dauphin and his powers. 
Your nobles will not hear you, but are gone 
To offer ſervice to your ene 
And wild amazement hurrics up and down 
The title number of your doubtful friends. 
Kk. Jobn, Would not my lords return to me again, 


* 
* 


After they heard young Arthur was alive? 


Baß. They found ban dead, and calt into the ſtreets, 

An empty casket, where the jewel, life, | 

By ſome/damn'd hand was robb'd and ta en awa 7 _ 
K. Jobs, That villain Hubert told me he did live. 

Ba#. So on my foul he did for ought he knew: 

But wherefore do you droop? why look you lad ? 

Be great in act, as you have been in thought: 

Let not the world ſee fear and fad diſtruſt 

Govern the motion of a kingly eye g 

Be ſtirring as the time, be fire with fire 

Threaten the threatner, and out- face the brow 


Of bragging horror: fo ſhall inferior eyes, Lag 
r 
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That borrow their behayiours from the great, 

Grow great by your example,” and put on- 

The dauntleſs ſpirit of reſolution. 

Away, and gliſter like the God of war b 
M hen he intendeth to become the field; v1 2d; 
Shew boldneſs and aſpiring confidence.” 40 
What, ſhall they ſeek the Lion in his den, 

And fright him there? and make him tremble there! > 
Ohl let it not be ſaid '! forage, and run 
To meet diſpleaſure farther from the doors, 

And grapple with him ere he comes ſo nigh. 


K. Jobn, The legate of the Pope hath been with me, 


And I have made à happy peace with him; 
And he hath promis d to en Es * | 
Led =o q the Dauphin, > © 


Oh ingloriousleague! Fi f 178 ee 


Shal we upon the footing of our land ol $16 

Send fair-play orders, and make compromiſes 

Inſinuation, parly, and baſe truce,. 

To arms invaſive ? ſhall a beardleſs boy, 

A cockred; ſilken, wanton, brave our bea, 

Arnd fleſh his ſpirit in à Warlike ſoil e 

Mocking the air with colöurs idely ſpread, „ 

And find no check? let us, my liege, to arms: 

Ferchance the Cardinal can't make your r att e 

Or, if he do, let it at leaſt be ſaid | RAO 

They law we had a purpoſe of defence. I | 
2 John. Have thou the ord ring of the preſent time. 
Baff. Away then with good courage; yet I know . /. 


Our party may well meet à prouder foe. 91: x Exit. | 
, Enter in in arms, Lewis, Salisbury, Nelun, Pembroke, 


Bigot, and Soldier. 
Lewis. My lord Me lun, let this be copied out, 

And keep it ſafe for our remembrance : 

Return the preſident to theſe lords again, 

That hay ing our fair order Written down; 

Both they and we peruſing o er theſe notes, 

May know be we took the en * 

And keep our faiths firm and inviolable * Fi 

Sal. Upon our fides it never ſhall be broken. * 
And, noble Dauphin, albeit we ſwear 1 497 wa 

A aaa zeal and un-arg'd fang veins nd þ 
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To your proceedings; yet believe me, prince, 
I am not glad that ſuch a ſore of time ö 
Should ſeek a plaiſter by contemn d revolt, 
And heal the invet' rate canker of ene wound, 
By making many. Oh it grieves my ſoul, 
That I muſt draw this metal from my fide. 
To be a widow maker: Oh, and there 
Where honourable reſcue and defence, 

Cries out upon the name of Salisbury. 

But ſuch is the infection of the time, 


That for the health and phy ſick of our right 


We cannot deal but with the very hand 
Of ſtern injuſtice, and confuſed wrong. 
And is't not pity, oh my grieved friends! 
That we, the ſons and children of this iſle, 


Were born to ſee ſo ſad an hour as this, 


Wherein we ſtep after a ſtranger, march i 
Upon her gentle-boſom, and fill up 


Her enemies ranks; I muſt withdraiv and weep 


Upon the ſpot, for this enforced cauſe, 


Jo grace the gentry of a land remote, 


And follow unacquainted colours here! 


. 
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What, here? O nation, that chou could'ſt remove 7 1 


That Neptune s arms who eli ppeth thee about, | 

Would bear thee from the knowledge of thy ſelf, 

And grapple thee unto a Pagan ſhore ! | 

Where theſe two chriſtianarmies might combine 

The blood of malice in a vein of league, _ 

And not to ſpend it ſo un-neighbourly. _ 
Lewis. A noble temper. doit thou ſhew.inthis, 


And great affection wreſtling in thy boſom | 


Doth make an earthquake of _ nobility, _ | 

Oh what a noble.combat haſt thou fought, | 
Between compulſion, and a brave reſpet! _ 

Oh what a noble compulſion, and a brave reſpe&? 
Let me wipe off this honourable dew, pls 


That falyerly doth progreſs. on thy cheeks, - 
My heart hath melted at at a lady's tears, 3 4 


* * 


Being an ordinary inundation: 

But this effuſion of ſuch manly drops & 
This ſhow'r blown up by tempeſt of the ſaul, 
Startles mine eyes, and makes me more amaz d, 
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Than had I:feen the vaulty top of hey n 
PFigur'd quite o er with burning meteors. 
Lift up thy brow, renowned Salisbury, 3% 
And with a great heart heave away this ſtorm, 
Commend theſe waters to thoſe baby- eyes 
That never ſaw the giant-world enrag d; 
Nor met with fortune, other than at feaſts, 
Full warm of blood; of mirth, of goflipping, - 
Come, come, for thou thalt thruſt thy hand as deep 
Into the purſe of rich proſperit r 
As Zewis himſelf; ſo, nobles, ſhan you all, 
That knit your ſinews to the ſtrength of mine. 
Enter Pandulph, 
And even there methinks an Angel ſpake, 
Look where the holy legate comes apace. 
To give us warrant from the hand of heav'n, 
And on our actions ſet the name of right 
With holy breath. | 
Pand. Hail, noble prince of France ! 
The next is this: King John hath reconcil'd 
Himſelf to Rome; his ſpirit is come in, 
That ſo ſtood out againſt the holy church, 
That great metropolis and fee of Rm. 
Therefore thy threatnir colours no wind up, 
And tame the ſavage ſpi t of wild war; ER 7 
- That like a Lion foſter'd up at hand, 
It may lye gently at the fuot of peace, 
Ard be no farther harmful than in ſhew. | 
Lewis. Your grace ſhallpardon'me, I will not back: 


I am toc high born to be'propernted, 

To be a ſecondary at controu f. Let 
Or uſeſul ſerving: man, and inſtrument Ni | My 
To any ſoyeraign ſtate throughout the world,, I cc 
Your breath firſt kindled the dead coal of war, Anc 
Between this chaſti⁊ d kingdom and my ſelf, | Anc 
And brought in matter that ſhould feed this fire. F 
And now tis far too huge to he Hiown out ens Y 
With that ſame weak wind which inkindled it. — 69 5 He 
You taught me how to know the face of right, E 
Acquainted me with int reſt to this land, | The 
Yea, thruſt this enterprize into my heart : ts ages For 


And come ye now to tell me John hath made 15 He. 
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His peace with Rome ? what is that peace to me? 
I, by the honour of my marriage-bed, _ 

After young Arthur, claim this land for mine: 

And now it is half conquer d, muſt I back, 
Becauſe that John hath made his peace with Rome ? 
Am I Rome's ſlave? what penny hath Rome born? 
What men provided? what munition ſent, 


x 
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To under-prop this action? is't not [ 


That undergo this charge? who elſe but I, 
And ſuch as to my claim are liable, 

Sweat in this buſineſs, and maintain this war? 
Have I not heard theſe iſtanders ſhout out 
Vive le Rey, as | haye bank'd their towns ? 
Have I not here the beſt cardsfor the game 

To win this eaſie match, plaid for acrown? 


And ſhall I now give o'er the yielded ſet? 
| No, on my ſoul, it never ſhall be ſaid. 


Pan. You look but on the outſide of this work. 
Tewis. Qutſide or inlide, I will not return, | 
Till my attempt ſo much be glorified, 
Asto my ample hope was promiſed 
Before I drew this gallant head of war, 
And cull'd theſe fiery ſpirits from the world 
To outlook conqueſt, and to win renown _ - 
Ev'n in the jaws of danger, and of death. | Trumpet ſounds. 
What luſty trumpet thus doth ſummon us? 


Enter Baſtard. | 


Baſt. Aecording to the fair play of the world, 
Let me have audience: I am ſent to U ron Rec: 
My holy lord of Milain, from the King N 
I come, to learn how you have dealt for him? 
And as you anſwer, I do know the ſcope 
And warrant limited unto my tongue. 5 

Pand. The Dauphin is too wilful, oppoſite, 
And will not temporize with my entreaties: 

He flatly ſays he'1] not lay down his arms. 

Baſt. By all the blood that ever fury breath d, 
The youth ſays well. Now hear our Engliſb King, 
For thus his ro alty doth ſpeak in me ; 

He is prepar'd, and reaſon too he ſhould, 
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This apiſn and unmannerly approach, 3 Th 
This harneſs d mask, and unadviſed revel, _ - Sor 
This unheard ſaweineſs and boyiſh troops As 
The King doth ſmile at, and is well prepar d An 
To whip this dwarfiſn war, theſe ; pigmy. arms, (N. 
From out the circle of his territoriès. Wh 
That hand which had the ſtrength, ev'n at your door Ils v 
To cudgel you, and make you take the hatch, Ab 
Lo dive lib buckets in concealed wells, 0 To 
To croutch in litter of your ſtable planks, | 1 
To lye like pawns, lock d up in cheſts and trunks, Z 
To herd with ſwine, ta ſeek Geet ſafety out | 
In vaults and priſons, and to thrill and ſhake 
Ev'n at the ery ing of our gation's crow, 1 1 
: Thinking his yoice anarmed Engliſhman,  _ | 
Shall that victorious hand be feebled here, 5 2 1 F 
That in your chambers gave you chaſtiſement? h 
No; know the gallant monarch is in arms. [Lyc 
And like an eagle o'er his Aiery tow'rs, - > | 
To ſouſe annoyancethat comes near his neſt. 1 95 1 
And you degen rate, you ingrate revolters Dei 
You bloody Nero's, ripping up the womb Ane 
Of your dear mother England, bluſh for ſhale, i MM 
For your own ladies, and pale-viſag'd maids, 1 
Like Amazons, come tripping after drums _ ” 
Their thimbles into armed gantlets change, 5 Th: 
Needles to lances, and their gentle hearts 55 Are 
To fierce and bloody inclination. . Thi 
, Lewis. There end thy braye, and turn ple fac in The 
& Peace, : K 
We grant thou canſt IT us; fare thee Well: And 
We hold our time too precious to be . 5 * we Set 
With ſuch a babler. Nour 1 by e 
Pand. Give me lebe to ſpeak.” A 
Baſt. No, I will ſpeak. 1 
Tewig. We will attend to neither | = £ 
Strike up the drums, and let the tongue of war X 
Plead for our int reſt, and our being here. If th 
Paſt. Indeed your drums being beaten, will cry out; 5 KY 
; And ſo ſhall you, being beaten; do but 125 „ mY 


And eceho with the clamour of thy drum, 


l ev:n at —_ a drum is ready brac'd * I ; Fo 
Hen at 
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That ſhall reverb'rate all as loud as thine. ett; 
Sound but another, and another ſhall 
As loud as thine, rattle the welkin's ear, | 
And mock the deep-mouth'd thunder. For at hand 
(Not truſting to this halting legate here, 5 
Whom he hath us' d rather tor ſport than deed} 
Is warlike John; and in his forehead fits * 
A bare ribb'd death, whoſe office is this dag 
To feaſt upon whole thoulands of the French. {| 
Lewis. Strike up our drums, to find this danger out. 
Baſt, And thou falt nd it, Dauphin, do not doubt. 
5 $79) eee CExeunt. 
Alarum. Enter King John and Hubert, 
K. John, How goes the day with us? oh tell me, 
„ A p 
Hub. Badly, T fear; how fares your e ne 
K. John, This feaver that hath troubled me ſo long, 


| Lyes.heavy on me: Oh my heart is ſick! 


| Enter 'a Meſſenger. 
| Meſ. My lord, your yaliant kinſman Faulconbridges . 
Deſires your Majeſty to leave the field, TEE, 
And ſend him word by me which way you go. | 
K, wo. Tell him toward Swinſted, to the Abby 
there. 3 2 
' Meſe Be of good comfort: For the great ſupply 


* 


That was expected by the Dauphin here, 
Are wreck d three nights ago on Goodwin ſands. 
This news was brought to Richard but ev'n now, 
The French fight coldly, and retire themſelves. 

K. John, Ah me this tyrant feaver burns me up, 
And will not let me welcome this good news. 
Set on tow'rd Swinſted; to my litter ſtrait, | 
Weakneſs poſſeſſeth me, and I am faint. [ Exeunt. 


Enter Salisbury, Pembroke and Bigot. 
Fal. I did not think the King fo ſtor d with friends. 
Lem. Up once again; put ſpirit in the French : 
If they miſcarry, we miſcarry too. ; 


Sal, That miſ-begotten devil, Faulconbridge, 


In ſpight of ſpight, alone upholds the day. 


Pemb. They ſay, King Jobn fore ſick hath left the field. 
| DE er en > Enter 


es Tur Lift un Dedt 
Enter Melun wounded. 


Melun. Lead me to the revolts of England here. 
Sal. When we were happy, we had other names. 
'Pemb, It is the Count Aelun. 8 
— , ͤ 
Melun, Fly, noble Engliſh, you are bought and ſold; 
Unthread the rude eye of rebellion, BY 
And welcome home again diſcarded faith. _ 
Seek out King John, and fall before his feet : 
For if the French be lords of this loud day, 
He means to recompence the pains. you take, 
By cutting off your heads; thus hath he ſworn, 
And I with him, and many more with me, 
Upon the altar at St. Edmondsbury, | 
Ev'n on that altar where we ſwore to you 
Dear amity and everlaſting love. - 
Sal. May this be poſſible! may this be true! 
Metan. Have I not hideous death within my view? 
Retaining but a quantity of life, : 
Which bleeds a vay, ey nas · a form of wax 
Reſolyeth from its figure gainſt the fire ? 
What in the world ſhould make me now deceive, 
Since I muſt loſę the uſe of all deceit? 
'Wny ſhould-I then be falſe, ſince it is true 
That I muſt die here, and live hence by truth ? 
I fay again, if Zewis win the day, 
Fe is forſworn if e er thoſe eyes of yours 
Behold another day break in the Eaſt : 
But ey'n this night, whoſe black contagious breath 
Already ſmoaks about the burning creſt 
Of the old, feeble, and day-wearied ſun, 
Een this ill night, your breathing ſhall expire; 
Paying the fine of rated treachery, 
Even with a treacherous fine of all your lives, 
If Zew7s by your aſſiſtance win the day. 
Commend me to one Hubert, with your King; 
The love of him, and this reſpe& befides 
(For that my grandſire was an Engliſhman,) 
Awakes my conſcience to cohfefs all this. 
In lieu whereof, I pray you bear me hence | 
From forth the noiſe and rumour of the field; Where 


y* 


Where I may think the remnant of my thoughts 
In peace, and part this body and my ſoul, 
With contemplation, and deyout deſires. 
Sal. We do believe thee, and beſhrew my foul 
But I do love the favour and the form | 
Of this moſt fair occaſion, by the which 
We will untread the ſteps of damned flight: 
And like a bated and retired flood, 
Leaving our rankneſs and irregular courſe, 
Stoop low within thoſe bounds we have o'er-look'd, 
And calmly run on in obedience | ; 
Ev'n to our Ocean, to our great King John, 
My arm ſhall give thee help to bear thee hence, 
For I do ſee the cruel pangs of death WS 
Right in thine eyes. Away, my friends, and fly! [ Exe. 


Enter Lewis and bis Train. 


© Tewis, The ſun of heay'n, methought was loth to ſet, 
But ſtaid, and made the weſtern welkin bluſh ; | : 
When th* Engliſh meaſur'd backward their own ground. 
Infaint retire : Oh bravely came we off, 
When with a volley of our needlefs ſhot, 
After ſuch. bloody toil we bid good night, 

And wound our tatter'd colours clearly up, 
Laſt in-the feld, and almoſt lords of it. 


Enter a Meſſenger. 

Meſſ. Where is my Prince, the Dauphin? 

Lewis. Here, what news ? 1 

Meſſ. The Count Me lun is ſlain: the Engliſh lords 
By his perſwaſion are at length fall'n off, | 
And your ſupply which you have wiſh'd ſo long 
Are caſt away and ſunk on Goodwin ſands, 55.5 
| Lewis, Ah foul ſhrew'd news. Beſhrew thy very heart, 
I did not think to be lo ſad to-night -— © 
As this hath made me. Who was he that ſaid 
King John did fly an hour or two before 
The ſtumbling night did part our weary powers? 

Mell. Whoever {poke it, it is true, my lord. 

Lew. Well; keep good quarter, and good care to- night, 
The day ſhall not be up ſo ſoon as I, | | 


To try the fair ad venture of to-morro w. [Exe. 


Enter 
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Enter Baſtard aud Hubert ſeveraly, - 


nates? tongs; there? ſpeak, ho, ſpeak quickly, or, I * 

. OO. op | 

Baß. A friend. What art thou? | Fre 
Hub. Of the part of England. _ . TI 
Baff. And whither doſt thou go? 3 Paſh 
Hub. What's that to thee ? * | - Wrhe 

Why may not I demand of-thine affairs My 

As well as thou of mine?  _ 5 88 A 
Baſt, Hubert I think. N I do 


Hab. Thou haſt a perfect thought: 
J will upon all hazards well believe n | 
Thou art my friend, that know'ſt niy tongue ſo well 1 
Who art thou? 18 5 „ 


Bast. Who thou wilt; and ifthou pleaſe my 
Thou may'ſt be- friend me fo much, as to think Dot 

I come one way of the Plantagenets. © Fore 
Hub. Unkind remembrance; thou and endleſs. night” 

Have done me ſhame ;_ brave ſoldier pardon me, 
Thatany accent breaking from thy tongue | 7 
Should feape the true acquaintance of mine ear. | Tha 

me OG, come; ſans complement, what news a- ¶ it w 
road ? ke | wo 
Hub. Why here walk J, in the black brow of night, 
To find you out. 5 


Bast. Brief then: and what's the news 
Hub. O my ſweet Sir, news fittin g to the night, 
Black, fearful, comfortleſs, and horrible. 3 

Bast. Shew me the very wound of this ill news, 
Jam no woman, I'll not ſwoon at it. . 
Hab. The King I fear is poiſon'd by a Menk: 

T left him almoſt ſpeechleſs, and broke out 
I' acquaint you with this evil; that you might 
The better arm you to the ſadden time, 
I ban if you had at leiſure known of this. 
Bast. How. did he take it? who did taſte to him: 
Hub. A Monk, I tell you, a reſolved villain, 
Whoſe bowels ſuddenly burſt out; the King. 
Yet ſpeaks, and perad venture may recover. 5 
Bast. Who didſt thou leave to tend his Majeſty? 
Hub. Why, know you net? the lords are all come 


k 
Wo e And 


And brought Prince Henry in their company, 

a 1 At whoſe requeſt the King hath pardon d them, 
And they are all about his Majeſty, . + 
| Bast. Withhold thine indignation, mighty heay'n! 
And tempt us not to bear above our power, 

Til tell thee Hubert, half my pow'rs this night 

Paſſing theſe flats, are taken by the tide, 

Theſe Lincoln waſhes have devoured them; 

My ſelf, well mounted, hardly have eſcap'd.. 

Away before : Conduct me to the King, 

I doubt he will be dead, or e er Icom. F[ Exe, 


Enter Prince Henry, Salisbury and Bigot. 
Henry. It is too late, the life of all his blood 
Is touch d corruptibly ; and his pure brain, 
Which ſome ſuppoſe the ſoul's frail dwelling houſe, 
Doth, by the idle comments thatit makes, 
Foretel the ending of mortality. . Ee. 
: - Enter Pembroke. _ 
Pemb. His Highneſs yet doth ſpeak, and holds belief 
That being brought into the open air. 
It would allay the burning quality 
Of that fel] poiſon which aſſaileth him. 3 : 
Henry. Let him be brought into the orchard here; 
Doth he ſtil] rage? z 
Pemb. He is more patient 
Th an when you left him; even now he ſung. 
Henry. Oh vanity of ſickneſs! fierce extreams 
In their continuance will not feel themſelves. 
Veath having prey'd upon the outward parts 
Leaves them; inviſible his ſiege is now, | 
Againſt the mind, the which he pricks and wounds 
With mary legions of ſtrange fantaſies, | 
Which in their throng and pres to that laſt hold, | 
Confound themſelves. Tis ſtrange that death ſhould ſing: 


do” 


Lam the Sygnet to this pale, faint ſwain 
Who chaunts a doleful hymn to his own death, 
And from the organ pipe of frailty ſings 
His ſou] and body to their laſting reſt. 
Sal. Be of good comfort, Prince, for you are born 


2 To a form upon that Ind ĩgeſt — 
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TN 


Which he hath left ſa ſhapeleſs and ſo rude. 


King John brought in. 


F. Nn. Ay marry, now my foul hath elbow-room ; 


It would not out at windows, nor at doors. 
There is ſo hot a ſummer in my boſom, 
That all my bowels crumble up to duſt: 
IJ am a ſeribbled form, drawn with a pen 
Upon a parehment, and againſt this fire 
Do I ſhrink up. e 
Hen. How fares your Majeſty ? 5 
K. John. Poiſon'd, ill fate! dead, forſook, caſt off, 
And none of you will bid the winter comm 
Io chruſt his icy fingers in my maw; f 
Nor let my kingdom's rivers take their courſe 
Through my burn d boſom: Nor intreat the north 
To make his bleak winds kiſsmy parched lips, 
And comfort me with cold. I ask not much, 
I beg cold comfort; and you are fo ſtrait 
And ſo ungrateful, you deny me that. 
That might relieve you. 

K. Jobn, The ſalt of them is hot, 4 
Within me is a hell, and there the poiſon 
Is as a fiend, confin' d to tyrannize | 
On unreprievable, condemned blood. 


Heng. Oh that there were ſome virtue in my tears, 


| Enter Baſtard. 3 
Baſt. Oh, Lam ſealded with my violent motion, 
And ſpleen of ſpeed to ſee your Majeſty. ; 
K. John. Oh, couſin, thou art come to ſet mine eye: 
The tackle of my heart is crackt and burnt, 
And all the ſhrouds, where with my life ihou d fail, 
Are turned to one thread, one little hair: 2 
My heart hath one poor ſtring to ſtay it by, 
Whieb holds but till thy news be uttered; 
And then all this thou ſeeſt, is but a clod 
And module of confounded royalty. 

Baſt. The Dauphin is preparing hitherward, 
Where heav'n he knows how we thall anſwer him. 
For, in a night, the beſt-part of my power, 

As I upon advantage did remoye, 


— yy - <V>>—Q WON GI» > > 


Mw M4 .J-A 


T 


* 7 CY N , * 0 — W 2 7 N * 
y: . 
; * . , 2 71 : 
> of , 4 ws. 0 Q. - N. 4 
$ - E; 1 . ; " % 7 
5 
{ 


Were in the waſhes all, unwarily, *© - . __ 
Devoured by the unexpected flood, [ The King dies, 
Sal. You breathe theſe dead news in as dead an car: 
1j My liege! my lord! but now a king now thus. 
Henry. Ev'n ſa muſt I'run on, and ev'n fo ſtop; * 
Baſt. Art thou gone ſo' ? I do but ſtay behind 
To do the Office for thee, of revenge: | 
And then my ſoul ſhall wait on thee to heav n, 
As it on earth hatli been thy ſervant Mill;  / 

Now, now you ſtars, that move in your weight ſpheres, 
Where be your powers ? ſhew now your mer faiths; 
And inſtantly return with me again, | £4 
To pulls deſtru&ion and perpetual ſhame 
Out of the weak door of our fainting land. 
Strait let us ſeek, or ſtrait we ſhall be ſought 3 
The Dauphin rages at our very heels. 

Sal. It ſeems you know not then ſo much as we: 
The cardinal Pandulpbh is within at reſt, | 

Who half an hour ſince came from the Dauphm; 
And brings from him ſuch offers of our peace, 

As we with honour and reſpe& may take, 

With purpoſe preſently to leave this war. 

Bo. He will the rather do it, when he ſees 

Our ſelves well ſine red to our defence. 

Sal. Nay, it is in a manner done already; 1 
For _—_ carriages he hath diſpatch'd 1 
To the ſea-ſide, and put his cauſe and quarrel 1 

To the diſpoſing of the Cardinal: 

With whom yourſelf, my ſelf, and other lords, 

If you think meet, this afterxnoo will poſt. 
>: To conſummate this buſineſs happi ß. 

Baſt, Letit beſo; and you, my noble | 
With other Princes that may beſt be ſpar'd, 
Shall wait upon your father's funeral. | 

Henry. At Merceſter mult bis body be interr'd, - 


—4 


— — ent oe 
pee „ 


.. . 17 ² .. ⁵˙ 
LN LL - \ - \ _— = l n 


2 | — 


2 8 n 
8 6 
FT any * ——*. Th 


For ſo he will'd it. - | 5 | 
Baſt. Thither ſhall-it then. 3 = 


— „ 


and e vn ſo ſtop. . | ö bt | 
What ſurety of the world, what hope, what ſtay, | 
When this was now a King, and now is clay ? 


ere Beſt, Art thou gone ſo 4 
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T2 De Life and Death, &c. 


And happily may your ſweet ſelf put on 
ie lineal ſtate, and glory of the land: 
To whom with all ſuhmiſſion on my knee, 
I do bequeath my faithful ſervices, 
And true {ubje&ion everlaſtingly. | 
Sal. And the like tender of our loye we make, 
To reſt without a ſpot for evermore. 


* 


Hen. I have a kind ſoul that would give you thanks, 
And knowsnot how to do it, but with tears. 


Bast. Oh let us pay the time but needful woe, 
Since it hath been before-hand with our griefs. 
This England never did, and never ſhall 
Lye at the proud foot of a Conqueror, 

But when it firſt did help to wound it ſelf. 

Now theſe her Princes are come home again, 
Come the three corners of the world in arms! 
And we ſhall ſhock them. Nought ſhall make us rue, 

If England to it (elf do reſt but true. Exe. omnes. 
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12 Troy, there lyes the Scens: From Ilias of Greece, 
The Princes Orgillous, their high Blood chaf dg, 
Have to the Port of Athens ſent theiriShips, | 
Fraught with the Miniſters and Inſtrumtnt s 
Of cruel Mar: Sixty and nine that wore | 
Their Crownets Regal from th Athenian Bar.. 
Put forth toward Phrygia, and their Vow is made 
To ranſack Troy, within whoſe ſtrong Immures, 

Tue raviſh'd Helen, Menelaus Queen, bene! 
With wanton Paris ſleeps, and thats the Nuarrel. 
To Tenedos they comm. . 
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Aud the deep drawing Barks do there ai (gorge a boa 


Their warli ke Fraughtage : Now on Dardan Plaint, 
The freſp and yet unbruiſed Greeks, do pirch 
Their brave Pavillions, Priam's ſitgated City, 
Dardan, and Timbria, Helias, Chetas, Troien, 
And Antenonidus, with maſſy Stapler, 
And correſponſiove and fulfilling Bolts, - 1 
Stir up ele Song, of ..Froy. . | 
Now Expectacion tickling skittiſh Spirits, , © 

On one and ot her (ide, Trojan and Greek, 


Sete al n hz. A bither© am rome en: £3 | 


A Prologue arm d, but not in confidence 

Of Author's Pen, or Actors Voice; but ſuited _ 5 
In A "Condition; at dur Argamiint'; . 
To tell you (fair Beholders ) that our Play : 
Leaps vey the vaunt and firſtlings of thoſe Byoils, 
Beginning in the middle : Starting thence away, 
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To what. may be digeſted in a Play: : 
Dee, on find Fault, do as your Pleaſures are, 
Now goed, or bad, "tis but the chance of War. 
A Dramatis 
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Antenor, 
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Dramatis Perſons. 125 


mY 5 
'Þ Hector, 

roĩ lus, OW 
Paris, 
Deiphobus, 
elenus, 
3 | 
Pandarus, 


Agamemnon, | 
Achilles, E 
Ajax, ene e 
2 3 GREERS. 

| iomedes, 3 | G44 
Patroclus 
Therſites, 5 
Calchas, 4 


Helen, Wife to Menelaus, in Love with Faris. 


Andromache, #7fe to Hector. 
Creſſida, * to W in Love with Troitus: f 


n and Greek Seldit n with ale aue. 50 
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ACTI. SCENE I. 
61; 8 EN E Troy. 


Enter Panda rus n Troilus. 


TROI LUS. 


AL L here my varlet, I'll unarm again. 

Why ſhould I war without the walls 

15 9 5 ol Troy, | | | 
That find ſuch cruel battel here with. 

in ? 

M Each Trojan that is maſter of his 

SAR es ot WEREL, | 

Let him to field, 7roilus, alas! hath none. 

Pan, Will this geer ne'er be mended? 


Troi, The Greeks are ſtrong, and skilful to their 
„ | E262 | 
Fierce to their skill, and to their fierceneſs yaliant 2 
vut I am weaker than a woman's tear, 
Tamer than ſleep, fonder than ignorance ; 
Leſs valiant than the virgin in the night, 


* 


J1- 


And 


oy == >, Troilus and Creflida. - "EET 
And ckilleſs as unpractis'd infancy... 


Pan. Well, I have told you . this: for | 
-my part, i Il not meddle nor make any farther. He 
that will have a cake out of the JAIN; muſt m_ 


[tgery the griading. 
mi Have I not rie pi} 


Pan. Ah, the grinding; but you muſt * the 


alting, _. 
| * ne F not tarried! > 5 
an. Ay, the boulting: but you * ; the 
lJeay*ning. 
Vo. Still have I carried. 
Pan. Ay, to the leav'ning : but here's yet in the 


word hereafter, the kneading, the making of the 
cake, the heating of the — and the baking; 


nay, you muſt ſtay the cooling too, or you may 
chance to burn your lips. 
Vol. Patience herfelf, what goddeſs cer ſhe be, 
Doth leſſer blench at ſyfferanc 2, than Ida : : 
At Priam's-royal table Ldo-ſit: 
And when fair Creſſia comes into my thoughts, 


So, traitor !---when:the comes ?whenis ſhe thence? 


Peu. Well, 
She look'd yeſternight fairer than ever Law her look, 
Or any woman elſe. 
Tuo. I was about to tell thee, when my heart, 
As wedged with a ſigh, would rive in twain, 
Left Hector, or my father ſhould perceiye me, 
F have (as when the fun doth light a ſtorm 
Buried this ſigh, in wrinkle, of-4'ſmile 5-4 
But ſorrow, at is couch'd in ſeeming — 
IS. ke that mirth fate turns to ſudden Inefs,” 

Pen; And her hair were not ſomewhat darker 
than Helen's--well go to, there were no more compa- 
riſon between the bm pc 7 55 my, 727 ſhe 1 7 

inſwo would not (as they term Pal c 

_ of 0 ſome body had herd her talk 
ſterday, as I did: 1 will "nar diſpraiſe your fil er 
Caſſanara's wit, but--- — 4 

Toi. O Pandirus ! I tell tkee, Panidargs-=- 3 
When I do tell thee, there my. "hopes lye rower, 


Reply 


7 4 K 
. 
4 
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le 


16 


Pour'ſt in the open ulcer of my heart, 


Troilus and Creſſida. 
Reply not in how many fathoms deep 

They lye intrench'd. I tell thee, I am mad 
Jn-Crefid's love. Thou anſwer'ſt, ſne is fair, 


Her eyes, her hair, her cheek, her gate, her voice, 
Handeſt in thy diſcourſe---O that ! her hand- 
(In whoſe compariſon, all whites are ink 
Writing their own reproach) to whoſe ſoft ſeizure 
The cignets down is harſh, and ſpirit of ſenſe 
Hard as the palm of ploughman. This thou tell ſt me; 
As true thou tell'ſt me; when I ſay I love her: 
But ſaying thus, inſtead of oil and balm, 

Thou layft in every gaſh that love hath given me, 
The knife that made it. | | 

Pan. I ſpeak no more than truth. 

Toi. Thou doſt not ſpeak ſo much. 

Pan. Faith, Il not meddle in't. Cet her be as ſhe 
15, if ſhe be fair, tis the better for her; and ſhe be 
not, -ſhe has the mends in her own hands. 

Zroi. Good Pandarus; how now, Pandaras ? _ 

Pan. I have had my labour for my travel, ill thouglit 
on of her, and ill thought on of you: gone between 
and between, but ſmall thanks for my labour. 

T»:/, What art thou angry, Pandaras? what, with 
me ? | | 

Pan. Becauſe ſhe is kin to me, therefore ſhe's not 
ſo fair as Helen; and ſhe were not kin to me, the: 
would be as fair on Friday, as Helen is on Sunday. 
But what care I? I care not and the were a black- 
a-more, 'tis all one to me. | 
Tol. Say I, ſhe is not fair? | 5 
Pan. I do not care whether you do or no. She's 
a fool to ſtay behind her father: Let her to the 
Greeks, and ſo T'!l tell her the next time TI ſee her; 
for my part, I'll meddle nor make no more tht 
matter. | | 

Trot, Pandaru ; 

Pan. Not I. | 

Troi, Sweet Pandarus--- 1 

Pan. Pray you ſpeak no more to me, I will leave 


8 Troilus and Creſſida. 
all as I found ir, and there's an end. Ex. Pandarus. 
| [Sound Alarum. 


Tol. Peace, you ungracious clamours, peace rude | 


ſounds, - | | W 
Fools on bot h ſides, Helen muſt needs be fair, 
When with your blood you daily paint her thus. 
I cannot fight upon this argument, Tre, 
It is too ſtarv'd a ſubje& for my ſword: 
But Pandarus---O gods! how do you plague me! 
I. cannot come to Creſid, but by Pandarus, 
And he's as teachy to be woo'd to woe, 
And ſhe is ſtubborn, chaſt, againſt all ſute. 
Tell me, Apollo, for thy Daphne's love, 
What Creſid is, what Pandar, and what we: 
Her Bed is India, there ſhe lyes, a Pearl, 
Between our Ilium, and where ſhe reſides 
Let it be call'd the mild and wandring flood, 
Ourſelf the merchant, and this failing Pandar 
Our doubrful hope, our convoy, and our bark. 
| Alarum. f Enter Æneas, 
Ene. How now prince Troilus ? 
Wherefore not i'th' field? : 15 
Tyrol. Becauſe not there; this woman's anſwer ſorts, 
For womaniſh it is to be from thence: 
What news, Eneas, from the field to day? 
Ene. That Faris is returned home, and hurt. 
To. By v hom, Aneas ? 1 
Ene. Troilus, by Menelaus. | 
Tro. Let Paris bleed, tis but a ſcar to ſcorn. 
Paris is gor'd with Menelaus horn.  [Alarum. 
Ene. Hai k,what good ſport is out of town to day? 
Tei. Better at home, if would I might, were may-- 
But to the ſport abroad- are you bound thither ? 
Ene. In all ſwift haſte. | | 
Tro/, Come, go we then together. [Excunt, 
Enter Creſſida and a Servant. 
Cre. Who were thoſe went by ? 
Ser. Queen Hecuba and Helen. 
Cre. And whither go they? 
Ser. Up to the eaſtern tower, | 
Waoſe height commands as ſubject all the 1 
0 


1 


IJ > 


waking. 
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To ſee the battel; Hector, whoſe patienee 
Is as a virtue fix d, to day was moy'd : . | 
He chid Audromache, and ſtruck his armorer, 
And like as there were husbandry in war, 
Before the ſun roſe, he was harneſt light, 
And to the field goes he; where ev'ry flower 
Did as a prophet weep what it foreſa w, | 
In Hector's wrath.: - 3 a Ef pers 
Cre, What was his cauſe of anger? 11 ER 
Ser. The noiſe goes this; there is among the Greeks, 
A lord of Trojan blood, nephew to Hector, wy 
They call him Aan. 5 * | 
Cre. Good; and what of him? [aa 14 
ob They ſay he is a very man fer ſe, and ſtands 
alone. 1762 of | | 
Cre. So do all men, unleſs they are drunk, ſick, or 
have ene M iahth 
Ser. This man, lady, hath. robb'd many beaſts 
of their particular additions, he is as valiant as the 
lyon, churliſh as the bear, flow as the elephant; 
4 man into whom nature hath ſo crouded hu- 
mours, that his valour is cruſht into folly, his folly 
ſauced with diſcretion: there is no man hath a vir- 
tue, that he hath not a glimpſe of, nor any man an 
attaint, but he carries ſome ſtain of it. He is melan- 
choly without cauſe, and merry againſt the hair. ; 
he hath the joints of every thing, but every thing ſo 
out of joint, that he is a gouty Briareus, many hands 
and no uſe ; or purblinded Argus, all eyes and no 
ſight. | 
"os But how ſhould this man (that makes me 
ſmile) make Hector angry ? 3 
Ser, They ſay, he yeſterday cop d Hector in the bat- 
tel and ſtruck him down, the diſdain and ſhame. 
whereof hath ever ſince kept Hector faſting and. 
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Enter Panda rus. 
Cre. Who comes here ? | 
Ser. Madam, your uncle Pandarus. 
Cre. Hector's a gallant man. 


Ser. As may be in the world, lady. 


A 5 2? an. 
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Fun. Whats that? What's thati?: 
Cre. Good morrow, uncle i 9 I EN X 


Pan. God morrow A eouſin Oeſſu, . 
talk of? good mor row, Hleuanaer; how ow you, 


couſin ? when were you at lliam 7 
Cre. Fhis morning, unole. 
Pan. What were you talking of, when 1 came? 


Was Hector arm'd and. ie came to Hun? 


Ct 7&1 WEI 


. WAS . up? was the 7 
as: gone, but Helen as not up. 
| 725 Een ſo; Was ſtirring early. | 
| Gre. That were we talking, and. or his anger. 
Pan. Was he an 
Ce. So he fays e EY 
Pan. True, he was ſo; I 8 ol cauſe binds. | he'tt- 


Jay about Rim to day I. can tell that; and there's. 


Tyotlus will not come far behind him, let chem take 
Heed of Bolt; I can tell them that ee. F” n 
Ce. What, ig he 1 too p: l | 
Pan. Who, Folks? Kees 
oi lu is the better man of the two. 
Cre._ Oh Jupiter; there's no compariſon. 
Pan. What not between'Tro/lus and Hecker p do yo 


know a man if you ſee him? 


© Cre. Ay, if Tever ſaw him before, aud knew lim. 
Pau. Well, I ſay Thoilys is eee 40 0 
Cre. Then 'you ſay, as I ay, tg 


Hor Fam ſure he is not Hechr. 6 18 7 4 


Pan. No, nor Hector is not Bebe, in 1 degrees... 
Cre.” Tis Juſt to each of them, he is himſelf. 
Pan. Himſelf* P alas, poor Tolle, 71 would he were. 
Cre. So he is. 

Pan. Condition Thad gone bare · foot to India. 

Cre. He is not Hector. 

Pan. Himfelf'? no, he's not himſelf, mold he 
were himfelf; well, the Gods are above, time muſt 
friend or end; well, Troilus well, I would my heart 
were in her body no, Hethor is not beet man 
than Troilus. | 

Cre, Excuſe me. | 

/ PIRIE THT IH It 

Pon. He is elder. | . 


* 


££ » Nee 


mad we ot 
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cre. Pardon me, pardon mme. 

Pan. Thi other's not come tot, you ſhall tell me 
another tale when th' other's come tot: Hector ſhalt: 
not have his wit this year. Sw 

Cre. Nor ſhall need it, if he have his own. 

Pan. Nor his qualities. 5 ; 

Cre. No matter. | 
Pan. Nor his beauty. + tl 

Cre. 'T would not become him, his own's better. 

Pan. You, have no judgment, neice ; Helen herſelf - 
ſwore thother day, that Troilus for a brown favour, . 
(for ſo tis I muſt confeſs) not brown neither 

Cre. No, but brown. | 

Pan. Faith to ſay truth; brown and not brown. 

Cre. To ſay the truth, true and not true. 

Pan. She prais'd his complexion above Paris. 

Cre. Why Paris hath colour enough... | 

Pan. So he has. r 


cre. Then Toilus ſhould have too much; if ſhe 
prais'd him above, his complexion is higher than 
his, he having colour enough, and the other higher, 
is too flaming a praiſe for a good complexion. I * 
had. as lieve Helens golden tongue had commended 
Troilus for a copper noſe... . | Ty 
, Fav. Liwear you, i. 
I think Helen loves him better than Baris. 
Cre. Then ſhe's a merry Greek, indeed. 
Pan. Nay, I am ſure ſhe does. She came to him th! 
other day into the compaſt window 3 and you kaow- 
he has not paſt three or four hairs on his chin. 
Cre. Indeed a tapſter's.arithmetick may ſoon. bring 
his particulars therein to a total. | 
Pan. Why he is very young, and yet vill he with- 
in. three pound lift as much as his brother Hector. 
Cre. Is he ſo young a Man, and ſo old a lifter ? 
Pan But to prove to you that Helen loves him, ſne 
came. and puts me her White hand to his cloyen chin. 
Cre. Juno ha ve mercy, how came it cloyen ? - 
Pan. Why, you know tis dimpled. | 
I think. his ſmiling becomes him better, than any 
man in all Phrygis. N p14; xe 
5 | { I 


12 Troilus and Creſſida. i | 
ce. Oh! he ſmiles valiantly. 


Pan. Does he not? 1 0 
Cre. O yes, and *twere a cloud in autumn. 


Pan. Why go to then---but to prove to you that 


| Belen loves Tro/lus. 


Cre. Troilus will\ ſtand to the Proof, if you'll. 


prove it ſo. 
Pan. Trulus ? why he eſteems her no more, chan 
Teſteem an addle egg: 
Ce. If you love an addle egg as well as you love 
an idle head, you would eat chickens th'ſhell. 


Pan. I cannot chuſe but laugh to think how ſhe 


tickled his chin; indeed ſhe has a marvel 8 white 
hand, I muſt needs confeſs. 
Cre. Without the rack. 
Pan. And ihe takes upon her to ſpy a white hair 
on his chin. 
8 Alas, 8 chin ! many a wart is det: 
| But t 
Mc that her eye run o'er. 
Cre. With millſtones. 
Pan. And Caſſandrs laught. 
Cre. But there was more temperate fire under the 
pot of her eyes? Did her eyes run o'er too)? 
Pan. And Hector laught. | 
Cre. At what was all this laughing ? 


_ Pan. Marry at the white hair, that Helen ſpied on 


Troilue s chin. © 


Cre. And *had been a green hair, T thould have | 


la ught too. 

Pan. They laught not ſo much at the hair as at 
bis pretty anſwer. 

_ Cre, What was his anſwer ? 

Pan. Quoth fhe, here's but two and fifty hairs 
on your chin, and one of them is white. 

Cre. This is her queſtion. 

Pan. That's true, make no queſtion of chat: two 
and fifty hairs quoth he, and one white, that white 
hair is my father „and all the reſt are his ſons. 
Juptier, quoth ſhe, which of theſe hairs is Paris, m 
husband ? the forked one, quoth he, pluek't =— 

an 


te was ſich laughing, Queen Hecuba 
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and give it him: but there was ſuch laughing, and 

Helen ſo bluſh'd, and Paris ſo chaft, and all the 
reſt ſo laught, that it paſt. e 


"i Cre. So let it now, 2 
For it has been a great while going by. 
Z Pan, Well, couſin, 5 
| I told you a thing yeſterday ; think on't. 
_ Cre. So I do. | | COLT Apa 
Pan. Vil be ſworn 'tis true: he will weep you 
. an 'twere a man born-in April. [Sound a Retreat. 
Cre. And T'll ſpring up in his tears, as *twere a. 
* nettle againſt Max. ml 


Pax. Hark, they are coming from the field, ſhall 
we ſtandup here and ſee them, as they paſs towards 
llium? good niece do, ſweet niece Creſſiaa. | 
; eee co Ss | 

Pan. Here, here, here's an excellent place, here we 

may ſee moſt bravely, Pl tell you them all by their 

? names, as they paſs by, but mark 7r97/us above the reſt. 
f Eneas paſſes over the Stage. 1 org 

Cre. Speak not-ſo loud. = 1 

Pan. That's Z#neas; is not that a brave man? 
he's one of the flowers of Toy, I can tell you, but 
ma rk Tyoilus, you ſhall ſee anon. . 
Cre. Who's that? . 52 
| 1 Antenor paſſes over the Stage. 2 
Pan. That's Antenor, he has a ſhrewd wit, I can te 

you, and he's a man good enough, he's one o th ſound- 

- eſt Judgment in Troy whoſoever, and a proper man. 

of perſon ; when comes Tro/lus ? Fll ſhew you Troilus 
- anon; if he ſee me, you ſhall ſee him nod at me. 

Cre. Will he give you the nod ? | 


= > WT 


Pan. You ſhall fee. | 
ö cCre. If he do, the rich ſhall have more. 
ff PhoGuor pufer over. cp 
Pan. That's Hector, that, that, look you, that, there's 
a fellow ! Go thy way, Hector, there's a brave man, 
neice, O brave Hector! Look how he looks? there's 
a countenance ! is't not a brave man? | . 
Cre. O brave man!? V 5 
Pan. Is he not? It does a man's heart good, look you 
what hacks are on his helmet, look you yonder, do 


een e 


| 


— 


S — — 


Tu Wa C: bend 


Vu ſee; 5 89 re? There's no dro ;laying- 
on, take't;off who will, as they ſa n 
1 2 Be thoſe with ſwords 7 71 1 the 1 
Paris paſſes over. We 
Pan. Swordstany thing, he ca res not, _ the n. 
come to him, it's all one; by godslid it. does one 


heart good. Vonder comes Paris, yonder comes Paris: 


Look ye vonder, .niece, is't not a gallant man too, 
ist not? Why, this is. brave now. :.who ſaid;he came 
home hurt to day ? ape hurt; why, this will do 


Relen, 5 heart good. now, ha? would Leda ſe ow 


lis now, you ſhall ſee Troilus anon 
Cre. Who's that? | | 
Helenus aher over. 

Pov. That's Helenus. I marvel where Troilus l is, that's 
Helenss.---[ think "a went not an to n char 8 
Helenus. 3 

Ce. Can Helens f zht, f ncle 2. 

Pan. Helenus, no- Ves, he'll gabe agen. well 
I maryel where Troilus. 13.3 hark, do -- obo nat hear 
the people cry Troilus ? Helenus is a:prie 5 

e. Whar ſneaking fellow comes .yonder ? "# 
Troilus paſſes, oer. 


Pan, Where! yonder ? That' CO ctwta,."Tis i- 


tus! There's a man, ice Dr DH Wat; 3 


the prince of ry: ha; 
1 HBeac Mack for ame, p Wd 
Bau, Mark him, note him: "A pelle look. 


upon „niece, look you hw his ſward is 
Nan Te 75 S helm more ha d then, Heftor's, . 


and how: he looks, and how.he goes.! O. admirable 


youth ! he ne'er faw. three and twenty. Go thy way 
Trailus, go thy way; had 1 a ſiſter were a grace, 3 "B 
daughter a goddeſs, he ſhould. take his ch re e. . 
admirable ity Paris? Paris is dirt: to him, 20d 2 
warrant, Heley to change would eee 
Enter common ela leru. ee, 

e. Here come more. 

Pan. Aſſes. ; fools,. doks, 3 chaff and 
bran; porridge after meat. I could ive and io 
ith'eyes of 7railus. Ne'er look, ne'er logk; the "Tha 
* ee Eras and ae ese e aud Avi 
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8 rather be ebe Tuilus, chan æaemumm and. | 
* al Greece, | | 
Cre: There 1 is among the Greeks delve, a better 
. man in than Tai lus. | 
1]: Pan. Achilles ?' a dray-man, a porter 3 very camel. 
1 Gre. Well, well. 
N | 0 Well, wel l- W hy, have you any diſcretion?- 
„ Have you any eyes? Do you know what a man is? 
E Isnot birth ;beaury,good-ſhape, diſcourſe, manhood, _ 
0 learning, gentleneſs, virtue, youth, liberality, and: 
I”. ſo forth, the ſpice and ſalt that ſeaſons a. man? 
Cre. Ay, a minc'd man, and then to be bak d with 
no date in the pye, for then the man's date is out. 
| Pan. You are ſuch another woman, one knows. 
4 not at what ward you lye. 
8 Cre. Upon my back, to defend my: belly; upon 
my wit, to defend my wiles; upon my ſecreſy, to 
. defend mine honeſty ; my mask to defend my beau- 
1 ty, and you to defend all theſe; end; at. all Hale 
* W 'Thie, at a thouſand watches. 
Pan. Say one of your watches. 
Cre. Nay, I'll watch you for that, and that sone 
4 of the chiskeſt of them too; if I cannot ward what 
* would not have hit, I can watch you for telling 
3 how I took the blow, unleſs it 1 70 Be Mong 85 
and chen it is pat watching. . ' 
Enter Boy -- ; | 
2 Pan, You eb another. 
F Boy. Sir, my Lord would inftantly ſpeak bare. 
5 rat Where 7 
* Boy. At your on houſe. 
9 Pan. Good boy, tell him 1 come, I CP he wk 
— hurt. Fare ye well, good Niece. 
* Cre. Adieu, uncle | 1 
0 Pau. I'll be with you, niece, by and by.” 254 


2 Cre. To bring, uncle. | (01.3 
Pan. Ay, a token from Noilus. 2 

3 Cre. By the ſame token, you are a bawd. [Ex.Pan. 

5 | Words, vows, gifts, reas, and loves full Keri, 

He offers i in another” s enterprize : 

. But mote in Foilus thouſand fold I ſee, 

p Than in the . Pandar's praiſe may be. * wa 
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Yet held f off Women are angels wooinſg, 
Things won are done, the ſoul's joy lies in doing 1 
That the belov'd, knows nought that knows not this; 
Men prize the thing ungain d, more than it is; - 
That ſhe, was never yet, that ever knew 
Love go ſo ſweet, as when deſire did ſue 
 Archievement is command; ungain'd, beſeech, 
Therefore this maxim out of love I teach ; | 
That tho my heart content's firm love doth bear, 
Nothing of that ſhall from mine eyes appear. Exit. 


. 


8 ENE Agamemnon's Tent in the Grecian Camp. 


Trumpets,” Enter Agamemnon, Neſtor, Ulyſſes, Dig. 
mmeedes, Menelaus, with others | 
ͤ—!, ß,, 

What grief hath the jaundice on your cheeks? 
The ample propoſition that hopes make l 
In all defigns þegun on earth below, "IE 
Fails in the promis d largeneſs; checks and diſaſters 

Grow in the veins of actions higheſt rear'd. 
As knots by the conflux of meeting ſap, 
Infe& the ſound pine, and divert his grain 
Tortive and efrant from his courſe of growth. 
Nor, princes, is it matter new to us, 1 r 
That we come ſhort of our ſuppoſe ſo far, 
That after ſeven years ſiege, yet Troy walls ſtand ; 
Sith every action that hath gone before, 

' Whereof we have record, trial did draw. 
Bias and thwart, not anſwering the aim, 
And that unbodied figure of the thought 

That gave't ſurmiſed ge TIN you princes, 

Do you with cheeks abafh'd, behold our works, 

And 5 them ſhame, which are, indeed, nought 
VVV [2 ' 

But the protractive trials of great Jove, 

To find perſiſtive conſtancy in men? 

The fineneſs of which metal is not found | 

In fortune's love; for then, the bold and coward, 

The wiſe and fool, the artiſt and unread, | 

The hard and ſoft, ſeem all affin'd, and kin; 


in the wind and tempeſt of her frown, "A 
Loa ©." OY 
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Diſtincion with a loud and powerful tan, 
Puffing at all, winnows the light awa 
And What bath maſs, or matter by it £16, 
Lies rich in virtue, and autingle l. ER 
Neſt. With due obſervance of thy godly ſeat, 
Great Agamenmnon, Neſtor ſhall apply 
Thy lateſt words. In the reproof of chance, 
Lies the true proof of men: the ſea being ſmooth, 
How many ſhallow bauble boats dare ſail” "= 
Upon her patient breaſt making their way 
With thoſe of noble bulk ? 
But let the ruffian Boreas once enrage 
The gentle Theis, and anon, behold, 
The ſtrong ribb'd bark through liquid: mountains 
© 
Bounding between the two moiſt elements, 
Like Perſeus horſe : where's then the ſawcy boat, 
Whoſe weak untimber'd ſides but even now 
Co-rival'd greatneſs? either to harbour fled, 
Or made a toſt for Neptune. Even ſo, | 
Doth valour's ſhew, and valour' s worth divide 
In ſtorms of fortune. 
For, in her ray and brightneſs, ore] 
The herd harh more annoyance by the brize 
Than by the tyger : but, w the 7 litting wind 
Makes flexible the knees of oe oaks, 
And flies fled under ſhade, why then 
The thing of courage, 
As rowz'd with rage, with rage doth ſympathize, 
And with an accent tun'd in [F1f-fa fame key, 
Retires to chiding fortune. 
Ulyſ. Agamemmon, wks 
Thou great commander, nerve 805 bone of Greece, 
Heart of our numbers, ſoul, and only ſpirit, 
In whom the tempers and the minds LF all 
Should be ſhut up: hear what Uly/zs ſpeaks. 
Befides th'applauſe and approbation 
The which, moſt mighty, for thy place and merir. 
[70 Agamem. 
And chou moſt reverend for 1 ſtretch-out life, 
; 5 ln Neftor. 
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T give to both your ſpeeches, which were ſuch, 


3 Azamemnon and the hand of Greece 


Should hold up high in braſs; and ſuch again 
As venerable Ngftor (hatch'd in ſilver}  . 
Should with a bond of air, ſtrong as the-axle-tree 


On which the heay'n's 1ide knit all Greeks ears 
To his experienc'd tongue: yet let it pleaſe both 


(Thou great and wiſe) to hear Uhſzs (peak. 


Al. Speak prince of Itbaca: and bet of leſs ex- 


That matter needleſs, of importleſs burthen (ped, 


Divide thy lips ; then we are confident, 
When rank Therſites: opes his maſtiff jaws, 


We ſhall hear muſick, wit, and oracle. 


Ny. Troy, yet upon his baſis, had been down, 


And the great Hector ſword had lack'd a maſter, 


But for theſe inſtances. 3 | 
The ſpeciality of rule hath been neglected; 
And look how many Greci an tents do ſtand 


Hollow upon this plain, ſo many hollow factions. 


When that the general is not like the hive, 

To whom the foragers ſhall all repair, 
What hony is expected? degree being vizarded, 
Th' unworthieſt ſhews as fairly in the mask. 
The heav'n's themſelves, the planets, and this center, 
Ohſerve degree, priority and place, | 
Inſiſture, courſe, proportion, ſeaſon, form, 
Office and cuſtom, in all line of order; 

And therefore is the glorious planet Sol, 

In noble eminence, enthron'd and ſphear'd 
Amidſt the other, whoſe med'cinable eye 


|  Corredts the ill aſpects of planets evil, 


And poſts like the command' ment of a king, 


Sans check, to good and bad. But when the planets 


In evil mixture to diſorder wander, | 
What plagues, and what portents, what mutiny? 
What raging of the ſea ? ſhaking of carth ? 
Commotion in the winds? frights, changes, horrors, 
Diyert and crack, rend and ene 7 

The unity, and married calm of ſtates 

Quite from their fixture O, when degree is ſnaken, 
(Which is the ladder to all high deſigns) 


% . TEST. Js 1 on 
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RY r 


Troilns and Creſſida. 19 


The enterprize is ſick. How could communities, 
Degrees in ſchools, and brotherhoods in cities, 
Peaceful commerce from dividable ſhores, | 
The primogenitive, and due of birth, 


| Prerogative of age, crowns, ſcepters, lawrels, 
(But by degree) ſtand in authentick place? 


Take but degree away, untune that ſtring, 

And hark what diſcord 

In meer oppugnancy. The bounded waters 
Would lift their boſoms higher than the ſhores, 
And make a ſop of all this ſolid globe: 
Strength would be lord of imbecility, | 

And the rude fon would ſtrike his father dead: 
Force would be right; or rather, right and wrong 
(Between whoſe endlefs jar juſtice reſides) 


Would loſe their names, and fo would juſtice too. 


Then every thing includes it ſelf in power. 
Power into will, will into appetite, 

And appetite (an univerſal wolf, 

So doubly ſeconded with will and power); 
Muſt, make-perforce an univerſal prey, | 
And laſt, eat up himſelf. Great Agamenmon, 
This chaos, when degree is ſuffocate, * 
Follows the choakingg | 


And this neglection of degree is it, 


That by a pace goes backward, in a purpoſe _ 
It hath to climb. The 5 diſdain d. 
By him one ſtep be low, he by the next; 


That next by him beneath: ſo every ſtep, 


Exampled by the firſt pace, that isfick 
Of his ſuperior, grows to an envious feaver 
Of pale and bloodleſs emulation. 
And *tis this feaver that keeps Toy on foot, 
Not her own ſinews. To end a tale of length, 
Tyoy in our weakneſs lives, not in her ſtrength, 
Neſt. Moſt wiſely hath Uly/?s-here diſcoyer'd 
The feaver, whereof all our power is ſick. 
Aa. The nature of the ſickne 


What is the remedy on” 8 5597 
/. The great Achille, whom oinion.crowns MY 


follows : each thing -meets 


$ found, Ulyſſes, ; 


* 
s —_ . — OI > es . ͤ ͤ r 
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The ſine w, and the fore-hand of our hoſt, 
Having his ear full of his airy fame, 

Grows dainty of his wroth, and in his tent 
Lies mocking our deſigns. With him Patroclus, 
Upon a lazy bed, the live-long day 

Breaks ſcurril jeſts: | 
And ridiculous and aukward action, 

(Which, ſlanderer, he imitation calls) 

He pageants us. Sometimes, great Agamemnon, 
Thy topleſs deputation he puts on; 

And like a ſtrutting player, whoſe conceit 

Lies in his ham-ſtring, and doth think it rich 

To hear the wooden dialogue and ſound _ 

Twixt his ſtretch'd footing, and the ſcaffoldage, 

(Such to- be- pitied, and o'er-reſted ſeeming 

He acts thy greatneſs in) and when he ſpeaks, 


"Tis like a chime mending ; with terms unſquar'd ; 


Which from the tongue of roaring Typhon dropt, 
Would ſeem hyperboles. At this fuſty ſtu 

The large Achilles, on his n lolling, 
From his deep cheſt, laughs out a loud applauſe : 
Cries---excellent tis Azamemnon juſt.--- ; 
Now play me Neſftor---hum, and ſtroke thy beard 
As he, being dreſt to ſome oration. 

That's done; as near as the extremeſt ends 
Of parallels; as like as Vulcan and his wife: 

Yet good Achilles ſtill cries, excellent! 

"Tis Nefor right! now play him, me, Patroclus, 
Arming to anſwer in a night-alarm--- | 
And then forſooth, the faint defects of age 

Muſt be the ſcene of mirth, to cough and ſpit, 
And with a palſie fumbling on his gorget, 
Shake in and out the rivet- and at this ſport, 

Sir valour dies; cries, O !---enough Patroclus==- 
Or, give me ribs of ſtee], I ſhall ſplit all 

In pleaſure of my ſpleen. And in this faſhion 
All our abilities, gifts, natures, ſhapes, 
Severals and generals of grace exact, | 
Atchievements, plots, orders, preventions, 
Excitements to the field, or ſpeech for truce, 


Succeſs 
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Succeſs or loſs, what is, or is not, ſerves 
As ſtuff for theſe two, to make paradoxes. 

Neſt. And in the imitation of theſe twain, 
Who, as Dy es ſays, opinion crowns 
With an imperial voice, many are infe& : 
Ajax is grown ſelf-wilPd, and bears his Head, 
In ſuch a rein, is full as proud a place, 

As broad Achilles, and keeps his tent like him; 
Makes faQious feaſts, rails on our ſtate of war, 
Bold as an oracle, and ſets Theyſites, 

Aſlave (whoſe gall coins flanders like a mint) 
To match us in compariſon with dirt, 
To weaken and diſcredit our expoſure, 

How rank ſoeyer rounded in with danger. 

Ulyſ. They tax our policy, and call it cowardiſe, 
Count wiſdom as no member of the war, | 
Foreſtal our preſcience, and eſteem no act, 

But that of hand: the ſtill and mental parts, 
That do contrive how many hands ſhall ſtrike 
When fitneſs calls them on, and know by meaſure 
Of their obſervant toil, the enemies weight, 
Why this hath not a finger's dignity 3 

They call this bed-work, mapp'ry, cloſet-war : 

So that the ram, that batters down the wall, 

For the great ſwing and rudeneſs of his poize, 

They place before his hand that made the engine, 
Or thoſe that with the fineneſs of their ſouls, _ 
By reaſon guide his execution. | 

Neſt. Let this be granted, and £chiles* horſe 
Makes many Thetis” ſons. - Imker ſounds, 

Aa. What trumpet ? look, Menelaus. 

Men. From Troy, GE 
Euter Eneas. 

Aa. What would you fore our tent? 

Ene. Is this great Sgamemnon's tent, I pray you? 

Aga. Even this. N | 

Ene. May one that is a herald and a prince, 

Do a fair nieſſage to his kingly ears? 

_— With ſurety ſtronger than Achilles arm, 

Fore all the Greek/b heads, which with one oy 1 
ry | K 
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Call Agamenmon head and general. 


Ene. Fair leave, and large ſocurity,. thaw may i 


A ſtranger to thoſe moſt imperial looks, 
Know them from eyes of. other mortals? 
Aga. How 7 
Ene. Ay: Lask, that I might waken reverence, 
And on the cheek be ready with a bluſh 
Modeſt as morning, when ſhe coldly eyes 
The youthful Phun: 
Which is that god in office, guiding. men? 
Which is the high and mighty Agamennon? 
£4. This Trojan ſcorns us, or the men of Troy, 
Are ceremonious courtiers. 
ne. Courtiers as free, as debonair, unarm'd. 
As bending angels; that's their fame, in peace: 
But when they would ſeem ſoldiers, they have galls, 
Good -arms, ſtrong Joint; true ſwords, and. Jow's 
| accord, 
Nothing ſo full of heart. But peace, ae, 
Peace, ej an, lay thy finger on thy lips, 
The workhineſs of — e diſtains his worth, 
If that he prais'ꝗq himſelf, briag the praiſe forth: 
What the repining enemy commends, 
That breath fame blows, | that praiſe ſole Pure 
tranſcends 
2. Sir, you of Trey, call. you yourſelf ow? 
2 Greek, that is my nam. 
_ Hat's your affair, I pray vou? 
An. Sir; pardon, tis for ee. 5 
Aga. He hears- -noaglit-privately. | 
That comes from Troy. 
Ene. Nor I frem ey come not to 72207 kim, 
J bring a trumpet to awake his ear, 
Tocſet his ſenſe on the-attontive-bent,\ 
And _ > ſ] — * a 
It is ——ůůů — 3 
That thou ſhalt know, er are eke, 
He tells thee ſo himſelf. | 
Aue. Trumpet, blow Toud : 
Send thy braſs voice thro? all theſe lazy rents, 
And err Greek of * let him know What 
Tha 


4 
- 


at 


Shall make it good, or do his beſt to do it, 


Troilus and Creſſida. 23 


What Ney means fairly, ſhall be ſpoke aloud; / 


| 1 0 | [be trumpets ſaund. 
We have, great Sgamemnon, here in Trey, 
A prince call d He#or, Priam is his father- 
Who in this dull and long continu'd truce 
Is ruſty grown, he bade me take a trumpet, 
And te this purpoſe ſpeak + Kings, princes, lords, 


If there be one amongſt the fair'ſt of Greece, 


That holds his honour higher than his eaſe, 

That ſeeks his praiſe, more than he fears his peril, 
That knows his-valour; and knows not his fear, 
That loves his miſtreſs more than in confeſſion, 
(With truant vows to her own lips he loves) 

And dare ayow her beauty and her worth, 

In other arms than hers; to him this challenge. 
Hector, in view of Thdjans and of Greeks, 


He hath a lady, wiſer, fairer, truer, + - 

Than ever Greek did compaſs in his arms, 
And will to- morrow with his trumpet call, 
Midway between your tents, and Walls of 7, 
To rouze a Greti an that is true in love. 1 
If any come, Hector ſhall honour him: 

If none, he'll ſay in Dey when he retires, 

The Grecian dames are ſun-burnt, and not wortng 
The ſplinter of a lance, even ſo mug.. 
Aga. This ſhall. be told, our lovers, lord Æucas, 
If none of them have ſoul in ſuch a kind. 
We g left them all at home: but we are fol- 

lers; | Ke 

And may that ſoldier a meer recreant prove, 
That means not, hath. not, or is not in love; 
If then one is, or hath, or means to be, 1; 
That one meets Hector; if none, P11 be he. 

Ne. Tell him of Neſtor; one that was-@ man 
When Hector's:grandſire ſuck d; he is old now, 
But there be not in our Grecian mold. 
One noble man, that hath one ſpark of fire, 
To anſwer for his love: tell him from me, 8 
U hide my ſilver beard in a gold beaver, 


Aid in my wee e een, 


- 


1 
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And meeting him, will tell him, that my lady 
Was fairer than his grandam, and as chaſte 
As may be in the world; his youth is flood, 
III pawn this truth with my three drops of blood 
Zine. Now Heav'ns forbid ſuch ſcarciry of youth. 
Ulyſ. Amen, 4 room ee Fe 1 
Aa. Fair lord Æneat, 
Let me touch your hand: 5 
To our pavilion ſhall I lead you firſt: 
Achilles ſhall have word of this intent, 
So mall each lord of Greece from tent to tent: 
Yourſelf ſhall feaſt with us before you go, 
And find the welcome of a nobler foe: © [ZExeun;, 
_ ©  Manent Ulyſſes and Neſtor, 
Ulyſ. Neſtor. | N 
Neft. What ſays Ulyſſes ? h 
Ulyſ. T have a young conception in my brain, 
Be you my time to bring it to ſome ſhape. 
Nef. What iSEn 7 7 5 i ELLE 
Ulyſ. This tis: Hep i 
Blunt wedges rive hard knots ; the ſeeded pride 
That hath to this maturity blown up | 
In rank Achille, muſt or now be crop, 
Or, ſhedding, breed a nurſery of like evil 
To over-bulk us all. 8 
Neft. Well, and how now? | 
Ulyſ. This challenge that the valiant Hector ſends, 
However it is ſpread in general name, | 
Relates in purpoſe only to Achilles. 
© Net. The = poſe is perſpicuous even as ſubſtance, 
Whoſe groſſneſs little characters ſum up, 
And in the publication make no ſtrain : 
But that Achilles, were his brain as barren 
As banks of Zybia, though, Apollo knows, 
"Tis dry enough, will with great ſpeed of judg- 
7 $95 5 57 A 
Ay, wich celerity, find Hector's purpoſe 
IU CE 
Ulyſ. And wake him to the anſwer, think you? 
Neft. Ves, 8 moſt meet; whom may you elſe 
That can from Hector bring his honour off. 
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H not Achi es? Though't be a ſportful Combat, 


Of good or bad, unto the General: 


Out of our Virtues, who miſcarrying, 


Than inthe pride and ſalt ſcorn of his Eyes, 
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vet in this I' rial much Opinion dwells, 
For here our Trojans taſte our dear'it repute. 
With their fin'ſt Palatez And truſt to me, Ulyſſes, 


Our Imputation ſhall. be odly pois'd 


In this wild Action. For the Succeſs, 
Although particular, ſhal] have a ſcantling, 
And in ſuch Indexes, although ſmall Prick 
To their ſubſequent Volumes, there is ſeen 
The baby figure of the giant-maſs . 
Of things to come at large. It is ſuppos'd, 
He that meets Hector, iſlues from our choice; 
And choice being mutual act of all our Souls, 
Makes Merit her Election, and doth boil 
As twere from forth us all; a Man diſtilbd 


What Heart from hence receives the conqu' ring part 
To ſteel a ſtrong Opinion to themſelves, | | 
Which entertain'd, Limbs are his Inſtruments, 
Inno lefs working, than are Swords and Bows 
Directive by the Limbs. VV 
N. Give pardonto my Speech; 
Therefore tis meet, Achilles meet not Hector: 
Let us, like-Merchants, ſhew our fuuleſt Wares 
And think perchance they'll fell, if not,. 
The luſtre of the better, yet to ſhew, F 
Shell ſhew the better. Do not conſent, 
That ever:He:@r and Achilles meet: | 
For both our Honour, and our Shame in this, 
Are dogg'd with two ſtrange Followers. 
Neſt. I ſee them not with my old Eyes: What are they? 
_ Ub. What Glory our Achilles ſhares from Hector, 
Were he not proud, we all ſhould wear with him: 
But he already is too inſolent; oy 5 
And we were better parch in Africk Sun 


Should he ſcape Hector fair. If he were foil'd, 
Why then we did our main Opinion cruſh 
In taint of eur beſt Man. _ make a Lott ry, as 


\ 
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And by device let blockiſh Hjax dra 
I be ſort to fight with Het r: Among our ſelves, 
Give him allowance as the worthier Man, 
For that will Phyſick the great Mrmidbn, 
Who broils in loud applauſe, and make him fall 
His Creſt, that prouder than blue Iris bends- 
If the dull braimleſs Ajax come ſafe off, 
We'll dreſs him up in Voices; if be A 
Yet go we under bur Opinion fl; © 
That we have better Men. But hit or miſs, 
Our Projects life this ſhape of ſenſe aſſumes, 
Ajax imploy'd, plucks don Achilles Plumes. 
Neſt. Now Ulyſſes, I begin to reliſhthy advice, 
And [will give a taſte of it forthwith 8 
To Agamemnon, go we to bim ſtreight; 
Two Curs ſhall tanie each other; Pride alone 
Muſt tar the Maſtiffs on, as twere their Bone. [ Exeunt. 


8888 Seen 
FFF 
SCEN E the Grecian canp. 
| Enter Ajax and | T herſites. 
AIR Co ooo tata: oontutlcs. 
Ther. Agamenmon—how if he had Biles— 
full, all over A [Talking to himſelf. 


Ajax. Therſites. 3 , B . 4 
Ther. And thoſe Biles did run —ſay ſo— did not the 


— 


General run, were not that a Botchy core? 

Ther. Then there would come ſome matter from him: J 
ſee none nw. | - "HDi icy BIRT 4 

Ajax. Thou Bitch-Wolf's Son, canſt thou not hear? 
Feel then. eee I | Strikes him. 

Ther. The Plague of Greece upon thee, thou Mungrel 
W „„ Gd 4 fg 0b 
Ajax. Speak then, you wbinid ſt leaven, a 
beat thee imo handſomne s. * 1 
Fo 3 2 be 
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Ther, I ſhall ſooner rail thee into wit and holineſs; but 
I think thy Horſe will ſooner con an Oration, than thou 
learn a Prayer without Book: I hou canſt ſtrike,” canſt 
thou? a red Murraino'thy Jades tricks. 

Ajax. Toads-ſtool, learn me the Proclamation. 

Ther. Doeſt thou think I have no ſenſe, thou ſtrik'ſt me 

Ajax. The Proclamation. _ [| (thus? 

Ther. Thou art proclaim' dia Fool, I think. 


8 Do not Porcupine, do not; my Fingers itch. 
Ther. 


would thou didſt itch from Head to Foot, and 


bad the leratehing of thee, I would make thee the 


loathfom 8. in Greece. 

Ajax. Tay the Proclamation. | 

Ther, Thou grumbleſt and raileſt every hour on Achilles, 
and thou art as full of Envy at his Greatneſs, as Ce brrus 
is at Proſerpinas Beauty. I, that thou. bark ſt at him. 

Ajax, Miſtreſs Therſites. 

Ther.. Thou ſhouldſt ſtrike him. 

Ajax. Cobloakf. 5 

Ter. He would pun thee i into Shivers with his Fiſt, as 
a Sailor breaks a Bisket. 

Ajax. You whorſon Cur. + $444 { Beating So 

Ther. Do, do. 5 

Ajax. Thou tool for a Witch. 

Ther, Ay, do, thou ſodden witted Lord; hot haft no 
more Brain than I have in my Elbows: An Aſiuico may 
tutor thee. Thou ſeurvy valiant Als, thou art here but 
tothreſh Trojans, and thou art bought and ſold among 
thoſe of any wit, like a Barbarian Slave. If thou uſe to 
beat me, Iwill begin at thy Heel, and tell what thou art 
by Inches, thou thing of no Bowels, thou. | 

Ajax. You Dog. 

Tber. You feurv yy: Lord. 

Ajax. You Cur. [ Peating him, 

Ther, Mars his Idiot; do Rudeneſs, do Camel, d, do. 

Enter Achilles and Patroclus. 

Aebi. Why, how now, Ajax? wherefore do you this ? 

now, Therſtes ? what's the matter, Man? 

"Mok Vau ſee him there, do you ? 

Achil, Ay, what's the Matter? 

5 B 2 Ter. 


ded Tri ilus and Crelſida. | 


"Ther. Ne e e tint. ond oc Fir 
7 Aehil, So I do, what's the matter? © © cat 
Ther. Nay, but regard: him well. | : * 80⁰ 


Achil, Well, I do1o:; . 
ber. But yet you lock not well upon bim; . for whoſo 


ever, vou take him to be, he i is Ajax. mo 
Auabil. I know that Fool. Fa. you 
Ther. Ay, but that Fool knows- not himſelf; e . 
Ajax. Therefore I beat the. 7 


IT ber. Lo, lo, lo, lo, what modicuums of wit he utters, his 
os have Ears thus long. I have bobb' d his Brain 
more than he has beat my Bones: Iwill buy nine Sparrows 
for a Penny, and his Pia Mater is not wofth the nine Part 
of a Sparrow. This Lord (Achilles) Ajax, who wears his 
Wit in his Belly, and his . in ws Heads TI tell you 
what I ay of him. 
Achil, What ? TE 
a [c Ajax oſſers to frike bin, Achilles e 
Ther. I fay, N po 
Ac il. Nay, Ajax. ne 
Ther. Has ek much . 
Acbil. Nay, I muſt hold you. 
Ther. As will ſtop the Bye of Helen S Needle, for whom 
he-comes to fight. ; 
 Achil. Peace, Fool. 
Ther. I would have peace and quietneſs, but the Fool 
will not: he- there, that he, look you there. . 
Ajax, O thou damn'd Cur, I ſhall- 
A. hil. Will you ſet your Wit to a Fool's ? | 
Ther. No, I warrant you, for a Fool s will ſhame i its 
Pat. Good Words, Therſites. | 
Achil. What's the Quarrel ? 
Ajax. I bad the vile Owl, go learn me the tenure of the 
Proclamation, and he rails e me. 
Ther. I ſerve thee not. EET | 2 
Ajax. Well, go to, go to. * a 4 
Ther. I ſerve here voluntary. | 
Acbil. Yourlaſt Service was b twas not yolut 
tary, no Man is beaten voluntary: oO was here the vc 
Ys and you as under an Imprels, 3 
of 
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Ther. Ev'nſo--a great deal of your Wit too lies in your 
dine ws, or elſe there be Liars: Hector ſhall have a great 
cateb; if he knock-out either of your n he were as 
good crack .a-tuſty Nut with no Kernel. | 
Achil. What, with me too, Therſites ? 
oſo- Ther. There's Ulyſſes, and old Weiber, whoſe Wit was 
mouldy eꝰer their Grandfires had Nails on their Toes,: yoke” 
you like draft Oxen, and make you plough up the wair. 
Achil. What! what! | 
Ther, Les, good ſooth, to A bil , to Ajax, to — 
8, his Ajax. | Mall cut out your Tongue. 
rain i Ter, Tis-no wege { ſhall! carry much as thou af- 
rows terwards. | 
Par MW Pat. No mor# Words, Therſit tes. 
rs his Art. [ will hold my peace when Achilles Brach bids me, 
you mall 12 | 
F Arbil. There 8 for you, Pausen- 1228 
Ther, I will ſee you hang'd like Clotpoless « e'erT come 
poſes, any mere to your Tents, I wil] keep where there is Wit 
| ſtirring, and leave the Faction of Fools. . 
Pat, A good riddance. 
Achil, Marry this, Sir, is proclaim! d through all our Hoſt, 
| That Hefor, by the fifth Hour of the Sun, 
vhom Win with a Trumpet, twixt our Tents and Tr, 
To Morrow morning call ſome Knight to Arms, 
3 That hath a Stomach, and ſuch a one that dare 
oo Maintain I know not what: Tis Traſh, fare wel. 
Ajax. Farewel! who hall anſwer himꝰ 
Acbil. I know not, tis is put to ann ry; otherwi iſe 
He knew his Man. 
t. * O, meaning you, Iwill go learn more of it, [ Exit, 


SCENE II. Priam's Palace in Troy. 
Enter Priam, Hector, Troilus, Paris, and Helenus. 


Pri. After ſo many Hours, Lives, Speeches ſpent, 
hus once again ſays Neſtor from the Greeks, 
Deliver Helen, and all Damage elſe 
rolun-W(As Honour, loſs of Time, Travel, Expence, 
he vc FOI Eriends, DA dear, that is eonlam d, 
3 In 


of the 


The 


{ 
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In hot digeſtion of this Cormorint War / 


Shall be ſtruck off. Hector, what ſay you to't? 


Het. Though no Man leiler fears the Greeks than I, 
As far as touches my particular; yet; dread Priam, 


I There is no Lady of more ſofter Bowels, 


More ſpungy to ſuck in the ſenſe of fear, 
More ready to cry out, M ho knows what follows, 
Than Hector is; the wound pf Peace is ſurety, 


Surety ſecure; but modeſt doubt is call d 


The Beacon of the wiſe 3 the Tent that ſearches 
To th bottom of the worſt, Let Helen g0. | 


'Since the firſt ſword was drawn about this Queſtion, 


Every Tithe Soul mongſt many thouſand dilmes, 
Hath been as dear as Helen, I mean of ours: 
If we have loſt lo many Tenths of ours 0 
To guard a thing not ours, nor worth to us 


— 


(Had it our Name) the value of one ten; 3 


What merit's in that reaſon, which denies 
The yielding of her up? | 
176. Fie, fie, my Brother: uy SE 
Weigh you the worth and honour ofa King 
(So great is onr dread Father) in a Scale 85 
Ofeommon Ounces? will you with Counters ſum 
T he vaſt proportion ſof his Infinite? „ e 


And buckle in a waſte, moſt fathomleſs, 


— 


With Spans and Inches fo diminative, 
As Fears and Reaſons? Fie for godly ſname. 


Hel. No marvel, tho you bite {odharp at Reaſons, 5 


You are empty of them. Should not our Father 

Eear the gi eat ſway of his Affairs with Realons,. 

1 ecauſe ) uur Speech hath none that tells him ſo ?? 
Irci, You are for Dreams and Slumbers, Brother Prieſt, 

You fur your Gloves withReaſons: Hereare:yourReaſons, 

You know an Enemy intends.you ham . 

You' know, a Sword imploy d is perillc us, 

Ard Rea!cn flies the object of all harm: 

M ho marvels then, when Helenus beholds 

A Gre ian and his Sword, if he do ſet 

The very wings of RGaſom to kis Heels 

Or like à Star diſorbd. Ny, if we talk of Reaſony 


2 = 


—— 


And 


A 
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And fly like chidden Mercury from Jove, | 
Let's ſhut our Gates and ſlee p: Manhood and Honour 
Should have hard Hearts, would they but fat their Thoughts. 
With this cramm'd Realon: Reaſon and Reſpect 4 
Make Lovers pale, and luſty hood deject. j 
Hect. Brother, ſhe is not worth | 
What ſhe doth coſt the holding, | 
Troi. M hat's, ought, but as tis valu d? | 
Hef. But value dwells not in particular Will, 
It holds his Eſtimate and Dignity, ee 
As well wherein tis precious of it ſelf, 
As in the prizer : I is made Idolatry, 
To make the Service greater than the God; 
Aud the will dotes, th t is inelinahle 
To what infectiouſly it (elf affects, 
Without ſome Image of th affected Merit. 
Trci, I take to day a Wife, and my Election 
Js led on in the conduct of my Will; 
My willenkindled in mine Eyes and Ears, 
Two trading; Filots twiæt the dangerous Shores 
115 11 and ſudgment. How may I avoid 
(Although my V ill diſtaſt what is elected) 
he V ite | choſe? there can be no evaſion 
To blench from this, and to ſtand firm by Honour, 
We turn not back the Silks upon the Merchant, | 
M hen we have |poil'd them; nor the remainder Viands 
Me do not throw in unreipective place, | . 
; - - WM EFecaule we now are full. It was thought meet 
| Paris ſhould do fome Vengeance on the Greeks : 
Your Breath of full conſent b-llied his Sails, 
| The Seas and Winds (old Wranglers) to-k a Truzce, 
eſt, W And did him fervice ; he touzh'd the Ports deſit d, 
ons, And for an old Aunt, whom the Greets hæld Captive, _ 
- He brought a Greecian Queen, whole youth and trethneſs 
Wrinkles Apollo's, and makes ſtale the Morning, 
Why keep we her? the Greczans keep our Aunt : 
Is ke worth keeping? why, ſhe is a Pearl, : 
Whole Price hath launch'd above a thouland Ships, 
And turn'd crown'd King's to Merchants. 
you'll ayouch "tas Wildom, Paris went, 


SS ; > 20 — yY- 
3 Troilus and Creffida: 
(As you muſt needs, for you all cry'd, Go, go: 
If you'll confeſs, he brought home noble Prize) 
As you muſt needs, for you all clap'd your: Hands, 
And cry'd, ineſtimable ;) why do you now | 
The iſſue of your proper Wiſdoms rate, 
And do a deed that Fortune never did, 
Beggar the Eſtimation, which you prizæ d 
Richer than Sea and Land? O Theft moſt baſe! 
That we have ſtoln what we do fear to keep. 
But Thieves, unworthy of a thing ſo ſtoln, 
That in their Country did them that Dilgrace, 
Me fear to warrant in our rative Place,  _ 
Enter Caſſandra with he, Hair abbut her Ear. 
Caf. Cry, Trejans, cry. | DE 


Pri. What noiſe? what ſhriek isthis? 
Toi. Tis our mad. Siſter, I do know her Voice. 
Caf, Cry, Trojans. a | | 
Hed. It is CaſſandÜ rt | 
Caſe Cry, Trejens, cry; lend me ten thouſand Eyes, 
And | will fill them with prophetick Tears. 8 
Hen. Peace, Siſter, pace. 13 : 
caſ Virgins and Boys, mid-Age and wrinkled Old, 
Soft Infancy, that nothing can but cry, 
Add to my Clamour: Let us pay betimes 
A moiety of that maſs of Moan to come, 
Cry, Trejans, cry, pradtile your Eyes with Tears, | 
Trcy muſt not be, nor goodly Ilion Rand, | 
Our Fire-brand Brother Parzs burns us all. 

Cry, Trejans, cry, a Helen and a Wo; 5 
Cry, cry, Trey burns, or elſe let Helen go. | UKE xit. 
Hect. Now youthful Troilus, do not the high Strains. 
Of Divination in-our Siſter work | 7 84 | 

Same touches of Remorſe? or is your Blood 

So madly hot, that no Diſcourſe of Reaſon, 

Nor fear of bad Succels in a bad Cauſe, 

Can qualike the ſame? _ | 

Toi. Why, Brother Hector, 8 

We may not think the juſtneſs of each act . 
Such and no other than Event doth form it: 
Naz orce deje& the Courage of our Minds. 
jt: * 4* + + F : 
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Becauſe Caſſandra's mad; her brain ſick Raptures 
Cannot diſtaſte the Goodneſs of a Quarrel, 
Which hath our ſeveral Honours all engag d 
To make it gracious. For my private part, 
I am no more touched than all Priam's Sons, 
And Jove forbid; there ſhould be done amongſt us 
Such things as might offend the weakeſt Spleen, 
To fight for, and maintain. e 
Par. Elſe miglit the World convince of Levity, 
As well my Undertakings, as your Counſels: 
But I atteſt the Gods; your full conſent | 
Gave Wings to my Proponſion, and cut off 
All Fears attending on ſo dire a Projekt. 
For what, alas, can theſe my ſingle Arms? 
What Propugnations is in one Man's Valour, 
To ſtand the Puſh and Enmity of thoſe 
This Quarrel would excite ? Yet, I proteſt, 


Were I alone te paſsthe Difficulties, 


And had as ample Power, as I have Will, 

Paris ſhall ne er retra& what he hath done. 
Nor faint in the purfuit. e 

Pri. Paris, you ſpeak: | 

Like:one befotted on your- ſweet Delights ; 
You:have the Honey itil], but-cheſe the Gall, 
Soto be valiant, is no Praiſe at all. 

Par. Sir, I propoſe not meerly to my ſelf, 
The Pleaſures ſuch a Beauty brings with it: 
But I would have che Soil of her fair Rape 
Wip'd off in honourable keeping her.. 
What Treaſon were it to the ranlack d Queen, 
Dilgrace to your great Worths, and Shame to me, 
Now to deliver her Poſſeſſion up, . 
On terms of baſe Compulſion? Can it be, 
That ſo degenerate a ſtrain as this 
Should once ſet foot within your generous Boſoms? 
There's not the meaneſt Spirit on our Party, 
Without a Heart to dare, or Swoid to draw, 
When Helen is deſended: No rene ſo Noble, 
Whoſe Life were ill beſtow'd, or Death unfam d, 
Where. Helen is the Subject. Then, I ſa yr. 
1 87 þ Woll 
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Well may we fight for her, whom we know well, 
The World's large Spaces cannot parallel. 
Hec. Paris and Trotlus, you have both ſaid well: 
And on the Cauſe and Queſtion, now in Hand, 
Have gloſs d, but ſuperheially; not much 
Unlike young Men, whom graver Sages think 
Unfit to hear moral Philoſop e. 
The Reaſons you alledge, do more conduce . 
To the hot Paſſion of diſtemper d Blood, 
Than to make up a ſree Determination 


'Twixt Right and Wrong: For Pleaſure and Revenge, 


Have Ears more deaf than Adders, to the Voice 
Ot any true deciſion. Nature craves 5 
All Dues be rendered to their Owners; no 

What nearer Debt in all Humanity, 
Than Wife is to the Husband ? If this Law 
Of Nature be corrupted through Affection, 

And that great Minds of partial Indulgence 

To their benummed Willis, reſiſt the lame, 

There is a Law in each well ordered Nation, 

To curb thoſe raging Appetites that are 

Moſt diſobedient and refractor 7. 

If Hellen then be Wife to Sparte's King, 

(As it is known ſhe is) theſe moral Laws | 
Of Nature, and of Nations, ſpeak aloud l 

To have her back return'd, Thus to perſiſt 

In doing wrong, extenuates not wrong, | 
But makes it much more heavy. Hefor's Opinion 

Is this in way of truth; yet ne'ertheleſs, 

My ſprightly Brethren, I propend to you 

In refolution to keep Helen ſtilly 
For tis a Cauſe that hath no mean dependance, 

Upon our joint and ſeveral Dignities 

Tri. Why there, you touch d the Liſe of our Deſians: 

Were it not Glory that we more affecte dd _ 
Than the performance of our heaving Spleens, 
I would not wiſh a drop of Trojan Bioad PEP 

Spent more in her Defence. But worthy Hector, 

She is a Theam of Honour and Renown, 
ASpur to valiant and magnanimpus Deeds, 


Wheſe 
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Whoſe preſent Courage may beat down our Foes, 
And Fame, in time to come, canonize us. 
For I preſume, brave Hector would not loſe 
So rich adyantage of a promis'd Glory, | 
As Smiles upon the Forchead of this Action, 
For the wide World's Revenue. 

Hect. Tam yours, 5 
You valiant Off-ſpring of great Nia, 
] have a roiſting Challenge ſent amongſt 1 
The dull and factious Nubles of the Greeks, 
Will ſtrike Amazement to their drowſie Spiries. 
was advertis d, their great general ſiept, 
Whilſt Emulation i inthe Army crept 5 e 
This I preſume will wake him. | 1 of C Ereunt. 


SCENE II. The Grecian Camp, 


4 34:5: 7 boner Therſites ſolus. ot 

How now, Were what, loſt in the Labyrinth of thy 
Fury? Shall the Elephant Ajax earry it thus? He beats me, 
and I rail at him: O worthy Satisſaction! would it were o- 
therwiſe; that I could beat him, whilſt he rail'd at me: 
Sfoot, Ih learn to conjure and raile Devils, but I' fee 
tome iſſue of my ſpiteful 1 Then there's A- 
chilles, a rare Engineer. be not taken till theſe” 
two undormine it, the With 5 Gin ſtapd till they fall of 
themſelves. O thou great Thunder-darter of 0. 
mus, forget that thou art Joxe the King of Gods; and 
Mercury loſe all the Serpentine Craft of thy caduceus, it 
thou t ake not that little, little, leſs than little, wit from 
them that they have, which ſhort-arm'd Ignorance it ſelf 
knows, is lo abundant ſcarce, it will not in Cireum ven- 
tion deliver a Fly from a Spider, without drawing the 
maſſy Irons and cutting the Web: After this, the Ven- 
geance on the whole Camp, or rather the Bone- ach, for 
that, me thinks, is the Curſe dependant on thoſe that 
war for a Placket. I have ſaid my Prayers, and Devil, 
881 lay Amen. Whaz ho? my Lord Achilles? 
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Enter Patroclus. | 
e 1 bo 8 1800 2 Therfttes. Good. Therft tes come in 
and rail. 


Ther. If I could have 8 a gilt Counter, thou 


weuld'ſt not have ſlip d out of my Contemplation, but it 


is no matter, thy ſelf upon thy ſelf. The common Curſe 


of Mankind, Folly and Ignorance be thine in great Re- 
venue; „Heaven bleſs thee from a Tutor, and Diſcipline: 


come not near thee. Let thy Blood be thy Direction till 


thy Death, then if ſhe that lays thee out, lays thou art a 
fair C oarſe,.: In be, :lworn and ſu ern upon 't, the never 
fhrowded any but Zæars. Amen. Where s Achilles? 

Patr. What, art thou devout? waſt thou in a Prayer 2 

1 Ther, Ay, the Heav'ns hear me. 85. 

Enter Achilles. 

Aecbil. Who's there? I 

Patr. Therſites, my Lord, > 

Acbil. Where, where? Sali 3 my Cheese, 
my Digeſtion=——— hy haſt thou not ſerved thy {elf up 


to my I able, ſo many Meals? Game, what's Agamem*: 
nen ? 


Ther. Thy 8 Achilles; thes tell me  Patre-- 
elus, what's Achilles? 
Fatr. Thy. Lord, Tbenſtes: then tell we, I pray; Khee, 


| what's f. by ſelf? - 


Ther. Thy Nooner, Tarncclus: they ll me Patrol, | 
whar art thouꝰ : 
Fair. Thou, may; el that kpow fs 82 
- Achil, O el tell. 81 TY | 
Aber. I. 6 the whole Queſtion, + x a com-- 
mards Achilles, Achilles i is myLordel am een, SK nower, . 
and Paireclus is a Fool. 
Patr. V ou Raſcal- 7 
Ther, Peace, Fool, 1 bavenot-dones. A 
Aci. He is a privileg d Man. Proceed, Therftes. 
- Ther. Agamemucn is a Fool, Achilles is a Fool, Therſites - 
is a Fool, and, as aforeſaid, Patroclus, i is a Fool. 
Athil, Nerive this; come. | 
Ther. Agamemnon is 2 Fool to offer to command Achilles, 
Achilles; a Fool to be commanded of Agamemmn, = — 
| fies 
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ſtes is à Fool to ferye ſuch à Fool, and Patroclus is 1 
poſitive. 


Patr, Why am I a Fool! 
Enter Agamemnon, Ulyſſes, Neſtor, Lian. A; Ju, 
and Chalcas. 
Ther. Make that Demand to thy Creator, it ſuffices me 
thou art. Look you who comes here? 
Achil, Patroclus, I'll ſpeak with no Body: Come in with 
me, Tberſites. LExit. 


Ther. Here. is ſuch. Patchery, ſuch Tugling,. and ſuch 
Knayery : all the Argument is a Cuckald and a. Whore, a2 


good Quarrel. to draw emulatious Factions, and bleed to 
Death upon : Now the dry Serpigo on the e and. 
War and Lechery confound all. 
Aga. Where is Achilles?- 
Patr. Within his Tent, but ill-diſpos d, my Lord. 
Aga. Let it be known to him that we are here. 
He ſent our Meſſengers, and we lay by. 
Our Appertainments, viſiting of hi mm 
Let him be told of, leſt perchance he think > 0 
We dare not move the Quettio ueſtion of our 5 
Or know not what we are. FE) 

Patr, I ſhal) fo ſay to him. | Le 

Uyſ. We ſaw him at the opening of his T ent, | 
He is not fick _ 

Ajax. Les, Lion-ſick, ſick of a proud heart: you OH 
call itmelanchol, y, if you will favour the Man, but by my 
head, tis Pride ; but why, why let him ſhew us the 
enn word, my 1 „ LI. nee 

Neſt. What moves Ajax thus to bay at him? A 

Ul. 3 hath inveigled his Fool from e 24161 

Ne Who, Therſites ? EF ENT 4 

Ulyſ. He. 

Neft, Then will Ajaxiack Matter, if he have lot. his; 
Argument. 

Ulyſ. No, yourſee he i is his Argument,that has his Ar. f 
gument, Achilles. 

Neft. All the better, this Fraction is moze our Wiſh than 
their Faction; but it. was a. ſtrong. Counſel that 2 Fool. 
could diſunite, 3 

OI. 


. 
# *. > 


ann 


r R e Nm e 


h The Amity that Wiſdom knits not, ray may 


eaſily untye. 

Enter Patroelus, 

Here comes Petroclus. | 
Ne. No Achilles with bins? 


"Ulf. The Elephant hath Joints, 5 none rr Courteſie; 


His Legs are Legs for neeeMty, not for flight. 
Fat. Achilles bids me ſay, he is much forry, 
If any ghtog more than your ſport and pleaſure; © 
Did move your Greatnefs, and this noble State, 
150 H upon —— Thin pk 40 Faden; al 
tit gur Heaſen a r aigettion . 
Ant fot Diener Breath, n 
Aga. Hear you Patroclus; 
We are tod well acquainted with theſe Arſwers:” 
But his evaſion wing d thus ſwift with ſcorn, ' 
Cannot outftie our Apprehenſions 
Much attribute he hath, and much the teaſon, - 
Why we aſeribe it to him : ; yet all his Virtues, 
(Not virtuoully of his own pert behold) 
Do in our eyes begin to loſe their gloſs; 
And like fair Fruit in an unwholſom-Difh, 
Are like to rot untaſted; go and tell him, I 
We come toſpeak with him, and you ſhallnot = | 
If you do ſay, we think him over-proud, * 
And ee in gelf· aſſumption g fester 
Than in the note of Judgment; and 55 chit bine 
Here tend the Savage Strangene eſs he puts on, 
Difguile the holy ſtrength of their command, 
And under write in an obſerving © ao 
His humerous predominarce ; yea, watch 
His pettiſh Lines, his Ebbs, his Flows; as 7Y 
The Paſſage and whole Carriage of this Action - > 
Rede on his Tide. Go tell him this, and add, 
That if he over-hold his Price ſo much, — 
We'll none of him; but let him, like an Engine 
Not portable, lye under this report. 
Action hither, this cannot go to War: 
A Dwarf we do allowance piye, 
Befors a ſleeping Gyant; tell him ſo, 


Pair. 


ſe 


7 


y 
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Pat. I ſhall, and bring his Anſwer wee" (lf CExit. 


Aga. In ſecond Voice we'll not be ſatisfied, © | 
We come to ſpeak with him. Uhyſes, enter ou. 


[a ohe 

Ajax. What is he more than another? | 

Aga. No more than what he thinks he is. 

Ajax. Is he ſo much? do you not think be ans his 
ſelf a better Man than f am n 

Age. No queſtion : 

Ajax. Will you ſubſcribe bis Thought; a0 fay, he 8. 

Aga. No, noble Ajax, ou are as ſtrong, as valiant; as 
wiſe, no leſs noble, much more gentle, and altogether 
more tractable. 

Ajax. Why ſhould a Man be proud ? How doth Pride 
grow? I know not what it is. 

Aga. Your Mind is clearer, Ajax, and your Virtues 
the fairer; he that is proud, eats up himſelf. Pride js his 
own Glaſs, his own rumpet, his own Chronicle, and 
whatever Praiſes it ſelf but 1 in the Deed, devours the 
Deed in the Pride. 

Enter Ulyſſes. 


Aiax. I do hate a proud Man, as L hate the qa 


4 


ring of Toads. 


Ne8. Vet he loves himſelf: Is t not ſtrange ? 
UN. Achz es will not to the Field ro-Morrow. = 
Aga, What's his Excuſe? | e 
U. He doth rely on none; 4 
But carries on the Stream of his Pilpote, 
Without obſervance or feſpect of any, 


In Will peculiar, and in Self admiſſion. 


Aga. Why will he not, upon our fair requeſt, 
Un-tent his Perſon, and ſhare the Air with us? 

NN. Things ſmall as 41 for Requeſts ſake onlx 
He makes important: poſſeſt he is with Greatneſs, _ 
And ſpeaks not to himſelf, but with a Pride 
That quarrels at Sell-dreath. Imagin d Wrath © 
Holds in his Blood ſuch ſwoln and hot Diſcourſe, 
That *twixt his mental and his active Parts, 
Kingdom'd Acbiltes in commotion rages, - 
And batters gainſt it ſelf; what ſhould I fay? 


3 


He 


4 | Tools 0nd Creda. 


? He is ſo laguy proud, that che Dae it- 
Cry no Recover. Es | 
3 „ t Ajax go to him. 4 4 9-77 
» £a you and greet iz bis Ten; "A 
14 be Bold you well, and will be. led 
At your Requeſt, a little from himſelf.” 
Utyf.. O, Agame mnon, let it not be ſo. 
We'll confecrate the Steps that Ajax makes, 
When they go from Achilles; ſhall the proud Lond; 
That baſtes his Arrogance with his own . 2 
And never ſuffers matter of the World | 
Enter his Thou hts, ſave ſuch as do revolve 
And ruminate himſelf? Shall he be worſhip d, 
Of that we hold an Idol, mere than nge? 
No, this thrice worthy, and right valiant Lord, 
Muſt-not ſo ſtale his palm, nobly acquir d, 
Nor by my Will aſſubjugate his Merit, * 
As amply titled, as Achilles is; by going to Athills + 7 
That were ta enlard bis. Fat, already, Pride, 26-67 4 
And add more Coles to Cancer, when he burns, 
With entertaining great Hyperion, 
This Lord go to him ? Jupiter forbid, _ 
And fay in Thunder, Achilles go to him. 
Nef. O this is well, he rubs the Vein of bim. 
Dio. And bow his lence drinks up this me. 
Ajax. If I goto him with my armed A 
III paſh him o'er the Face. 1 
Aga. O no, you ſhall not. 80. 
Ajax. And he be proud with me, In be pts Pride; 
let me go to him. 
Ulyſ. Not for the worth. that hangs upon our e 
Ajax. A paultry inſolent r 5 
Neſt. How. he deſcribes himle, F it er 
Ajax. Can he pot be ſociable ? r 


Uyſ. The Raven chides . 45 cee LIE 4 
— T'l let his Humpurs Blood, 1 


Aga. He will be the. Phykc ian, that thauld be the Patictt- 


Ajax, And all Men were o my Mind 1 
Dnf: Wi wouly, be our Aer 1 
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Ajax, He ſhould not bear it ſo, he ſhould eat Swords. 


firſt ; ſhall Pridecarry it? 555 
Neſt, And twould, you'd carry half. 
DUN. He would have ten ſnares. AE 
Ajax. I will knead him, I'll make him ſupple, he's not 
yet through warm. 1 8 
Neſt. Force him with Praifes, pour in, pour in, his 
Ambition is dry. e eee 
Y. My Lord, you feed too much on this diſlike. 
Nef. Our noble General, do not do ſo. * 
Divo. Vou muit prepare to fight without Achilles. 
U. Why, tis this naming of him doth him harm. 
Here isa Man but tis before his Face——— . 
. V.,. ³ ³¹¹.i] eres 
Nest. Wherefore ſhould you fo > 
He is not emulous, as Achilles is. 
Uly/. Know the whole World, he is as valiantt 
Ajax. A whorlon Dog ! that ſhall palter thus with us 
would he were a Trojan. | 5 
Neſt, What a Vice were it'in Ar n- 
U. If he were proud. bY 5 | 
Dio. Or covetous of Praiſe.. 
. Ay, or. ſurly born, 2 3 5 
Dio. Or ſtrange; or ſelf- affected. (poſure; 
Nyſ. Thank the Heay'ns, Lord, thou art of a ſweet Com- 
Praiſe him that got thee, ſhe that gave thee ſuck: 
Fanie be thy Tutor, and thy Parts of Nature ? 
Thrice fam'd beyond, beyond all Erudition. 
But he that diſciplin'd thy Arms to fight, 
Let Mars: divide. Eternity in twaing, | 
And give him half; and for thy Vigor, 
Bull-bearing Milo his addition yield -- 
To Sinewy Ajax; I will not praiſe thy Wiſdom 
Which, like a bourn, a pale; a ſhore, confines | 
Thy ſpacious and dilated Parts; here's Neſtor 
Inſtructed by the Antiquary times: 5 
He muſt, he is, he cannot but be wile, 
But pardon, Father Neſior, were your Days 


As green as Ajar, and your Brain fo temper dd, 


. 
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You! ould not have the eminence of him 
as Ajax. 
gi Shall I call 4 ou Father? 
Uly/. 4 y, my good Son. 1 
Dio. Be rul q by him, Lord Ajax. 
_ Ulyſ. There's no tarrying here, the Hart Achilles 
FN thicket; pleaſe; it our General, 
o call together all this State of War; 
Freſh Kings are came to Y; to- -Marrow. 
We muſt with all our main af Power ſtand faſt: 
And here's a Lord (come Knights from Eaſt to Weſt, 
And cull their Flower) Ajax ſhell cope the beſt. 
Aga. Go we to Council, let Achilles ſleeꝑ; 
Light Boats 1 my ſail ſwift, n 180 bujks: draw deep, 


|| Exeunt. f 


eee 


ACT. HI. SCENE 12 
SCENE Trop. 


Enter Pandarus, and a Servant. "Muſick witbin. 


Fan. I iend "you ! pray you a word: Do not you fol- 
w the young Lord Paris? | 

Ser. Ay, Sir, when he goes before me. 

Pan. You do depend upon him, I mean? 

Ser, Sir, I dodepend upon the Lord. 


Pan. You depend upon a noble Gentleman: 1 muſt 
needs praiſe him. | | . 


Ser. The Lord be praiſed; 

Pan. You kno me, de yo not? 
Ser. Faith, Sir, fuperferlly. 
Pan, Friend, know-me better, I am the Lord 1 
Ser. I hope 1 fhall Know. eur Honour e ä 
Pan. I do deſire i i 
Ser. You are in the State of Grace? 


Pan. Grace, nat fo, Friend, Horour and Lordſhip la are 


Titles: What Muſick is this? 
285 Ido but partly mo Sir; it is Muſick in parts. 


Pan. 


Pan. Know you the Muſicians ? 
Ser. Wholly, Sir. 
Pan. Who play they to? 
Ser. To the Hearers, Sir, 
Pan. At whoſe pleaſure, Friend? 
Ser. At mine, Sir, and cheirs that love Muſick. 
Pan. Command, I mean, Friend, _ - 
Ser. Who ſhall k command, Sir? 


Pan. Friend, we underſtand not: one another: Tanks 


courtly, and thou art too cunning. At whoſe Requeſt do 
theſe Men play? 

Ser.- That's to't indeed, Sir; marry, Sir, at the 0 9900 
of Paris, my Lord, who's chere in perſon; with him the 
ug Venus, the heart-blood of ere Love's * 

8 

Pan, Wha, my Couſin Creſſeda * 2: 


Ser. No, Sir, Helen; could: you not ue chat by 


her Attributes? 

Pan. It ſnould. ſeem, Fellow, that thou haſt not ſeen 
the Lady Creſſida. I come to ſpeak with Paris from the 
Prinee Troilus: Iwillmake 2 Complemental Aſlault upon 
him, for my Buſineſs ſeethes. 

Ser. Soddan Buſmeſt, there s ſte wd Fhraſe indeed. 

Enter Paris and Helen. 

Pan. Fair be. toy ou, my Lord, and to all this firCom- 
many : Fair Deſires in ali Lal Menfure fairly guide them, 
. —_ to: you. fair Queen, fair Thoughts be your fair 

illow. 1 

Helen. Dear Lord, you are full of fair Words. 


Pan. Lou ſpeak vaur fair Pleaſure, ſweet Queen: fair 


Prince, here is good broken Muſick. 


Par. Vou have broken it, Couſin, and by my Life you | 


ſha} meke it whole again, | xoucſhalt piace with a 


piece of your Performance. Nel. he is ee. iT 


Pan. Truly, Lady, n. 
Helens. O, Sit ; $9 | 
Pan. Rude in ſooth, in good ſooth ye 3 Fr 
Har. Well aid, m. :Lord5: well, Yau; ſo in fits. 
Pan. I have Buſineſs to my Lord, dear ar Queen; an Lond. 
will von vouchſaſe me a Word? · has 
N len. 


% 
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44 Troilus aud Creſſida. 
Helen. Nay this ſhall not hedge us out, we'll hear you- 
8 neny: 
an. Well, ſweet Queen, you are pleaſant with me; 
but, marry thus, my Lord, my dear Lord, and moſt e e- 
ſteemed Friend, your Brother Troilus 
Helen. My Lord Pandarus, honey · ſweet Lord. 5 
Pan. Go to, ſweet Queen, go to | | 
Commends himſelf moſt affectionately to you! - ES, 
Helen. You ſhall not hoh us out ot our edady: : 
If you do, our Melancholy upon your Head. 
Pan. Sweet Queen, ſweet Queen, that's a ſweet Queen,- 
I' faith 
Helen. Ard to make a ſweet Lady ſad, is a ſower Offence. 
Nay, that ſnall not ſerve your turn, thats ſhall it not in 
truth la. Nay I care not for ſuch Words, no, no :? 
Pan. And, my Lord, he deſires you, that ifthe King 
call fox hinrat ſupper, you will make e | 
Helen. My Lord Pandarus 


Pan. What gs my ſwweet Queen, my very, very ſrvect: 


Queen? | 
Par. W ber Exploit in Handz where ſups he to Nicht > 
Helen. Nay, but my Lord. 


Fan. What ſays my ſweet Queen? my Couſin will fall 
out with you. 


- Helen: Ns in mere where. he up. 
Far. With my dilpoſer & eida. 5 
Run. No, no, no ſuch matter, you are wide, come, | 


| your diſpoſer is ſick. 


Par. Well, Ell make excuſ. 
by Ay good my Lord; 8 ſhould you by Creſſds: >. 
* Lr ene dilpoler:sfick.. 


. Von N what d0 5 yon ec Come, give me : an 


Inſtrument now, ſweet: Der. ae 


Helen. Why this is kind! 74 done. 

Pan. My Neice is horrible in love wich 2 ching vou 
have, ſweet Queen. 
Helen. She thall have ity, my. Lord, if it be not my 
Lord Paris. | 

Pan. He? no, en | noneofhims they two are twain. 

WINS Helen. 


Mt 


Troilus and Creffida, = 4 
Helen. Falling in after falling out, may make them three. 
Pan. Come, come, Fl hear no more of this. II. ling 


you a Song now. 


Helen. Ay, ay, prithee now; ob my troth, [weet Lord 


thou haſt a fine Fore · head. 
Pan. Ay, you may, you may 


Helen. Let thy Song be Love: This Love will undo 


us all. , Oh, Cahid, id, Cupid. 
Pan. Love! ay, that it. ſhall, i faith. 


Par. Ay, good now, Love, Love, nothing but Love, 
Pan, In good troth it begins ſo. | 


Tove, Love, nithingtbet Love, TP More: 0 
For O, Love's Bom 
Shoot 's both Buck. aud Doe: 
The Shaft con e not that it wounds, 
But tickles ſtill the Sore: | 
Theſe Lovers 6ry, ab, ob, they dye; 
Nei that which ſeems the wound to. tin, 
Doth turn ob, ob, to ha, ba, be: * 6 
So dying Love lives flitl, 
O ho a while, but ha, ba, ha; 
O ho groans out for ha ba ba————by bis 


Helen. 1 Love v faith to the very tip of the Noſe. 
Par. He eats nothing but Doves, Love, and that breeds 
hot Blood, and hot Blood begets hot thoughts, and hot 
Thoughts 'deget hot Deeds, and hot Deeds are Love, 

Pan. Is this the Generation of Love ? hot Blood, hot 
Thoughts, and hot ooo? ? why they are Vipers, Is Love 
a Generation of Vipers? 

Sweet Lord, who's afield to Day? 

Par. Hecker, Deiphobas, Helenus, EAI and all hs 
gallantry of Trey. I would fain have arm'd to Day, but 
my Nell would not have it ſo. 42 
How chance my Brother Trdilus went not?” 

Helen. He hangs the Lip at ſomething ; you. w all, 
Lord EEE . t 8 dus A 1 
\ Pan. 2 oney ſweet cen: I leng to hear ho 
8 au 


| 
| 
| 
| 
| 


Than all the Iſland Kings, di 


6 Trolhis aui Crelſida. 


Vou'Il remember ehen f r nee 
Far. To a Hair. | 
Pan. Farewel, ſweet Queen. - | 
Helen. Commend me to your Niece. 

Pan. I will ſweet Queen. [Exit Said a Retreat, 
Par, They're come-from Field; let us to Priam s Hall, 


Togteet the Warriors, Sweet Helen, Imuſt woo you, 


To help unarm our Hector: his ſtubborn Buckles, 
With theſe your whiteenchanting Fingers toucht, 


x gun more obey, than to the edge of Steel, 


force of Greekiſh Sine vs, e. ſtrall do more 
arm great Hector. 
Helen. Iwill make us proud tobe your Servant, Paris: 
Yea, what he ſhall receive of us in Duty, 
Gives us more palm in Beauty than we have: 
Vea, over - ſhines aur ſelf. 


Sweet, above thought, love thee, | CExeunt, 


Enter Pandarus and T roilus's Man. 


Pan. How now, where's thy Maſter, at my Couſin 


Creſſidas 77 
Ser. No, Sir, he ſtays for you to conduc him thither. 
3 Euter 3 * 1 
an. O, comes; How now, how now ? 
Toi. Sirrah, walk off, 
2 Have you ſeen my Couſin? 1 
No, Pandarus: I ſtalk about her Door 
Like a ſtrange Soul upon the Siygian Banks 
Staying for waftage.. O be thou my Charon, 


And give me ſwift tranſportance to thoſe Fields, 


Where I Will wallow in the Lilly Beds 
Propos d for the deſerver. O gentle Pandaras, 
From Cupid's Shoulder . luck his painted Wings, 


And fly with me to Cra 


— Walk here i th Orchard, Ell bring her firaight. 


Exit. Pandarys, | 


Troi. I am: giddy; *ExpeRation white me round. 


Th' imaginary reliſh is ſo ſweet, 
That it enchants my Senſe; what will it be 
Whenthat che watry Palates taſte indeed 


TT S thrice reputed Nectar: ? Death, 1 fear me; 
Sounding 
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Sounding Deſtruction, or ſome joy too fine, | 
Too ſubtle, potent, and too ſharp in ſweetneſs, 
For the Capacity of my ruder Powers; 
fear it much, and I do fear beſides, 
That I ſhalllole diſtinction in my Joys, 
As doth a Battel when'they charge on heaps 
II VV 
A Ener Pandarus. 3 
Pan. She's making her ready, ſſiæ H come ſtraight; you 
muſt be witty now, ſſe does fo bluſn, and "fetches her 
Wind ſo ſhorts as if ſhe were fraid with a Sprite: Tl 
fetch her; it is the prettieſt Villain, ſhe fetches her breath 
ſo ſhort as a ne ta'en Sparrow. Exit Pan. 
Troi. Even ſuch a Paſfion doth embrace my Boſom: 
My Heart beats thicker than a feverous Pulſe, 
And all my Powers do their heſtowing loſe, 
Like Vafſalage at unawares enoountring 
The Eye of Majeſtʒ. 1 - 
Enter Pandarus and Creſſida. 
Pan. Come, come; what need you bluſh ? 
Shame's a Bahy; here ſhe is now, ſwear the Oaths now to 
her, that you have ſworn to me. What, are you gone a- 
gain, you muſt be watch d ere you be made tame, muſt 
you? Come your ways, come your ways, and you draw 
backward we'll put you i th Files: Why do "you not 
ſpeak to her 2 Come draw this Curtain, and let's fee your 
Picture. Alas the day, how loath you are to offend day- 
ght? and twere dark you d cloſe fooner. So, ſo, rub on, 
aud kils the Miſtrefs; how now, a kiſs in fee- farm? build 
there, Carpenter, the Air is ſweet. Nay, you fhall fight 
your Hearts out ere I part you. The Faulcon has ths 
Tercel, for all the Ducks i'th' River. Goto, go to. 
Toi. Vou have bereft me of all Words, Lady. © 
Pan. Words pay no debts, give her deeds: But ſhe' H 
bereave you o'th' deeds too, it ſhe call your Activity in 
queſtion : What, billing again? here's in witneſs whereof 
the Parties interchangeably Come in, come in, 11 
80 get a Fire. [Exit Pan. 
Cre, Will you walk in, my Lord? 155 
Troi. O Creſſida, bow often have I wiſht me thus? | | 
re. 


48 Troilus und Creflida. 


Se. Wiſht, my Lord! the Gods grant; O, my Lord - 
Troi. What ſhould they grant; what makes this pretty ye 
abruption; what too curious Dreg eſpies my ſweet Lady ot 
An the Fountain of our Love? | | 
Ge. More Dregs than Water, if my Fears have Eyes. MN 
* Fears make Devils of Cherubins, they never ſee 
truly. ; | 546 
Cre. Blind fear, that-ſecing Reaſon leads, finds ſafer M ©: 
footing than blind Reaſon ſtumbling without fear; to ſti 
Fear the worſt, oft cures the worſe. | 
-  Troz. O let my; Lady apprehend no fear, 7 
In all Capid s Pageant there is preſented no Monſter, F. 
Cre. Nor nothing monſtrous neither? 
* Tr0z. Nothing but their Undertakings, when we vow 
to weep Seas, live in fire, eat rocks, tame tygers, thinking U 
it harder for our Miſtreſs to deviſe Impoſition enough, If 
than for us to undergo. any Difficulty impoſed. This is | 
the monſtroſity in Love, Lady, that the Will is. infinite, | 
and the Execution confin d; that the Deſire is boundle!s, 
and the Act a Slave to limit. 333 
Ce. They ſay all Lovers ſwear more performance than 
they are able, and yet reſerve an Ability that they never 
| rform : vowing more than the Perfection of ten; and 
diſcharging leſs than the tenth part of one. They that 
have the Voice of Lions, and the act of Hares, are they 
not Monſters? 5 995 | 
Troi. Are there ſuch ?. ſuchare not we: Praiſe us as we 
are taſted, allow us as we prove: Our Head ſhall go bare, 
till Merit crown it; no Perfection in reverſion ſhall have 
A praiſe in preſent; we will not name Deſert before his 
Birth, and being born, his addition ſhall be humble; few 
Words to fair Faith. Troilus ſhall be ſuch to Creſſida, as 
what Enyy can ſay worſt, ſhall be a mack for his Truth; 
and what Truth can ſpeak trueſt, not-truer than Troilus. 
Cre. Will you walk in, myLoxrd? — _. 


& 


e OO LR 
Pan. What, bluſhing ſtill ? hays you not done talking 


yet? . 
Cre, Well, Uncle, what folly L commit, I dedicate t in 


u. | | 
25 Feu. 
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ord- Pan. I thank you for that; if my Lord get a Boy of you» 
ety you'll give him me; be true to my Lord, if he flinch, 
ady chide me for it. 

Troz. You know now your Hoſtages; your Uncle's 
ES, Word and my firm Faith. Pe | 
ſee Pan. Nay, Pl give my Word for her too; our Kindred, 


ed though they be long ere they are woo'd,| they are con- 
afer ſtant being won: They are Burrs, I can tell you, they'll 
to ſtick where they are throwr. | | 
| Cre. Boldnets comes to me now, and brings me Heart: 
Prince Troilus, I have lov'd you Night and Day, 
For many weary Months. | 
Troi. Why was my Ceſſid then ſo hard to win? 


* Cre. Hard to ſeem won: But I was won, my Lord, 

ing With the firſt glance that ever Pardon me 

gh, It 1 confeſs much, you will play the Tyrant: 

S 15 llove you now, but not till now, fo much A 
(©, But I might Maſter it in faith Ilie 


ls, My thoughts were like unbridled Children, grown 
oo head- ſtrong for their Mother; ſee we Fools, 
an Why have i blabb d? who ſhall he true to us 


er M hen we are lo unlecret to our lelves? 

nd But though 1 lov'd you well, I woo'd you not, 
at WY And yet, good faith, I wiſh'd my (elf a Man: 
Or that the Women had Mens privilege 


Ot ſpeaking firit. Sweet, bid me hold my Tongue, 
For in this Rapture I ſhall ſurely ſpeak 
The thing I ſhall repent : ſee, your Silence 
Coming in dumbneſs, for my weaknels draws 
My Soul of Counſel from me. Stop my Mouth. _ 
Troi. And ſhall,albeit ſweet Muſick iſſues thence. King. 
Pan, Pretty, i' faith. | | 
Oe. My Lord, I do beſeech you pardon me; 
'T was not my purpoſe thus to beg a Kits: 
am aſham'd—O Heav'ns, what have done 
For this time will I take my leave, my Lord. 
Troi. Your leave, {ſweet Creſhd? | 
Pan. Leave! and you take icaye till to Morrow Morn- 
m8 ms 5 
Cre, Pray you, content -_ 


Troi. 


50 Troilus and Creſſida. 
Troi. What offends you, Lady? SEEN, 
Cre. Sir, mine own Company. 

Troi. You cannot ſhun yourſelf, 
Cre. Let me go and try: 

J have a kind of ſelf reſides with ycu: 

But an unkind ſelf, that ir ſelf will leave, 

To be another's Fool. Where is my Wit? 

J would be gone: I ſpeak I know not what. 


Troi, Well know they what they ſpeak, that ſpeak ſo 


Cre, Perchance, my Lord, I ſhew more Craft than Love, 
And fell ſo roundly to a large Confeſſion, 
To angle for your Thoughts: But you are wiſe, 
Or elſe you love not; for to be wile and love, 5 
Exceeds Man's Might, and-dwells with Gods above; 
Troz, O that I thought it could be in a Woman; 
And if it can, I will preſume in you, 
To feed for ay her lamp and flames of Love, 
To keep her Conſtancy in plight and youth, 
Out-living Beauties outward with a Mind 
That doth renew ſwifter than Blood decays. 
Or that Perſwaſion could but thus convince me, 
That my integrity and truth to you, 
Might be affronted with the match and weight 
Of ſuch a winnowed purity in Love: Oe 
How were I then up-lifted! But alas! 
1 am as true as Truth's. Simplicity, 
And ſimpler than the Infancy of Truth. 
Cre. In that I'll war with you. 
Troi. O virtuous Fight, 


When right with right Wars, who ſhould be moſt right? 


True Swains in Love, ſhall in the World to come 
Approve their truths by Troilus; when their-Rhimes, 
Full of proteſt, of oath, and big compare, 

- Want ſimilies: Truth tired with Iteration, 

As true as Steel, as Plantage to the Moon, 

As Sun to Day, as Turtle to her Mate, 

As Iron to Adamant, as Earth to th'Center 2 

Yet after all compariſons of truth, 

(As Truth's Authentick Author to be cited) 


As true as Troilas, ſhall grown up the Yerle, oP 
| | n 


Troilus and Creſſida. 
And ſan&ifie the Numbers. | 

Ce. Prophet may you be. 

If I be falſe, or ſwerve a hair from truth, 

When time is old and hath forgot it ſelf, 

When water-drops have worn 7 Stones of Try, 

And blind Oblivion ſwallow'd Cities up, 

And mighty States characterleſs are grated 

To duſty nething; yet let Memory, 

From falſe to fa ls? among falle Maids in love, | 

Upbraid my Falfhood; when they've ſaid as falſe 

As Air, as Water, as Wind, as ſandy Earth; 

As Fox to Lamb, as Wolf to Heifer's Calf; _ 

Pard to the Hind, or Step-dame to her Son; 

Yea, let them ſay, to ſtick the Heart of Falſehood, 

| As falle as Creſſid. | | 

Pan. Go to, a Bargain made: Seal it, ſeal it. I'll be the 

Witneſs. * Here I hold your Hand; here my Couſin's; if 

ever you Prove falſe to one another, {ance I have taken 

ſuch pains to bring you together, let all pitiful Goers- 

between be call'd, th the World's end, after my Name: 

Call them all Panders; let all cenftant Men be Ty. iluſſes, 

al falſe Women Creſſida s, and all Brokers between Pan- 

ders; ſay, Amen. | | | 
Troi. Amen. 
Oe. Amen. | 
Pan. Amen. | 

Whereupon I will ſhew you a Chamber, which Bed, be- 

cauſe it ſhall not ſpeak of your pretty Encounter:, preſs 

it to Death. away. — 

And Cupid grant all Tongue- ty d Maidens here, 

Bed, Chamber, and Pander, to provide this geer. | Exe. 


5s CEN E Il. The Grecian Cams. 


Enter Agamemnon, Ulyſſes, Diomedes, Neſtor, Mens aus 
ö and Calchas. 
Cal. Now, Princes, for the Service I have done you, 

Tb advantage of the time prompts me aloud, ' 
To call for recompence: Appear it to your Mind, 
That through the tight I bear in things to come, 
L have abandon'd Troy, left my Poſſeſſion, 

C2 In- 
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Incurr'd a Traitor's Name, expos d my elf, 

From certain and poſleſt Conveniencies, 

To doubtful Fortunes, ſequeſtring from me all 
That Time, Acquaintance, Cuſtom, and Condition, 
Made tame, and moſt familiar to my Nature: 

And here to do you Service am become 
As new into the World, ſtrange, unacquainted, 

I do beſeech you, as in way of taſte, 

To give me now a little benefit, 
Out of thoſe many Regiſtred in Promiſe, 
Which you ſay live to come in my behalf. | 
Aga. What wouldſt thou of us, Trojan? make demand, 
Cal. You have a Trojan Priſoner, call'd Anthener, 
| Yeſterday took: Troy holds him very dear. 

Oſt have you (often have you thanks therefore) 
Deſir d my Creſſid in right great Exchange, 
Whom Troy hath till deny d: But this Anthenor, 

J know, is ſuch a wreſt in their Affairs, | 
That their Negotiations all muſt lack 
Wanting this Manage; and they will almoſt 

Give usa Prince o'th Blood, a Son of Priam, 

In change of him. Let him be ſent, great Princes, 
And he ſhall buy my Daughter: And'her Preſence 
Shall quite ſtrike off all Seryice I have done, 

In moſt accepted pain. . 

Aga. Let Diomedes bear him, 3 
Ard bring us Creſſid hither , Calchas ſhall have 
What he requeſts of us: Good Diomeds, | 
Furniſh you fairly for this enterchange ; 1 
With all, bring Word, if Hector will to Morrow 
Be anſwer d in his Challenge. Ajax is ready. 
Dio. This ſhall I undertake, and tis a Burthen | 
Which I am proud to bear. IN [Exits 

Enter Achilles and Patroclus, in their Tents 
Ulyſ. Achilles ſtands i'th' entrance of his Lent; 
Pleate it our General to paſs ſtrangely by him, 
As if he were forgot; and Princes al. 
Lay negligent and looſe regard upon him: 
I] will come laſt, tis like Tel queſtion me, 2 
hy ſuch unplauſive Eyes ate bent? why turn d on 1 
| N 


and, 


. 


That are without him z as Place, 


If fo, I have Deeiſion medicinable, 

To uſe hetween our ſtrangeneſs and his Pride, 

Which bis own Will ſhall have deſire to drink; 

It may do good: Pride hath no other Glaſs 

To ſhew it ſelf, but Pride, for ſupple Knees 

Feed Arrogance, and are the proud Man's Fees, 
Aga. We'll execute your purpole, and put on 

A form of ſtrangeneſs as we pals along, | 

Sodo each Lord, andeither greet him not, 

Or elſe diſdainfully, which ſhall ſhake him more, 

Than if not look t on. I will lead the Way. 
Achil, What, comesthe General to ſpeak with me? 


Tou know my Mind. I'll fight no more gainſt Troy. 


Aga. What ſays Achilles, would he ought with us? 
Neſt. Would you, my Lord, ought with the General? 
Achill. No. . | 
Neſt. Nothing, my Lord. 
Aga. The better. 
Achil. Good Day, good Day. 
Men. How do you e how 40 you ? | 
Achil. What does the Cuckold ſcorn me? 
Aja. How now, Patroclus ? | 
Achil. Good morrow, Ajax. 
Aja Mat -.- © 
Ach:il. Good Morrow, 


Aja. Ay, and good next day too. [ Exeunt. 
Acbil. What mean theſe Fellows? Know they not Achil es? 


Patr. They paſs ſtrangely; They were us'd to bend, 
To ſend their Smiles before them to Achilles: 
To come as humbly as they us'd to creep 
To holy Altars. vg 

Achil. What, am I poor of late ? 
'Tis certain, Greatneſs once fall'n out with Fortune, 
Muſt fall out with Men too: What the declin d is, 
He ſhall as ſoon read in the Eyes of others, 
As feel in his own fall: For Men like Butter- flies, 
Shew not their mealy Wings, but to the Summer; 
And not à Man, for being ſimple Man, 
Hath any Honour, but honour d 1 Honours 

iches, Favour, 

r 
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54 Troilus aud Creſſida. 
| Prizes of Accident, as oft as Merit : 
Which when they fall (as being ſlippery Standers) 
The Love that lean'd on them as ſlippery too, 
Doth one pluck down another, and together 
Dye in the Fall: But tis not fo with me, 
Fortune and I are Friends, I do enjoy 
At ample point all that I did poſſeſs, 
Save theſe Mens Looks, who do methinks find out 
Something in me not worth that rich Beholding, 
As they have often given. Here is Ulyſſes. 
FII interrupt his Reading. How now Ulyſſes? 
_ Uly/. Now, great Thetis Son! | | | 
Achil, What are you reading? | 
U!y/. A ſtrange Fellow here 3 
Writes me, that Man, how dearly ever parted, 
Ho much in having, or without, or in, 8 
| Cannot make boaſt to have that which he hath; 
Nor feels not what he owes, but by Reflection, 
As when his Virtues ſhining upon others, 
Heat them and they retort that Heat again. 
| To the firſt Giver. | | 
4 Achil, This is not ſtrange, Uyſſes, 
The Beauty that is born here in the Face, 
The Bearer knows not, but commends irſelf,, _ 
Not going from it ſelf, but Eye to Eye oppos'd, 
4 Salute each other, with each others Form, © 
For Speculation turns not to it ſelf, 
*Fill it bath travell'd, and is marry'd there 
M here it may ſe its ſelf; this is not ſtrange at all. 
Ulyſc I do not ſtrain at the Poſition, n 
It is familiar; but at the Author's Drift $ 
Who in his Circumſtance, expreſly proves 
That no Man is the Lord of any thing, _ 
| (Tho' in and of him there is much conſiſting) 
Till he eonimunicate his Parts to others: 
Nor doth he of himſelf know them for ought, 
Till he behold them formed in th' Applauſe, | 
Where they're extended! Which like an Arch reverb' rates 
The Voice again, or like a Gate of Steel, 
Fronting the Sun, receives and renders back "ny 
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His Figure and his Heat. I was much rapt in this, 
And - apprebended here immediately 
The unknown Ajax. 

Heav'ns! what a Man is there? A very Horſe, 

That has he knows not what Nature, what things are 
Moſt abje& in Regard, and dear in Uſe; 

What things again moſt dear in the Eſteem, 

And poor in worth: Now ſhall we {ce to Morrow, 
An act that very chance doth throw upon him: 

Aax renown'd! O Heay'ns, what fome Men do, 
While {ome Men leave to do! 

How ſome Men creep in skittiſh Fortune's Hall, 
Whiles others play the Idiots in her Eyes: 

How 17 Man eats into another's Pride, 

While Pride is feaſting in his Wantonneſs! 

To fee theſe Grecian Lords! why, even already, 

They clap the Lubber Ajax on the Shoulder, 
As if his Foot were on brave Heirs Breaſt, 
And great Troy ſhrinking, 
Achill. I do believe it, 1 
For they paſt by me, as Miſers do by Beggars, 
Neither gave to me good word, nor good look: 
What, are my Deeds forgot? * 
Ulyſ. Time hath, my Lord, a wallet at his back, 
Wherein he puts Alms for Oblivion: 
A great ſizx d Monſter of Ingratitudes: 
Thaſe ſeraps are good Deeds pat, 
Which are devour d as faſt as they are made, 

Forgot as ſoon as done: Perſeverance, dear my Lord, 
Keeps Honour bright : To have done, is to hang 
Quite out of faſhion, like a ruſty Male 
In monumental Mock ry: Take the inſtant way, 
For Honour travels in a Streight lo narrow, 

Where one but goes abreaſt, keep then the Path, 
For Emulation hath a thouſand Sons, 
That one by one 2 if you give way, 

Or hedge aſide from the direct ſorth- right, 
Like to an entred Tide, they all ruſh by, 

And leave you hindmoſt; | 
Or ike a gallant Horſe fall'n in firſt Rank, | { 
aryl | G4: Lye 
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[ye there for pavement to the abject near 

O' er- run and trampled on: Then what they do in preſent 
1 bo? ies than yours in paſt, muſt o'er-top yours:  _ 
« Fer Time is like a faſhionable HoR, EEE | 

Tbat lightly ſhakes his parting Gueſt by th' Hand; 

And with arms out-ſtretch'd, as he would fly, 

Graſps inthe Comer; the welcome ever ſmiles, 

And farewel goes out ſighing: O let not virtue ſeek 
Remuneration tor the thing it wasz for beauty wit, 
High birth, vigour of bone, deſert in ſervice, 

Love, fi iend ſhip, charity, are Subjects all 

To envious and calumniating Time: 
One tcuch of Nature makes the whole World K in; 
That all with one eonſent praiſe new born Gauds, 
Tho they are made and moulded of things paſt, 


De 


And goto Dull, that is alittle Gilt; 
V; ore Laud than Gilt o'er-duſted, | 
The preſent Eye praiſes the preſent Ohject. 
| Then mai vel not, thou great and compleat Man, 
I. hat ali the Grecks begin to worſhip Ajax; 
Since things in motion gin to cateh the Eye, 
Than what not ſtirs; the Cry went out on thee, 
And ſtill it might, and yet it may again ; 
If thou would ft not entomb thy ſelf alive, 
And caſe thy Reputation in thy tent; 
M hoſe glorious Deeds, but in theſe Fields of late, 
Made emulous miſſions mongſt the Gods themſelves, 5 
And draw great 31ars to Faction. 
| Acb:1. Of this my Privacy, 
I have ſtrong Reaſons. ö 
Uſyſ. But gainſt your privacy, 
The Reaſons are more potent and heroical : 
*11s known, Achz es, that you are in Loy 
With one of Priam's Daughters, | 
| Achil, Ha! known! : 
=  Ubſ. Isthata wonder? | 
I he Providence that's in a watchful State, 
R nous almoſt every grain ef Pluto s Gold; 
E inds bottom in th uncompre henſive deep, 


Keeps place with thoutzht; and almoſt like the _— 
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Does thoughts unveil in their dumb Cradles: 
There is a Myſtery (with whom relation 
Durſt never meddle) in the Soul of State; 
Which hath an Operation more divine, 

Than Breath of Pen can give expreſſure to: 


All the commerce that you have had with Trq, 


As perfectly is ours as yours, my Lord, 

better would it fit Achilles much, 
To throw down Hecker, than Polyxena. 
But it muſt grieve young Fyrrbus now at home, 
W hen Fame ſhall in his Iſland found her Trump; 
And the Greekzſþ Girls ſhall tripping fing, . 
Great He@or's diſter did Achilles win; 


But our great Ajax bravely beat down him. 


Farewel, my Lord-=l, as your Lover, ſpeak ; 

The Fool ſlides o'er the Ice that you ſhould break. 
Patr. To this effect, Achilles, have I moy'd you; 

A Woman, impudent, and manniſh grown, 

Is not more loath' dsthan an effeminate Man, 


Intime of Action: I ſtand condemn'd for this; 


They think my little ſtomach to the War, 
And your great Love to me, reſtrains you thus: 
Sweet, .roule your ſelf: and the weak wanton Cupid- 
Shall from. your Neck unlooſe his amorous fold, 
And like a dew-drop-from the Lion's mane, 
Be ſhook to. Air. ; 
Acbil. Shall Ajax fight with Hector! © 
_ Patr. Ay, and perhaps receive.much Honour by him. 
Achil. I ſee my Reputation is at Stake, 
My Fame is ſhrewd}y gor d. 
Patr. O then beware: 2 5 
Thoſe wounds heal ill that Men do give themſelves: 
O miſſion to do what is neceſſary, | 
Seals a Commitſiion to a blank of Danger, 
And Danger, like an Ague, ſubtly taints 
Even then when we fit idly in the Sun. 
Achil. Go call Therſites hither, ſweet Patroclus, 
I'll ſend tbe Fool to Ajax, and defire him 
T'invite the Trojan Lords, after the Combat, 
To ſee us here unarm'd : I have a. Woman's longing, 
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An Appetite that I am ſick withal, KEY 
To ee great Hector in the weeds of Peace. 
„„ 
To talk with him, and to behold his Viſage, 
Even to my full of view. A labour ſav'd — 
Ther. A wonder ! 9 5 
Achil. M hat > 2, E N 
Her. Ajax goes up and down the Field, asking for 
Rimſelt. 8 5 ; . r 
Acbil. How fo? n k 5 
Ther. He muſt fight ſingly to Morrow with Hector, 
and is ſo prophetically proud of an heroical Cudgelling, 
that he raves in ſaying nothing. 22 
Achil. How canthat b? | 
Ther, Why he ſtalks up and down like a. Peacock, a, | 
fAlrile and a ſtand; ruminates like an Hoſtels that hath no i 
Arithmetick, but her Brain to ſet down+her Reckoning; | 
bites his Lip with a political regard, as who ſhould lay, | 
there were Wit in his Head, and twou'd out; and ſo 
there is, but it lies as celdly in him as Fire in a Flint, 
which will not ſhew without knocking. The Man's un- 
done for ever; for if Hey break not his Neck i'th' Com- 
bat, he'l] break't himſelf in Vain-glory. He knows not 
me: I laid, Good morrow, ja. And he replies, 
Thanks Agamemnon. M hat think you of this Man, that 
takes me for the General ? He's grown a very Land- 


fiſh —— languageleſs a Monſter; a Flague of. 
Opinion, a Man may wear it on both Sides, like a Leather | 


Achil. Thou muſt be my Ambaſſador to him, Therſites. 
1 her, MV ho { 7--why he ll anſwer no Body; he proteſſes 
not arſwering; ſpeaking is for Beggars; he wears his Tongue 
ins Arms; 1 will put on his pretence ; let Patrcelus make 
his demands to me, you ſhall ice the Pageant of Ajax. 
Achil; To him, Patroclus,--tell him, I humbly defire the 
valiant A ax, to invite the moſt. yalorous Hector to come. 
urnarm'd to my Tent, and to procure fate conduct for his. 
terſon, cf the Magranimous and moſt Illuſtrious, {ix or 
ſeven times honour'd Captain, General of the Grecian Ar- 
my, Agameinnon, Cc. Do this. . 


Patrs 
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Patr. Jove bleſs great Ajax. 

Ther. Hum | | 

Patr, I come from the worthy Achilles. 

Ther. Ha! „„ 3 

Patr. Who moſt humbly deſires you to invite HeTor to 
his Tent. | 

Ther, Hum | 

Patr. And to procure ſafe Conduct from Agamemmine 

Ther. Agamemnen.— | | 

Pair. Ay, My Lord. 

207% Bat 

Patr. What fay you tot? | 

Ther; God be wi' you, with all my Heart. 

Patr, Your anſwer, Sir. . 

Ther. If to Morrow be a fair Day, by eleven a Clock, 
it will go one way or other; howſoever, he ſhall pay for 
me ere he has me. 

Patr. Your anſwer, Sir. 

Ther. Fare ye well with all my Heart. 

Achil. Why, but he is not in this tune, is he? | 

Ther. Nog but he is out of tune thus; what Muſick 
will be in him, wheu Hector has knockt out his Brains, I 
know not. But I am ſure none; unleſs the Fidler Apollo 
get his Sine vvs to make Catlings on. ; 

Achil. Come, thou ſhalt bear a Letter to him ſtraight. 
| Ther. Let me carry another to his Horſe ; for that's the 
more capable Creature, 12 8 | 

Achil, My Mind is troubled like a Fountain tirr'd, 
And I my ſelf ſee not the bottom of it. [ Exit. 
- Ther, Would the Fountain of your Mind were clear 
again, that I might water an Aſs at it; I had rather be 
@Tick in a Sheep, thanſuch a valiant Ignorance. 

Ns | [_Exennts- 
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Ae IV. SCENE. I. 


Enter at one Door neas with a Torch, at another, Paris, 
Deiphobus, Anthenor, and Diomede with Torches, 


Par, EE ho, who's there? 
Dei. It is the Lord Zneas. 
Ene. Is the Prince there in Perſon ? 
Had I ſo good occalion to lie long, 


As you, Prince Paris, nothing but heay'vly buſineſs 


Should rob my bed- mate of my Company. 


Dio. That's my Mind too: Good-morrow Lord Æneas. | 


Par. A valiant Greek, Aneas take his Hand, 
Witneſs the Proceſs of your Speech within 


You told, how Dicmede, a whole Week, by Days 


Did haunt you in the Field. | 

ne, Health to you, valiant Sir, 
During all queftion of the gentle Truce: 
But when 1 meet you arm'd as black Defiance 
As Heart can think, or Courage execute. 

Dio. The one and th'other Diome de embraces. 


Dur Bloods are now in calm, and ſo long, health; 


But when Contention and Occaſion meet, 
By Jove I'll play the Hunter for thy Life, 
With all my Force, Purſuit and Policy. 

Tune. And thou ſhalt hunt a Lion that will fife 
With his Face backward in human gentleneſs: 
Welcome to Trgy—nuw by Anchiſes Life, 
Weicome indeed By Venus Hand | ſwear, 

No Man alive can love in ſuch a ſort, 

The thing he means to kill, more excellently. 
Dic. We ſympathize, Jove, let Zneas live 

It to my Sword his Fate be not the glory) 
Athouland compleat courſes of the Sun: 
FE ut in mine emulovs Honour let him die, 
Withevery Joint a wound, and that to Morrow. 
Ene. We know each other well. 


ze. We do, and lung to know cach other worſe. 
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Par. This is the moſt deſpightſull'ſt, gentle greeting, . 


The nobleſt, hateſul Love, that e er I heard o 
What Buſineſs, Lord, ſo early? 
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Ene. I was fent for to the King; but why I know 


not. 


To Calchas s Houſe, and there to render him, 
For the enfreed Anthenor, the fair Ceſſid. 
Let's have your Company? or if you pleaſe, 
Haſte there before us. I conſtantly dothink _ 
(Or rather call my thought a certain Knowledge) 
My Brother Troilus lodges there to Night. 
Rouſe him, and give him note of ourapproach, 
With the whole Quality whereof, I fear 
We ſhall be much unwelcome. _ | 

Ene. That I aſſure you. | 
Torilus had rather Troy were bornto Greere, 
Than Crefſid born from Troy. 

Par. There is no help; 


The bitter diſpoſition of the time will have it ſo. 


On, Lord, we'll follow you. 


Par, His purpoſe meets you; it was, to bring this Greek | 


Ene. Good Morrow all. [Exit Eneas. 
Par. And tell me noble Dzomede; faith tell me true, 


Even in the Soul of good ſound Fellowſhip, 
Who in your thoughts merits fair Helen moſt ? 
My ſelf, or Menelaus ? 5 
Dio. Both alike. 5 ; 
He merits well to have her that doth ſeek her, 
Not making any ſcruple of her Ssilure. | 
With ſuch a Hell of pain, and world of Charge, 
Ard you as well to keep her that defend her, 
Not palating the taſte of her Diſhonour, _ 
With ſuch a coſtly loſs of Wealth and Friends; 
He, like a puling Cuckold, would drink up 
Ibe Lees ard Dregs of a fat tamed Piece 
You, like a Letcher, out of whoriſh Loins, 
Are pleas'd to breed out your Inheritors: 
Both merits pois d, each weighs no leſs nor more, 
But he as he, with heavier for a Whore. 


Far. You are too bitter with your Couftry- woman. 


Disg 
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Dis. She's bitter to her Country: Hear me Paris, 
For every falſe drop in her baudy Veins e 
A Grecian's Life hath ſunk; for every Scruple 
Of her contaminated Carrion weight, 
A Trojan hath been ſlain. Since ſhe could ſpeak, 
She hach not givenſo many good Words Breath, 
As, for her, Greeks and Trojans ſuffer d Death. 
Far. Fair Diomede, you doas Chapmen do, 
Diſpratle the thing that you deſire to buy: 
But we in ſilence hold this Virtue well; 
We'll not commend what we intend to ſell. 
Here liesour wayee | 
Euter Troilus and Creflida, 
Troi. Dear, trouble not your ſelf 5 the Morn is cold. 
_ Cre, Then, ſweet, my Lord, I'll eall my Uncle down: 
e ſhall unbolt the Gates. Arts 
Troi. Trouble him not — 
To Bed, to Bed. ſleep ſeal thoſe pretty Eyes, 
And give as ſoft attachment to thy Senſes, 
As Infants empty of all thought. 3 
Le. Good-Morrow then. 
Tos. I prithee now to Bed. 
Ge. Are you a weary of me? 
Toi. O Creſida! but that the buſie Day: 
Wak'd by the Lark, has rous d the Ribald Crows, 
And dreaming Night will hide our Eyes no longer, 
I would not from thee. "FL | 
Cre. Night hath been too brief. 85 
Troi. Beſrew the Wit with venemous wights ſhe ſta) 2 
As hideouſly as Hell; but flies the graſps of Love, 
With Wings more momentary, ſwifter than Thought: 
You will catch cold and curſe me. | 
Cre. Prithee tarry—you Men will never tarry— 
O fooliſh Creſſida—1 might have ſtill held off, 
And then you would have tarried. Hark, there's one up- 
Pan. within. | What's all the Doors open here? 
Troi. It is your Uncle. | 
57 Enter Pandarus. | 
Cre. eſtilence on him; now will he be mocking; 
I fhal) Have ſueh à Life | Mn on 


| LExeani. 
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pan. How now, how now? how go Maiden-heads? 
Hear, you Maid; where's my Coulin Crefſid i | 
Cre. Go hang your ſelf, you naughty mocking Uncle: 
You bring me to do and then you flout me too. 
Pan. To do what? to do what ? let her ſay what: 
What have I brought you to do? 54 5 
Cre. Come, come, beſhrew your Heart; yowll ne er be 
good; nor ſuffer others. f 48 888 
Pan. Ha, ha! alas poor Wretch:z à poor Chitpochia, haſt 
not ſlept to Night 2 Would he not (a naughty Man) let it 
lleep ; a Bug- bear take him. [Ine knocks. 
Cre. Did I not tell you? Would he were knock d i th 
Head ,hoſe that at Door? good Uncle go and ſee. 
My Lord, come you again into my Chamber 
You ſmile and mock me, as if I meant naughtily. 
Trez. Ha, ha | 2 
. Gre, Come, you are deceiv'd, I think of no ſuch thing. 
How earneſtly they knock Pray you come in. | Knock. 
I would nat for half Troy have you ſeen. here. [| Exeunt. 
Pan. Who's there? what's the matter? will you beat 
down the Door? How now ? what's the matter? 
| . Enter Eneas. 
Lne. Good-morrow, Lord, good-morrow. 

Pan. Who's there, my Lord Eueas? by my troth I 
knew you not; what News with you ſo early? 

Ene. is not Prince Trezlus here? 

Pan. Here! whatſhould he do here? 

ne. Come, he is here, my Lord, do not deny him: 
It doth import him much to fpeak with me, 

Pan. Is he here, ſay you? "tis more than I know, VII be 
worm; for my own part, I carne late: What ſhould he 
do here ? ITE 

Ene. Who—nay, then:—Come, come, youll do him 
wrong ere y'are aware: You'll be ſo true ro him, to be 
talſe to him: Do not you know of him, but yet go fetch 
him hither, go. 7 


25 Enter Troilus. 
Troi. How now ? what's the matter? 
ne. My Lord, I ſcarce have leiſure to ſalute you, 
My matter is fa harſh; There is at hand, _ 7 
be, | | Parzs 
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Paris your Brother, and Deipbobus, | 
The Grecian Diomede, and our Antbenor 
_ Ddliver'd to us, and for him forthwith, 

Ere the firſt Sacrifice within this Hour, 

Me maſt give up to Dzomtdes Hand 
AA 

Troi. Is it concluded ſo?/ Ms | 

Ene. By Priam, and the general State of Troy. 

They are at hand; and ready to effect it. 
Tro. How many Atchievements mock me 
L will go meet them; and my Lord Zneas, 
We met by chance, you did not find me here. 
Ene. Good, good, my Lord; the ſecrets of Nature 
Have not more Gift in taciturnity. E xeunt. 
| Enter Pandarus and Creſſida. 

Pan. Is't poſſible ? no ſooner got, but loſt : The Devi! 
take Anthenor ;, the young Prince will go mad: A Plague 
upon Antbenor; I would they had broke's Neck. 5 

Ce. How now ? what's the matte; who was here? 

Pan. Ah, ah! | 


Cre, Why ſigh you fo profoundly > where's my Lord > 


gone ? Tell me ſweet Uncle, what's the matter? 
Pan. Would I were as deep under the Earth, as Iam 
above. | | | 
Ge. O the Gods! what's the matter? ; 
Pan. Prethee get thee in; would thou had' ſt ne er been 


born: I knew thou would'ſt be his Death. O poor Gen- 


tleman! A Plague npon Antbenor. 


cre. Good Uncle, I beſeech you, on my Knees, [ beſeech | 


you what's the matter? 


Pan. Thou muſt be gone, Weneh, thou muſt be gone: 


thou art charg'd for Anthenor; thou muſt go to thy Fa- 
ther, and be gone from Troilus: Iwill be his Death; twill 
be his bane; he cannot bear it. 6 

Cre. O you immortal Gods! I will not go. 

Pan. I hou muſt, ? . 

Cre. I will not, Unele: I have forgot my Father. 

I know no touch of Conſanguinity: 5 | 
No Kin, no Love, no Blood, no Soul fo near me, 
As the ſweet Troilus: O you Gods divine; 1 
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Ce. O Troilus, Troilus? 
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Make Ceſſid s name the very Crown of Falſhood, 
fever ſhe leave Troilus: I ime and Death, 
Do to this body what extremity you can; 
But the ſtrong Baſe and building of my Love 
Is, as the very centre of the Earth, 
Drawing all things to it. I will go in and weep» 
Pan. Do, doo 55 | 4 
Cre. 1 my bright Hair, and ſerateh my praiſed 
eeks, 5 . Lp h, 
Crack my clear Voice with Sobs, and break my Heart 
With ſounding Troilus. I will not go from Troy, [ Exit. 
Enter Paris, T roilus, Eneas, Diephobus, Anthenor, and 
| | Diomedes. : | 
Par. It is great Morning, and the Hour prefixt 
Of her detivery to-this yaliant Greek 
Comes faſt upon: Good my Brother Troilus, 
Tell you the Lady what ſhe is to do, 
And haſte her to the purpoſe, 
Troz. Walk into her Houſe : 
IN bring her to the Grecian preſently ; 
And to his Hand when deliver her, 
Think it an Altar, and thy brother Troilus 
A Prieſt, there offering to it his Heart, 
Par. I know what tis to love, 


And would, as 1 ſhall Pity I could help. 


Pleaſe you walkin, my Lords. LExeunt. 
Enter Pandarus and Creſſida. 

Pan. Be moderate, be moderate. 

Cre. Why tell you me of moderation? 
The Grief is fine, full perfect that I taſte, 
And no leſs in a Senſe as ſtrong, as that 
Which cauſeth it. How can't moderate it? 


If I could temporize with my affection, 


Or brew it to a weak and colder palate, 
The like allayment could I give my Grief 3 


My Love admits no qualifying Croſs. 


| Enter Troilus. 5 
No more my Grief in ſuch a precious Loſs. _ ; 
Far. Here, here, here he comes, -a ſweet Duck—= 


Pan. 


= wks _ 
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Pan. What a pair of Spectacles is here ! let me embrace 
too: Oh Heart, as the goodly ſaying is; O Heart, heavy 


Heart, why fitteſt thou without breaking ?—where he 


anſwers again; Beeauſe thou canſt not eale thy ſmart by 
Friendſhip, nor by ſpeaking; there was never a truer 
Rhime; let us caſt away nothing, for we may live to have 
need of ſuch a Verſe; we ſee it, we ſee it: How now, 
Trei. Creſſida, I love thee in ſo ſtrange a Purity; 
That the bleſt Gods, as angry with my Fancy, 
More bright in Zeal, than the Deyotion which 
Cold Lips blow ontheir Deities, take thee from me. 
Cre. Have the 3 E]WY T 5 Fr 
Pan. Ay, Ay, Ay, Ay, tis too plain a Caſe. 
Cre. XS 1 4 ques that I mult go from Ir? 
Troi. A hateful Truth. - 2 . 
Cre. What, and from Troilus too ? 
Tro. From Tro, and Troilus. 
Cre. Is it poffible ® - 
Trez, And ſuddenly : While injury of Chance 
Puts back leave- taking, juſtles roughly by 


Al time of paule; rudely beguiles our Lips 


Of all rejoyndure; forcibly prevents? 5 
Our lock d Embraſures; ſtrangles our dear vows, 
Even in the Birth of our own labouring Breath. 

We two, that with ſo many thouſand Sighs 
Did buy each other, mult poorly ſell our ſelves, 
With the rude brevity and diſcharge of one; 
Injurious time, now, with a Robber's haſte, 
Crams his rich Thiey'ry up, he knows not how. 
As many farewels as be Stars in Heaven, 


With diſtin& breath, and conſign d Kiſſes to them, 


He fumbles up all in oneJoole.adieu; 
And ſcants us with a ſingle famiſh d Kiſs, 


D iſtaſted with the Salt ob broken Tears. 


- Eneas-within. My Lord, is the Lady ready? 
Trot. Hark, you are call'd. Some ſay the Genius ſo 
Cries, Come, to him that inſtantly muſt die. 
Bid them have Patience; ſne ſhall come anon. 


| 
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- Pans. 
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But yet be true. 
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my Heart will be blown up by the Root. 

Cre. I muſt then to the Greczans? 

Tro0z, No remedy. | | 

Cre. A woful Creſſid, mongſt the merry Greeks. 
Troi. When ſhall we ſee again? 
Hear me my love: be thou but true of Heart! 
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Pan. Where are my Tears? Rain, to lay this Wind, or 


Cre. | true? how now? what wicked deem is this? 


Trez. Nay, we muſt uſe Expoſtulation kindly, 

For it is parting from us: Js 

I ſpeak not, be-thoii true, as fearing thee : 

For I will throw my Glove to Death himſelf, 

That there's no maculation in thy Heart; 

But be thou true, ſay I, to faſhion in, 

My ſequent Proteſtation: Be thou true, 

And I will ſee he. 3 ; 
Cre. O you ſhall be expos'd my Lord, to dangers 


As infinite, as imminent ; but I II be true, 


Troi. And i'll go Friend with danger: 
Wear this Sleeve. | Ws 
Gre, And you this Glove. | 
When ſhall eee | 

Troz, I will corrupt the Grecian Centinels 
To give thee nightly V ifitation. | 

Cre. O Heav'ns ! be true again. 

Troi. Hear while I ſpeak it, Love: 
The Grecian Youths axe full of ſubtle Qualities, 
They're loving, well compos'd, with gift of Nature, 
Flowing and ſwelling o'er with Arts and Exereiſe; 
How Novelties may move, and parts with Perſon 
Alas, a kind of godly Jealouſie, | 


| Which, I beſeech you, call a v irtuous Sin, 


Makes me afraid. | = 
Cre. O Heay'ns, you love me not! 
Troz, Die I a villain then: | | 

In this [ do not call your Faith in Queſtion 


So manly as my merit: I cannot Sing, 


Nor heel the high Lavolt; nor ſweeten Talk; 
Nor play at ſubtle Games j fair Virtues all 


To 
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To which the Greciaus are moſt prompt and pregnant : 
But I can tell, that in each Grace of theſe, | 
There lurksa ſtill and dumb diſcourſive Devil, 

That tempts moſt curningly: but be not tempted. 
Cre. Do not think I will. ZH oF 
 Froz. No, but ſomething may be done that we will not: 
And ſometimes we are Devils to our ſelves, | | 
When we attempt the frailty of our Powers, 
Preſuming en their changeful potency. 
Encas within. Nay, good my Lord. 
 -T'roz, Come kiſs, and let us part, 
Paris within. Brother Troilus. 
Troi. Good Brother, come you hither, 
And bring Znees and the Grecian with you. 
Cre. My Lord, will you be true? _ 
Troi. Whol? Alas, it is my Vice, my Fault: 
While others ſh for Craft for great Opinion, 
I with great truth, catch meer Simplicity : FO 
While ſome with cunning gild their Copper Crowns, 
With truth and p!ainneſs I do wear mine bare: | 
Enter Eneas, Paris, and Diomedes. 
Fear not my Truth; the Moral of my Wit 
Is plain and true, there's all the reach of it. 
Welcome, Sir Diome de, here is the Lady, 
Which for Anthenor we deliver you. 
At the Port (Lord) I'll give her to thy hand, 
And by the way poſſeſs thee what ſhe is. 
Entreat her fair, and by my Soul, fair Greek, 
If e er thou ſtand at merey of my Sword, 
Name Creſſid, and thy Life ſhall be as ſafe 
As Priam is in lion | 
Diom. Fair Lady Creſſid, - 
So pleaſe you, ſave the Thanks this Prince expects: 
The luſtre in your Eye, Heav'n in your Cheek, 
Pleads your fair uſage, and to Diomede 
You ſhall be Miſtrets, and command him wholly. 
T 703. Grecian, thou doſt not uſe me courteoully, 
To ſhame the Seal of my Petition towards thee 
By praiſing her. I tell thee, Lord of Greece, 
She is as far bigt-foaring o'er thy Praiſes, 


a 
] 
] 
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As thou unworthy to be call'd her Servant: 

I charge thee uſe her well even for my Charge: 
For by the dreadful Pluto, if thou doſt not, 
(Tho! the great bulk Achilles be thy Guard) 

I'll cut thy Throat. * 

Diom. Oh be not mov'd, Prince Troilus; 
Let me be privieg's by my Place and Meſſage, 
To be a Speaker free > When I am hence, 5 
I'll anſwer to my Luſt: And know, my Lord, 
I'il nothing do on charge; to ber own worth 
She ſhall be priz d: But that you ſay, be't ſo: 


I'll ſpeak it in my Spirit and Honour No. 


Troi. Come to the port — Lil tellthee, Diomede, 


This Brave ſhall oft make thee to hide thy Head: 


Lady, give me your Hand—And as we walk, 
To aur own ſelves bend we our needful Talk. 

b I dand Trumpet. 
Par. Hark, Hectors Trumpeet: 2 
Ane. How have we ſpent this Morning? 
The Prince mult think me tardy and remiſs, ' 


That ſwore to ride before him in the Field, 


Par. I is Tralus fault. Come, come to Field with him- 
Dio. Let us make ready ſtrait, 5 
Zne, Yea, with a Bridegcoom'ꝭ s freſh alacrity 

Let us addreſs to tend on Heor's Heels: 

The Glory of our Troy doth this Day lye - 15 

On his fair Worth, and ſingle Chivalry. [ Exeunt. 


SCENE II. The Grecian camp. 


Enter Ajax armed, Agamemnon, Achilles, Patroclus, 
Mlienelaus, Ulyſſes, Neitor, Calchas, Ge. 
Aga. Here art thou in appointment treſh and fair, 
Anticipating Time. With ſtarting Courage, | 
Give with thy Trumpet a loud note to Tr, 
Thou dreadful Ajax, that the appalled Air, 
May pierce the Head of the great Combatant, 
And hale him hither. 
Ajax. Thou Trumpet, there's my Purſe; 
Now crack thy Lungs, and ſplit thy brazen Pipe: 3 
i ow 
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Blow villain, till thy ſphered biascheck . 
Out- ſwell the cholick of puft Aquiln: 
Come ſtretch thy Cheſt, and let thy Eyes ou Blood : 
Thou bloweſt for Helter. 
U. No Trumpet anſwers. g 
Achil. Tis but early days. 
Enter Diomede and Creſida, 


Aga. Is' t not young Diomede with Calchas Daughter ? EX 


Ulf. Tis he, I ken the manner of his Gate, 
He riſes on his Toe; that Spirit of his 
In Aſpiration lifts bim from the Earth. 

Aga, Is this the Lady Cxeſſida: Ap 

Dio. Even ſhe. _ 

Aga. Moſt dearly welcome to the Greeks, ſweet Ladv. 

New. Our General doth ſalute you with a Kiſs. 
Us. Yet is. your Kindneſs but particular; ; twere bet 

ys were kiſt-in general. 
Ne And very courtly Counſel : ri begin. So much 
for Neſtor. 


Acbil. Pl take that Winter from your Lips; ; fair Lad "7 


Achilles bids you welcome. 
Men. I had good Argument for 18 once. 
Patr. But that's no Argument for kiſling now; 

For thus pop'd Paris in his Hardiment. 

Y Oh deadly Gall, and theme of all our Scorns, 

For which we loſe our Heads to gild his Horns. 

Patr. The firſt was Menelaus kils this mine 

Patroclus kiſſes you. 

Men. O this is trim. | 
 Patr. Paris and I kiſs evermore for him. 
Men. III have my kiſs, Sir: Lady, by your leave. 
Ge. In kiſſing do you render, or receive? 
Patr. Both take and give. | 
Cre. Fl make my match to give, 

The kiſs you take is better than you give; chevefort n no kils, 
Men. I'll give you boot, III give you three for one. 
Cre. You are an odd Man, give even, or give none. 
Men. An odd Man, Lady? every Man is odd. 

Cre, No, Paris is not; for you know tis true, 


That you are odd, and he is even with you. 
Aex. 
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Men. You fillip me o'th head. Toki ET 

Gre. No, V'Ikbe worn. 

UV. It were no match, your Nail again his Horn: 
May l, ſweet Lady beg a kiſs of you? 

Cre, You may. 

V. ] do defire it. 

Cre. Why beg then. 

Ulyſ. Why then, for Venus fake ahve me 4 abißsz 


When Helen is a Maid again, and His 


N 


Oe. I am your Debtor, claim it when tis due. 

Ulyſ. Never's my day, and then a kiſs of you. | 

Dio. Lady, a word ll bring you to your Father. 

Neſt.” A woman of quick Senſe, 

Diomedes leads out Creſſida, ben returns; 

Uh. Fie, fie upon her: 

There's Language in her Eye, her Cheek, her Lip 
Nay, her foot Neale, her wanton Spirits look out. 
At every joint, and motive of her Body: + | 
Oh theſe-Encaunters, are ſo glib of Tongue, 

They give a coaſting welcome ere it comes; 

And wide unclaſp the Tables of their Thoughts, 

To every tiokling Reader: Set them down, 

For fluttiſh ſpoils of Opportunity, 

And Daughters of the Game. 

Enter Hector, Paris, T roilus, ANG IRE arena 

All. The Trojans Trumpet. 

Aga. Yonder comes the Troop. 

Ene. Hail all you ſtate of Greece 3 what ſhall be Sine: 
To him that Victory commands? or do you purpoſe, 
Victor ſhall be known ? will you, the knights 
Shall to the edge of all extremity 
Purſue each other, or ſhall be divided 
By any Voice, or order of the Field? 

Hecter bad ask. 

Aga. Which way would Hedor have it? 

Ene. He cares not, he'll obey Conditions. x 

Aga. Tis dons like Hector, but ſecurely done, 

A little proudly, and great deal diſprizing 


* 


The Knight oppos d. 


Eve, If not Achilles, Sir, what is * Name? 
Acbil. 
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Achil. I not Achilles, nothing. | 
Ane. Therefore Achilles; but whate er, know this 
Ts the Extreinity of great and little : | ö 
| Valour and Pride excel themſelves in Hector; 

1 The one almoſt as infinite as all, 8 

ö The other blank as nothing; weigh him well; 

| And that which looks like Pride, is Courteſie; 
| This Ajax is half made of Hefar's Blood, 

In love whereof, half Heſtor ſtays at home; 

_ Half heart, half hand, half Hefor, comes to ſeek. 
This blended Knight, half Trojan and half Greek. 
Achil.' A Maiden Battel then? O, I perce'ye you. 
As Here is Sir Diomede; Go, gentle Knight, 

Stand by our Ajax; as you and Lord Zncas, 

Conſent upon the order of their Fight, 

So be it; either to the uttermoſt, _ 

Or elſe a Breach, the Combatants being kin, 
Half ſtints their ſtrife beſore their ſtrokes begin. 
Ulyſ. They are oppos d already. Ae 
Ajax. What Trojan is that ſame that looks ſo heavy? 

.  Ubyſ. The youngeſt ſon of Priam, 3 
And a true Knight; they call him Troilus; 

Not yet mature, yet matchleſs, firm of Word, 

Speaking in Deeds, and deed leſs in his Tongue; 

Not ſoon provok d, nor being provok d ſoon calm'd, 

om heart and hand both open, and both free; 

or what he has he gives, what thinks he ſhews ; 

Yes gives he not till Judgment guide his Bounty, 

Nor dignifies an impair. Thought with Breath ; 

Manly as Hector, but more dangerous, | 

For Hector in his blaze of Wrath ſubſcribes, 

To tender Objects; but he in heat of Action 
Is more vindicative than jealous Love, 

They call him Troilus, and on him eret 

A ſecond hope, as fairly built as Hector. 

Thus ſays Zneas, one that knows the Youth, 

Even to his Inches; and with private Sul, | 

Did in great Jian thus tranflate him to me. [ Alarum. 

Aga. They are in Action. [Hector axd Ajax fi;vte 
Neſt. New Ajax hold thine own. 
Voi. Hector, thou ſleep'ſt, awake thee. 
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Aga. His Blows are well diſpos d; there Ajax. 


[ Trumpets ceaſe. 


Dio. You muſt no more. | 


[1 
1 


ne. Princes, enough, ſo pleaſe you. 
Ajax. I am not warm yet, let us hgbt again. 
Dio. As Hector pleaſes. | 
Hector. Why then, will I no more: | 

Thou art, great Lord, my Father's Siſter's Son; 
A Couſin German to great Priam's Seed: 

The Obligation of our Blood forbids 

A gory Emulation 'twixt us twain; 

Were thy Commixion Gree# and Trojan ſo, 

That thou could ſay, this Hand is Grecian all, 
And this is Trojan; the Sinews of this Leg | 
Alt Greek, and this all Troy : My Mother's Blood 
Runs on the dexter Cheek, and this Siniſter 
Bounds in my Father's: By Jove multipotent, 
Thou ſhould'ſt not bear from me a Greekzh Member 
Wherein my Sword had not impreſſure made 

Of our rank feud; but the juſt Gods gainſay. 
That any drop thou borrow' ſt from thy Mother, 
My ſacred Aunt, ſhould by my mortal Sword 

Be drain d. Let me embrace thee, Ajax: 

By him that thunders, thou haſt luſty Arms; 


Hector would have them fall upon him thus 


Couſin, all honour to the. 
Ajax. 1 thank thee, Hector] 
Thou art too gentle, and too free a Man: 
] came to kill thee, Couſin, and bear hence 
A great addition earned in thy Death. 
Hef, Not Neoptolemus ſo mirable, | 
On whoſe bright Creſt, Fame with her loud'ſt O yes, 
Cries, this is he, could promiſe to himſelf 
A thought of added Honour torn from Hect-r, 
Ene. There is expectance here from both the ſides: 
What farther you will do. WE 
Hedt. We'll anſwer it: 
The iſſue is Embracement: Ajax, farewel. 
Ajax, If I might in Entreaties find Succeſs, 
As ſeld I have the chance; I would defire 3 
| D My 


£29 i 


* s 
" — — — 
—— — — — - 
* ä n — = — — 
"FS. EP 2 3 — — * — — 
OG. — 8 1,5 


1 
ns 
4 
1 
Y 
1 
1 
"1 
1 
1 
5 


— 


_ 


a Inns A 
DOT 95s A ASCE — 
—— 


74 Troilus and Creſſida. 


My famous Couſin to our Grecian Tents. 
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Dio. Tis Agamemnins with, ard great Achilles. 


Doth long to ſee unarm'd the valiant Hecter. 


Hecter. Zneas, call my Brother Tro:lus to me: 


And ſigni fie this loving Interview 


To the expectors of our Pojan part: : 

Deſire them home. Give me thy Hand, my Couſin: 

] will go eat with thee, and ſee your Knights. 
Agamemnon and the reſt of the Greeks come for ward. 
Ajax. Great Agamemmon comes to meet us here, 
Heck. The worthieſt of them tell me name by name; 

But for Achilles, mine own ſearching Eyes 55 

Shall find him by his large and portly ſize. 

Aga. Worthy of Arms, as welcome as to one 


That would be rid of ſuch an Enemy, 


But that's no welcome: Underſtand more clear, 


What's paſt and what's to come, is ſtrew'd with husks 


And formleſs ruin of Oblivion: 

But in this extant moment, faith and troth, 

Strain d pure y from all hollow bias drawing, 

Bids thee with moſt divine Integrity, 

From Heart of very Heart, great Hector, welcome. 
Hed, I thank thee moſt Imperious Aga memnen. 
Aga. My well: fam' d Lord of Tr, no leſs to you. 

8 2s Oh 5 [To Trot, 
Men. Let me confirm my Princely Brother's Greeting, 

You brace of warlike Brothers, welcome hither. 
He8. Whom muſt we anſwer? : | 
Ene. The noble Menelaus. | 

_ He8. O—you my Lord—by Mars his Gauntlet thanks, 

Mock not, that L affect th'untraded Oath, 

Your qua adam Wife {wears {till by Venus Glove, 

She's wel), but bad me not commend her to you. 

Men. Name her not now, Sir, ſhe's a deadly Theme. 
Het, O fardon II offend. | | 
Nei. I have, thou gallant Trojan, ſeen thee oft 

Labouring for Deſtiny, make cruel way © 

Through ranks of Greekiſh Youth; and I have leen thee, 


"As hot as Perſeus, ſpur thy Phryg:ian Steed, 


And leen thee ſcouring Forteits and Subduements, 


M hen chou baſt hung thy advanc'd Sword i'th' Air, = 
| 0 
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Not let it decline on the declined: 
That I have ſaid unto my Standers: by, 
Lo, Jupiter is yonder dealing Life. 
And I have ſeen thee pauſe, and take thy Breath, 
When that a ring of Greeks have hem'd thee in, 
Like an Olympian wreſtling. Thus I have ſeen, 
But this thy Countenance,. ſtill lock d in Steel, 
] never ſaw till now. I knew thy Granſire, 
And once fought with him; he was a Soldier good, 
But by great Mars, the Captain of us all, 
Never like thee. Let an old Man embrace thee, 
And, worthy Warrior, welcome to our Tents. 
Ene. Tis the old Neſtor, i 
Hes. Let nie embrace thee, good old Chronicle, 
That haſt ſo long walk'd Hand in Hand with Time, 
Moſt reverend NeFJor, I am glad to claſp thee. 
Neſt. I wou d my Arms could match thee in Contention, 
As they contend with thee in Courteſie. | 
Hect. I would they could. | | 
Neſt. Ha? by this white Beard I'd fight with thee to- 
Morrow. Well, welcome, welcome, I have ſeen the time. 
Y. I wonder now how yonder City ſtands, | 
When we have here the Baſe and Pillar by us. 
Heck. I know your Favour, Lord Ulyſſes well. 
Ab, Sir, there's many a Greek and Trojan dead, 
Since firſt I ſaw your ſelf and Diomede 
In Alion, on your Greekiſh Embaſſie. | 
VH. Sir, I foretold you then what would enſue, 
My Propheſie is but half his Journey yet, 
For yonder Walls that partly front your Fown; 
Yond Towers, whole wanton tops 40 buls the Clou ls, 
Muſt kiſs their own Feet. 
He +, I muſt not believe you: 
There they ſtand yet; and modeſtly T think, 
The fall of every Phrygzan Stone will colt 
A drop of Grecian Blood; the end crowns all, 
And that old common Arhitrator, Time, 
Will one Day end it. | 
Di,. So to him we leave it, 
Molt gentle, and moſt valiant Hector, welcome; 
| 2: _- Mex 
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After the General, I beſeech you next 
To feaſt with me, and ſee me at my Tent. 
Acbil. I ſhall foreſtal thee, Lord Ulyſſes, thou: 
Now Hector, I have fed mine Eyes on thee, 
J have with exact view perus'd thee, Hector, 
And quoted joint by joint. 
Heck. Is this Achilles? 
Achil. Jam Achilles. 
He#. Stand fair, I prithee, let me look on thee. 
> Achil.Behold thy fill. „ 85 
| Hect. Nay, I have done already. | 
Achil. I hou art too brief, I will the ſecond time, 
As I would buy thee, view thee limb by limb. 
Heck. O, like a Book of Sport thou'lt read me oer: 
But there's more in me than thou underſtand' ſt. 
Why doſt thou ſo opprefs me with thine Eye? 
Achill. Tell me, you Heav'ns, in which part of his Body 
Shall I deſtroy him? whether there, or there, or there, 
That I may give the local Wound a name, 
- And make diſtinct the very breach, where out 
Heetor's great Spirit lew. Anſwer me Heavens. 
Hed. It would diſcredit the bleft Gods, proud Man, 
To anſwer ſuch a Queſtion: Stand again, 
Think'ſ thou to catch my Life fo pleaſantly, 
As to prenominate in nice Conjecture, 
Where thou wilt hit me dead? 
Achil, I tell thee yea. ; 
Hect. Wert thou the Oracle to tell me ſo, 
I'd not believe thee: Henceforth guard thee well, 
For I Il not kill thee there, nor there, nor there, 
But by the Forge that ſtythied Mars his Helm, 
I'll kill thee every where, yea o'er and o'er, 
You wileſt Grecians, pardon me this brag, 
His Inſolence draws Folly from my Lips, 
But Il] endeavour Deeds to match thele Words, 
Or may I neyer | 
Ajax. Do not chafe thee, Couſin ; 
And you, Achilles, let theſe threats alone 
Till accident or purpoſe bring you tot. 
Lou may have ey'ry day enough of Hector. 
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If you haye Stomach, the general State I fear, 
Can ſcarce intreat you to be odd with him. 
Hef. IT pray you, let us lee you in the Field, 

We have had pelting Wars ſince you refus'd 
The Crecian's Cauſe. Ex 
Achil. Doft thou intreat me Hector? 
To Morrow do I meet thee, fell as Death, 
To Night, all Friends. | 

. He&. Thy Hand upon that match. 

Aga. Firſt, all you Peers of Greece, go to my Tent, + 
There in the full convive you; afterwards, | 
As Hecter's Leiſure, and your Bountics ſhall 
Concur together, ſeverally intreat him 
Beat loud the Taborins, let the Trumpets blow; 

That this great Soldier may bis welcome know. C Exeunt. 

| Manent Troilus and Ulyfles, 1 
Doi. My Lord Ulyſſes, tell me I beſeech you, 

In what Place of the Field doth Calchas keep ? 

Ulyſ. At Menelaus Tent, molt Princely Trozlus ; 

There Diomede doth feaſt with him to Night; 
Who neither looks on Heav'n, nor on Earth, 
But gives all gaze and bent of amorous-yiew 
On the fair Ceſſid. | 
Dot. Shall I, ſweet Lord, be bound to thee ſo much, 
After you part from Agamemnon's Tent, 
To bring me thither ? 5 
Uyſ. You ſhall command me, Sir: 
As gently tell me, of what Honour was 
This Creſſida in Troy ; had ſhe no Lover there, 
That wails her abſence ? 9175 | 
Troz. O Sir, to ſuch as boaſting ſhew their Scars, 
A mock is due: Will you walk on, my Lord? 
She was belov'd, ſhe loy'd; ſhe is, and doth. | 
But ſtill, ſweeet Love is Food for Fortune's tooth. | Exe. 
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A 0 T V. S CEN E I. | 
SCENE E before Achilles's Text in the Grecian Camp. 
Enter Achilles and Patroclus. | 
Achil, 1 U heat his Blood with Greekiſb Wine to Night, 
Which with my Scimiter l' cool to morrow. 


Patrectus, leſt us feaſt him to the height. 


/ -Patr, Here comes Tverſites. 
Euter Jherſites. 


Acbil. vow now, thou core of Envy? 


| Thou cruſty batch of Nature, what's the News? 


Der. M hy, tbou Picture of what thou ſeem'ſt, and Idol 


of Ideot - worſlliippers, here's a Letter for thee, 


Aebil. From whence Fragment? 

Ther, Why, thou full diſh of Feo}, from Trop. 

Pair, Who keeps the Fent now? 

Ther. The Surgeon's Box, or the Patient's Wound. 
Patr. Well ſaid Adverſity, and what need theſe Tricks? N 


Ther. Frithee be ſilent, "_ profit not by thy talk, 


I Thou art thought to be Achilles's Male-Varlet. 


Patr. Male- Varlet, you Rogue? What's that? 

Ther. M hy, his maſculine Whore. Now the rotted Di- 
esſestof the South, Guts-griping, Ruptures, Catarrhs, loads 
o Gravel ”th' Backs, Lethargies, cold Pal ſies, and the like, 
take and take again ſuch prepoſterous Diſcoveries. 

Patr. M by, thou damnable Pox of Bike y, * en 
mean'ſt thou to curſe thus? 

Ther,' No I curſe thee? 

Patr. Why no, you ruinous Butt, you KOO indi» 
Ringuiſhable Car - 

Ther. No? Why art thou then exaſperate, thou idle im- 
material Skein of fey 'd Silk: thou green Sarcenet flap for 
a fore Eye; thou Taſſel of a Prodigal's purſe, thou? Ah, 
how the poor World is peſtred with ſuch * flies, di- 


minutives of Nature. 


Patr. Qut Gall! | e ; 
Ther. Finch Egg! + Z Aicbii. 
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Achil. My ſweet Patroclus, I am thwarted quite 
From my great purpoſe in to morrow's Battel : 
Here is a Letter from Queen Hecuba, — 
A Token from her Daughter, my fair Love, 
Both taxing me, and gaging me to keep =: 
An Oath that I havetivorn, I will not break it, 
Fall Greek, fail Fame, Honour, or go, or ſtay, 
My major Vow lies here; this [Il obey. 
Come, come, Therſites, help to trim my Tent, 
This Night in banquetting muſt all be ſpent. | 
Away, Patreclus, | [ Ext. 
Ther. With too much Blood, and too little Brain, thele 
two may run mad: But if with too much Brain, and too 
little B'ood, they do, Fil be a Curer of Mad-men. Here's 
Agamemmon, an honeſt Fellow enough, and one that loves 
Quails, but he hath not ſo much Brain as Ear-wax; and the 
good Transformation of Jupiter there his Brother, the Bull, 
the primitive Statue, and oblique Memorial of Cu:kolds, 
a thrifty ſhooting-horn in a Chain, banging at his Brother's 
Leg; to what Form, but that he is, ſhould Wit larded with 
Malice, and Malice forced with Wit turn him to? to an Als 
were nothing, he is both Afs and Ox; to an Ox were nothing, 
he is both Ox and Aſs; to be a Dog, a Mule, a Cat, a 
Fitchew, a Toad, a Liz ard, an Owl, a Puttock, or a Her- 
ring without a Roe, I would not care: But to be Mene- 
taus, | would conſpire againſt Deſtiny, Ask me not what 
I would be, if I were not Therſites; for I care not to be 
the Lowſe of a Lazar, ſo I were not Meneclaus. Holy- 
day, Spirits and Fires. i” 
Enter Hector, Ajax, Agamemnon, Ulyſſes, Neſtor, and 
| Diomede with Lights. 
Aga. We go wrong, we go wrong. 
Ajax. No, yonder tis, there where we ſee the light. 
Heb. I trouble you. | 
* Ajax. No, not a whit, | | 
| Enter Achilles. | | 
Uyſc Here comes himſelf to guide you. | | 
Achil. Welcome brave Hector, welcome Princes all. | 
Aga. So, now, fair Prince of Y, I bid good Night, 
Ajax commands the Guard to tend on you. : 


* 
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Her. Thanks, and good Night to the Greets General. 


Men. Good Night, my Lord. 
Hect. Good Night, ſweet Lord Menelaus. 


Ther. Sweet Draught ſweet quoth a 


ſweet 


Sink, ſweet Sewer. 


Achil. Good Night, and welcome, both at once, to 


tholſe that go or tarry. 


eo Nigb e. | EO 
Achil. Old N flo tarries, and you too, Diomede; 


Keep Hector Company an hour or two. 


Dio. I cannot, Lord, T have important Buſineſs, 


The tide whereof is now: Good Night great Hector. 


Hect. Give me your Hand. | 
. Follow his Torch, he goes to Calchas's Tent, 


© I'll keep you Company. | 5 


Nei. Sweet Sir, you honour me. 
Hect. And fo good Night. e e 
Acbil. Come, come, enter my Tent. [ Exeunt. 
Ther. That ſame Diemede is a falſe hearted Rogue, a moſt 
unjuſt Knave: I will no more truſt him when he leers; than 


I will a Serpent when he hiſſes: He will ſpend his Mouth 


and Promiſe, like Brabler the Hound; but when he per- 
forms, Aſtronomers foretel it, that it is prodigious, there 
will come ſome change: The Sun borrows of the Moon, 
when Dziemede keeps his word. I will rather leave to lee 


Hector, than not to dog him: They ſay he keeps a Trojan 


Drab, and uſes the Traitor Calchas his Tent, I'll after— 
Nothing but Leachery, all incontinent Varlets. ¶ E xeunt 


SCENE II. Calchas's Tent. 
| | Enter Diomede. 
Dio. What are you up here, bo? ſpeak. + 


Cal. Who calls? : | 
Dio. Diomede; Calchas, I think; where's your Daughter? 
Cal. She comes to you. | | 
Enter Troilas and Ulyſſes, after them Therſites. 
Ulyſ. Stand where the Torch may not diſcover us. 
8 i | Enter Creſſid. b 
Troi. Ceſſid come forth to him! 
| . Dio. 


et 


Trio. Hold, Patience 


Troilus au Cr eld. . 


Dio. How now, my Charge ? 


Cre. Now my ſweet Guardian; hark a word with you. 


V biſpers. 
Toi. Vea, fo familiar? 
Uly/. She will ſing to any Man at firſt ſight, 
Ther. And any Man'may find her, if he can take her 


life : ſhe's noted. 


Dio. Will you remember ? 
Cre, Remember? yes. 
Dio. Nay, but do then; and Jet your Mind be coupled 


with your Words. 


Troz. What ſhould ſhe remember? > 


U. Liſt. 
Cre. Sweet, Honey Greek, tempt me no more to Folly, 


Ther. Roguery 
Dio. Nay, then. 
Cre. Pl tell you what. 


Dio. Fo, fo, come tell a pin, y ou are forſworn 


Cre, In Faith I cannot: what would you have me do? 
Ther. A jugling trick, to be ſecretly. open. 


Dio. What did you {wear you would beftow. on me ? 
Cre. Iprithee do not hold me to mine Oath; 
Bid me do any thing but that, eng Greek, 


Dio. Good Night, 


Ulyſ, Ho. now, Trojan? 

Cre. Diomede, - 

Dio. No, no, good Night: Vil be ous Fool no more, 
Trio. Thy hetter muſt. 

Cre. Hark, one word in your Ear. 

Tro:,.O Plague and Madnels ! 


Uh. You are mov'd, Prince; let us depart, I pray vous 
Leſt your diſpleaſure ſnould enlarge i it ſelf 

10 wrathful:terms : this place is dangerous; 

The time right deadly :1 beſeech You 80. 


Troi. Behold, I pray you 
Ulyſ. Nay, good my Lord go off: 


Jou flow to great diſtraction: Come, my Lord, 


Troi. I pray thee ſtay. 
Ul. You have not patience z come, : 
D 5 T rote 
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| Troi. T pray you ſtay; by Hell, and Hell's Tormenty, 
J will not ſpeak a word. wy 
Dio. And ſo good Night. 
Cre. Nay, but jou part in tnger. ; 
Ii. Doth that grieve thee? O wither'd truth! | 
D Why, bow now, my Lord? | | | 
 TIrez, By Yove, I will be patient, 
Cre. Guardian—why, Greek 
Dio, Fo, fo, adieu you palter. | | 
De. In faith Ido not: come hither. once again. 
x. You ſhake, my Lord, at ſomething; will you go? 
You will break out. e ee 
Troi. She ſtroaks his Cheek. | 
. Come, came. | 
Doi. Nay, ſtay; by Jove, Iwill not ſpeak a word. 
There is between my Will, and all Offences, 
A guard of Patience, ſlay a little while. 
Ther, How the Devil Luxury with his fat Rump, and 
Potato Finger, tickles theſe together: Fry Letchery, fry. 
Dio. But will you then? 
Cre. I Faith I will come; never truſt me elſe. 
Dio. Give me ſome token for the ſurety of it. 
Cre. I'll feteh you one. 
UH. You have {worn patience. 
Troz, Fear me not, ſweet Lord. 
T will not be my ſelf, nor have cognition 
Ot what J feel: I am all Patience, 
5 | Enter Creſſida. 
Ther. Now the Pledge, now, now, now. 
Oe. Here Dic mode, keep this Sleeve. 
T+cz, O Beauty! where is thy Faith? 
NM My Lord. 
Troz, I will be patient, outwardly I will. 
Cre. You look upon that Sleeve; behold it well 
He lov'd me: — 0 falſe Wench:—Give't me again. 
Dio. Whoſe was t? | 
Cre. It is no matter now, I hay't again, 
I will not meet with you to morrow Night: 5 
I prithee, Diome de, viſit me no more. 


Wer. Now ſhe ſharpens: well ſaid Whetſtone, 


+ [Exits 


Dies 


* 


Troilus and cler | 83 


Dio. 1 ſhall have it. 

Cre. What, this? 

Dio. BY; that. REP Plea 

Cre. ye Gods O retty, prett ge: 
Thy Maſter now lyes thinking ret his Bed, F Ep: 
Of thee and me, and ſighs, and takes my Glove, 
And gives memorial __ Kiflesto it: 


As] kiſs thee, 


Dio. Nay, do not fnatch It from me. 

Cre. He that takes that, takes my Heart withal, 

Dio. I had your Heart before, this follows it. 

Troi. I did ſwear Patience. 

Cre. You ſhall not have it, Diowede : Faith you ſhall not, 
III give you ſomething elſe. | 

Dio. 1 will have this: whoſe was it? 

Cre, It is no matter. 

Dio. Come tell me whoſe it was ? 

Cre. T wagone that lov'd me better than you will, 
But now you have it, take it. 

Dio. Whoſe was it? | 

Cre. By all Dianas Waiting - Women yonder, 
And by . ſelf, I will not tell you whole, 

Dio. To Morrow I will wear it on my Helm, 


And grieve his Spirit that dares not challenge it. 
Troi. Wert thou the Devil, and wor'ſt it on thy Horn, 


It ſhould be challeng'd. 
Cre, Well, well, tis done, tis paſt; wt yet it is not 


I will not keep my word. 


Dio. Why then farewel, 
Thou ſnalt never mock Diome de again. 
Cre. You ſhall not go e cannot ſpeak a word, 
But it ſtraight ſtarts you, | 
Dio. I do not like this fooling, 
Tber. Norl by Pluto: But that that likes not me, plea- 


ks me beſt. 
Dio. What, ſnall Leome ? the hour. 


Cre. Ay, come: -O Yve !--do, come: -I ſhall be pogw d. 


Dio. Farewel till then. 11 
Cre, Good Night: I prithee come: | 
Ireilus, farewel; one Eye yet looks on thee; 


* 


But 
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But with my Heart, the other Eye doth ſee — 
Ah poor our Sex; this Fault in us I find, 
The Error of our Eye, directs our Mind. 
What Error leads, muſt err: O then conclude, _ 
Minds ſway'd by Eyes, are full of turpitude. [ Exit. 
Ther. A proof of ſtrength ſhe could not publiſh more; 
Unleſs the ſay, my Mind is now turn'd Whore. 
Uly/. All's done, my Lord. WET 
Toi. It is. . 
Dh. Why ſtay we then? 
Troi. To make a recordation to my Soul, 
Of every Syllable that here was ſpoke: 
But if I tell how theſe two did co-act, 
Shall I not lie in publiſhing a Truth ? 
Sith yet there is a credence. in my Heart, 
An eſperance ſo obſtinately ſtrong, 
That doth invert that teſt of Eyes and Ears; 
Ass if thoſe Organs had deceptious Functions, 
Created only to calumniate. | 
Was Gelid here? > 
U. I cannot conjure, Trojan. 
Troz She was not lure, 
Ulyſ. Moſt ſure ſhe was. 1 
Toi. Why, my Negation hath no taſte of Mad neſs. 
UN. Nos mine, my Lord: Creſſid was here but now. 
Troz, Let it not be believ'd for Woman-hood: | 
Think we had Mothers; do not give advantage 
To ftubborn Criticks, apt without a theme 
For depravation, to ſquare the general Sex 
By Creſjid's Rule. Rather think this not Creſſd. 
Uly/. What hath ſhe done, Prince, that can ſoil our 2 
Mothers? | 1 | | 4 
Toi. Nothing at all, unleſs that this were ſhe, 4 
Ther. Will he fwagger himſelf out on's own Eyes? 
Tei. This ſhe? no, this is Diumede's Oeſſid \ 
"If Beauty have a Soul, this is not ſhe: * * | 
If Souls guide Vows, if Vows are Sanctimony, 
If SanRimony be the Gods delight, 
If there be Rule in Unity it ſelf, 


This is not ſhe, O madnels of | Diſccur'e}. 


: 
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That Cauſe ſets up, with and againſt thy ſelf, 

By feul authority; where Reaſon can revolt 
Without Perdition, and Loſs aſſume all reaſon, 
Without revolt. This is, and is not Creſſid, 
Within my ſoul, there doth commence a fight 
Of this ſtrange Nature, that a thing inſeparate 
Divides more wider than the Sky and Earth, 
And yet the ſpacious breadth of this Divifion 3 
Admits no Orifice for a point, as ſubtle FX + 
As Ariachne's broken woof, to enter; | 
Inſtance; Oinſtance! ſtrong as Pluto s Gates; 
Creſſid is mine, tied with the Bonds of Heaven; 
Inſtance, O inſtance ! ſtrong as Heav'nit ſelf, 
The Bonds of Heav'n are ſlip'd, diſolv'd and loos d, 
And with another K not five Finger tied 2 TEMP 
The Fractions of her Faith, orts of her Love.. 
The fragments, ſcraps, the bits, and greaſie Reliques, 
Of her o er- eaten Faith, are bound to Diomede. 

Ulyſ. May worthy Troilus be half attach d 

With that which here his Paſſion doth expreſs? 
Toi. Ay, Greek, and that ſhall be divulged well; 
In Characters, as red as Mars his Heart | 
Inflam'd with Venus never did young Man fancy 
With-fo eternal, and ſo fix d a Soul. 
Hark, Greel, as much as Ido Creſjida love, 
So much by weight hate I her Diome de: | 
That Sleeve is mine, that he'll bear in his Helm: 
Were it a Cask compos d by Vulcan s Skill, 5 
My Sword ſhould bite it : Not the dreadtul Spout, 
Which Ship-men do the Hurricano call, 2h 
Conſtring d in Maſs by the Almighty Finger 
Shall dizzy with more Clameur Neptune :s Ear 
In his deſcent, then ſhall my prompted Sword ) 
Falling on Diomedę. 4 3 28555 | 
Ter. He'll tickle it for his Concupy., - 

Troi,, O Creſſid! O falſe Creſſid! falſe, falſe, falſe ! 
Let all Untruths ſtand by thy ſtained Name, 
And they'll ſeem glorious. 631 

M. O contain your ſelf: 
Your Paſſion dra ws Ears hither, 

; Enter 
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i” Enter Eneas. | 3-4; 
Ane. I have. been ſeeking you this hour, my Lord: 2 
Hector by this is arming him in Troy. 
Ajax, your Guard, ſtays to conduct you home. 
Troi. 3 wich you, W my en Lord, 
7 Adu. 
Farewel; revolted fair: And, Diomede, 
Stand faſt, and wear a Caſtle on thy Head. 
D. Tl bring you'to the Gates. 
Toi. Accept diſtracted thanks. 
[[A Exeunt Troilus, Eneas, and Ulyſſes. 
Ther. Would 1 could meet that Rogue Diomede, I 


would croaklike a Raven: I would bode, I would bode : 
Patrealus will give me any Thing for the Intelligence of 
this Whore: The Parrot will notdo-more for an Almond, 
than he for a commodious Drab: Letchery, Lerchery, 


ſtill Wars and Letehery, r elle holds Faſhion. 


burning Devil take them. [Exits 


SCENE I. Trop 


Enter HeRor and Andromache. | | 
And.” When was my Lord ſo much ungently temper 'dy 


- To ſtop his Ears againſt ad moniſiment? 


Unarm, unarm, and do not fightto day. 
Hed. Vou train me to offend you; get you gone. 


| By the everlaſting Gods, I'll go. 


And. My Dreams will ſure prove ominous to day. 


Hed. No more, I ſay, 
| Enter Caſſand ra. 

Caſ. Where is my Brother Hector? 

And. Here Siſter, arm'd, and bloody in intent > 
Conſort with me in loud and dear Petition; | 


Purſue we him on Knees; for I have droamt 


Ot bloody turbulence; and this Whole night _. 

Hath nothing been but ſhapesand forms.of Slaughters- 
Caf. O, tis true. | 
He8. Ho ! bid my Trumpet ſound. 
Caſ. No Notes of Tally, for the Heay'ns, ſweet Brother. 


Heck. Be gone, Iſay: The Gods have heard me fwear-- 


'# 
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cu The Gods are deaf to hot and peeviſh Vows; 
' They are polluted Offerings, more abhorr d 
Than ſpotted Livers in the Sacrihee, _. 90] 
And. O, he perſwaded, do not countit holy, 
To hurt by being juſt ; it were as lawful - 5 5 
For us to count we give what's gain d by Thefts, 
And rob in the behalf of Charity. | k 
, Cafe, It is the purpoſe that makes ſtrong the Vow 5 q 
But Vowsto every purpoſe muſt not hold: 1 
 Unarm, iweet Hector. 10 Mo | 
Hie. Hold you ſtill, Iſay;, { 
Mine Honour keeps the Weather of my fate; 8 =» 
Life every Man holds dear, but the dear Man | 
Holds: Honour far more precious-dear than Life. 
Enter Troilus. | 
How now, young Man; mean'ſt thou to fight to day > | / 
And. Caſſandra, call my Father to perſwade. 
Ys Exit Caſſandra. 
Het. No Faith, young Trozlus; doff thy Harneſs, Youth ; 
I am to day i'th'vein of Chivalry : | 
Let grow thy Sinews till their knots be ſtrong, 
And tempt not yet the bruſhes of the War. 
Unarm thee, go; and doubt thou not, brave Boy, 
Ill ſtand to day, for thee, and me, and Troy, | 
Troi, Brother, you have a vice of Mercy in you; 
Which better fits a Lion, than a Man. 
Het. What Vice is that? good Troi lus, chide me for it. 
Troi. When many times the Captive Grecians fall, | 
Even in-the fan — wind of your fair Sword, 
You bid them riſe, and live. 
Hect. O, tis fair play. | 
Doi. Fools play, by Heav'n, Hector. 
Hect. How now ? how now ? 
Tr07,. For th' Love of all the Gods, 
Let's leave the Hermit pity with our Mothers; 
And when we have our Armours buckled on, 
The venom'd Vengeance ride upon our Swords, 
Spur them to rueful work; reinthem from ruth, 
Hie. Fie, Savage, fie. | - 
Toi. Hettor, then tis Wars. 
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Heck. Troilus, T would not have you fight to Dar. li 
Trei. Who ſhould with-hold me? | | B. 
Not Fate, Obedience, nor the Hand of Mars £7 151 
Becknirg with fiery Truncheon my retire: | FF A 


Not Priamus and Hecuba on Knees, 5 
heir Eyes o' er-galled with recourſe of Tears; | 
Nor you, my Brother, with your true Sword drawn, FT 
Oppos d to hinder me, ſhould ſtop my Way; | 
But by my Ruin. | | G 
2B Enter Priam and Caſſandra... 5 D 
Caſe Lay hold upon him, Pram hold him faſt: | 
He is thy Cruteh; now it thou loſe thy ſtay, 
I Thou on him leaning, and all Troy on thee; 
Fall altogethe. | 


 # N 1. 
2 Priam. Come, Hector, come, go back; | | 
Thy Wiſe hath Dreamt; thy Mother hath had Viſions ; 
- Caſſandra doth foreſee; and I myſelf, . » 
Am like a Prophet, ſuddenly enrapt, | . 
© To tell thee that this day is ominous 
© Therefore come back. © | | 
1 Het. Tneas is a- field. : | fo 
And I do ſtand engag'd to many Greets. | w] 
Even in the Faith of Valour, to appear. on 
IJ bis Morning to them. 8 | an 
F Priam. Ay, but thou ſhalt not go, Ct 
=  Hect. I muſt not break my Faith: t 
EF You know me dutiful, therefore, dear Sir, 
| Let me not ſhame reſpect; but give me leave | ”. "thi 
Io take that Courſe by your Conſent and Voice, = 1! 
WM hich you do here forbid me, Royal Priam. - "Ge 
= - Caſ. O, Priam, yield not to him, . 


Andr. Do not, dear Father. | BL 
E : Hect. Andromache, I am offended with you: | 
| Upon the love you bear me, get you in. | {OY 
1 78 Exit Andromache, Pu 
| 4 Trci. This fooliſh, dreaming, ſuperſtitious Girl, | 
> _ Makes all theſe bodements. 
. O,farewel, dear Hector: i 
Look how thou dieſt; look bow thy Eyes turn pale; 
Look how thy Wounds do bleed at many vents 


Hark 
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Hark bow Troy roars; how Hecuba cries out; 
How poor Andromache ſhrills her Dolour forth; 
Behold Diſtraction, Frenzy and Amazement, 
Like wirleſs Anticks, one another meet. 
And all cry, Helter, Hectors dead: O Hector ' 
; Trot. Away. . 

Cafe Farewel: Yet, ſoft: Hector, I take my leave; 
Thou doſt thy ſelf, and all our Troy deceive. Exit. 

Hecb. You are amaz d, my Liege at her Exclaim: 
Go in and cheer the town, we'll forth and fight; 

Do deeds of P:aile, and tell you them at Night. 
Priam. Fare wel: The Gods wirh ſafety ſtand about thee · 
| Alarum® 

Trot, They are at it, hark: Proud Diomede, believe- 
come to loſe my arm, or win my Sleeve, 
| Enter Pandarus. 

Pand. Do you hear, my Lord? do you hear ? 

Troi. What now? © 

Pand. Here's a Letter come from yond poor Girl, 

Trot, Let me read. 

Pand. A whorſon Ptiſick, a whorfon raſcally Ptiſick, 
fo troubles me ; and the fooliſh Fortune of this Girl, and 
what one thing, and what another, that I ſhall leave you 
ore o'theſe days; and I have a Rheum in mine Eyes too, 
and ſuch an ach in my Bones, that unleſs a Man were 
Curſt, I cannot tell what to think on't. What ſays ſhe, 
there? 

Troz, Word, Words, meer Words; no Matter from 
the Heart. 

Th' Effect doth operate another way. [Tearing the Letter, 
Go Wind to Wind, there turn and change together: 

My Love with Words and Errors {till ſhe feeds ; : 

But edifies another with her Deeds. 

Pand, Why, but hear ou 

Tri, Hence, Brothel, Lacquy, Ignominy and Shaths 
Purſue thy Life, and lire ay with thy Name, [ Exeunt. 
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SCENE” W. The Field leinen Troy and tte 
Se Camp. 5 


Alarum. Enter Therſites. . 
Wer. Now they are clappe- cla wing one another, I'll 
go look on: That diſſembling abominable Varlet, Diomede, 
has got that ſame ſcurvy, doating, fooliſh young Knave's 
Sleeve of Ir, there in his Helm: I would fain ſee them 
meet, that, that ſame young Trejan Als, that loves the 
M hore there, might ſend that Greekiſh Whore-maſterly. 
Villain, with the Sleeve, back to the diſſembling luxuri- 
ous Drab, of a ſleeveleſs Errant. O' th t'other fide, the 
Policy of thoſe crafty ſwearing Raſcals, that ſtale old 
Moule-eaten dry Cheeſe, Neſtor ; and that ſame dog-fox 
Ulyſſes is not prov d worth a Blackberry. They ſet me up 
in Policy that mungril Cur 4jax, againſt that Dog of as 
bad a kind, Achilles, And now is the Cur Ajax prouder 
than the Cur Acbilles, and will not arm to Nay, Where- 
upon the Grecians begin to proclaim Barbariſm, and Poli- 
cy grows into an ill Opinion. 5 
1 Enter Diomede and Troilus. 5 
Soft here comes Sleeve, and toter. 
Troz. Fly not; for ſhould ' ſt thou take the River Styx, 
I would ſwim after. | 
Dio. Thou doſt mifcall retire : 
J do not fly, but adyartagious Care N 
3 Vithdrew me from the odds of Multitude; TY 
Have at thee, [They go off fighting, WM 
Ter. Hold thy Whore, Grecian: Now for thy Whore, 
*Trcjan: Now the Sleeve, now the Sleeve, now the Sleeve. 
I os | Enter Hector. 1 
1 Hedt. What art thou, Greek ? art thou for Hector's match? 
3 Art thou of Blood and Honour ? | | 
bl - Ter. No, no: I am a Raſcal; aſcurvy railing Knave; 
Bi 2 very filthy Rogue. | Ent £ 
3 Hiect. I do believe thee. live. it xs 
BM Ther. God: a-mercy, that thou wilt believe me; but 34 
ou Plague break thy Neck for frighting me; what's be- 
„dome of the werching Rogues? I think, they * 1 
| | | owe 


* 


Troilus and Creſſida. g 


lowed one another. I would laugh at that Miracle - yet 4 
in a ſort, Letchery eats it ſelf : V' ll ſeek them. ¶ Exit. | 
. Enter Diomedes and Servant. : | | 
Dio. Go, go, my Servant, take thou Troiluss Horſe, 
Preſent the fair ſteed to my lady Ceſſid: 
Fellow, commend my Service to her Beauty: 
Tell her I have chaſtis'd the amorous Trojan, 
And am her Knightby proot. 
Ser, I go, my Lord, 
Enter Agamemnon. 1 
Aga. Renew, renew, the fierce Pohyda mus = 
Hath beat down Menon: Baſtard Margarelon 
Hath Doreus Priſoner, | | = 
And ſtands Coloſſus wile, waving his Beam, | 
Upon the paſhed coarſes of the Kings, | 


— 


Epiſtrophus and Cedus; Polyxines is lain; 4 | 
Amphimachus and Thous deadly hurt; 85 
Patroclus ta en or flain, and Palamedes | 
' Sore hurt and bruiſed; the dreadful Sagitary | 
Appals our Numbers, haſte we, Diomede, | | 
To reinforcement, or we periſh all. | 
; | Enter Neſtor. 

| Neff. Go bear Patroclus's Body to Achilles, 
72 And bid the ſnall'd- pac'd Ajax arm for ſhame, 
There are a thouſand Hectors in the Field: 
Now here he fights on Galathe his Horſe, 
And there lacks work; anon he's there a-foot, 

g And there they fly or dye, like ſcaled Sculls, 
7 MW” Before the belching Whale: Then is he yonder, 


2 And there the ſtra) ing Greels, ripe for his edge, 
. Fall down before him, like the Mower's Swath; 


Here, there, and every where, he leaves and takes; 
Dexterity ſo obeying Appetite, 
That what he will, che does, and does ſo much, 


; That Proof is call'd Impoſſibility. 
: 80 | Enter Ulyſſes. x 
: Chſ. Oh, Courage, Courage, Princes; great Achilles 


Is arming, weeping, curſing, vowing vengeance; 
Patrechans Wounds have rouz'd his drowſie Blood, 
Together with his mangled Myrmidons, 8 


That k 
2 P 
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; 
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That noſeleſs, handleſs, hackt and chipt, come to him, 8 B 
Crying on Hector. Ajax hath loſt a Friend, Y IN 
And toams at Mouth, and he is arm'd, and at it, | | B 
Roaring for Troilus, who hath done to Day 2 by r 

Mad and fantaſtick Execution, wins 1 
Engaging and redeeming of himſelf, = I: 
With ſuch a careleſs Force, and forceleſs e H 
As if that Luck in very ſpite of Sn | + W 

Bad him win all. 1 

| Enter Ajax. | 1 ' N 
. Troilus, thou Coward Bolus. [Exit - Þ 
Dio. Ay, there, there. Ip | IS. .Q 
Neſt. So, fo, we draw together. LExeunt. 3 


Enter Achilles. 
Achil. Where is this Hector? 
Come, come, thou boy-killer, ſhew thy Face: 
Know what it is to meet Achilles angry. A 
Hector, where's Hector? I will none but Hector. DLExii- 


Enter Ajax. 
Ajax. Troilus, thou Coward Troilus, ſhew thy Head. 
Enter Diomede. = 


Die. Troilus, Lſay, where's Troilus? 

Ajax, What wouldſt thou? 
Dio. I would correct him. 1 
Ajax. Were I the General, ” 4 

T houahould'ſt have my Office, 
Ere that Correction: Troilus, I fav, what, Troilus-? 

Enter Troilus. 
Tri. Oh traitor Diamed: ! 

Turn thy falſe Face, thou traitor, _ _ 
And pay thy Life, thou oweſt me for my Horſe. 


n 


Dio. Ha, art tliou there? | {3 
Ajax. I'll fight with him alone, ſtand Diomede. | hi 
Dio. He is my prize, I will not look upon. '\ 
Tro. Come, both you cogging Greeks,have at you both. | 
[Exeunt fighting. 
Enter Hector. 


Hect. Vea, Troilus? O well fought, my youngeſt Brother, 
Enter Achilles. 


Achil, Now do I fee thee; have at thee, Hector. 3 
| i eck 
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Hedt. Pauſe, if thou wilt. | [ Fights y 
- Achil. I do diſdain thy Courteſie, proud Trojan f 
Be happy that my aims are out of uſe, ? [4 


| | My reſt and, negligence befriend thee now, 8 
| But thou anon uae hear of me again: 
. Till when, go ſeek thy Fortune 
_ » Hect, Fare thee well; Wh | 
I would have been much more a freſher Man, 
Had I expected thee ; how now my Brother? 
| 5 Enter T roilus. 

Troi. Ajax hath ta en Zneas ; ſhall it be? 
| No, by the flame of yonder glorious Heav'n 
; He ſhall rot carry him: I'll be taken too, 

Or bring him off: Fate hear me what I ſay; 

I wreak not, though thou end my Life to day, Exit. 

| Enter one in Armour. | | 

Hect. Stand, ſtand, thou Greek, 5 
Thou art a goadly Marx: 
Nos? wilt thou not? I like thy Armour well, 

I' fruſh it, and unlock the Rivers all, | 
But I Il be maſter of it; wilt thou not, Beaſt, abide ? 
Why then fly on, I'll hunt thee for thy Hide. [ Exit. 

Euter Achilles with Myrmidons. 
Achil. Come here about me, you my Myrmidons. 
Mark but what I ſay, attend me where I wheel; 

Strike not a Stroke, but keep you ſelves in Breath; 

| And whenl have the bloody Hector found, 
Empale him with your Weapons round about : 
_ |, In telleſt manner execute your Arms. 
Follow, meSirs, and my proceeding Eye: 

| | It is decreed — Hector the great muſt die. [ Exe, 
FM Enter T herſites, Menelaus and Paris. 

Ther. The Cuckold, and the Cuckold- maker are at it: 
Now Bull, now Dog; loo, Paris, loo; now my double 
hen' d Sparrow; loo, Paris, loo; the Bull has the Game: 

ware Horns, ho. Exit Paris and Menelaus. 
FTE Enter Baſt ard. | 
Ba. Turn, Slave, and fight. 
= T ber, What art thou ? 
| Baſt, A Baſtard Son of Priam's. 


Der. | 
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Ter. I am a Baſtard too, I love Baſtards, I am a Ba- 
ſtard begot, Baſtard inſtructed, Baſtard in Mind, Baſtard 


inwalour, ins thing Illegitimate : One Bear will not 
bite another, and wherefore ſhould one Baſtard ? Take 


heed, the Quarrel's moſt ominous to us: If the Son of a 


Whore fight for a Whore, he tempts Judgment: Farewel, 
Baſtard, . | 


Baſt. The Devil take thee Coward, | [ Exeunt. 


Enter Hector. 
Hect. Moſt putrified Core! ſo fair without: - 


The goodly Armour thus hath coſt thy Life. 


Now is my Day's work done; I'll take good Breath: 
Reſt Sword, thou haſt thy fill of Blood and Death. 
; Enter Achilles, and his Myrmidons, 
Achil. Look, Hecter, now the Sun begins to ſet ; 
How ugly Night comes breathing at his Heels: 
Even with the veil and darking ot the Sun, 
To cloſe the Day up, Hector's Lite is done, | 
|; 46s [ They fall upon Hector and kill him, 
Hed. J am unarm'd, forego this vantage, Greek, 
Achil. Strike, Fellows, ſtrike, this is the Man I ſeek, 
So, ion, fall thou: Now, Troy, ſink down: 


Here lies thy Heart, thy Sinews and thy Bone. En 3 


On, Myrmidons, cry you all amain, 


Achilles hath the mighty Hecker ſlain. [Ex-unt, 


Hark, a Retreat upon our Grecian part. | 
Myr.. The Trejan trumpets ſound the like, my Lord. 
Acrhil. The dragon wing of Night o'er ſpreads the Earth; 

And Stickler-like, the Armies ſeparates; | 

My half ſupt ſword, that frankly would have fed, 

Pleas'd with this dainty Bit, thus goes to Bed. 

Come, tye his Body to my Horſe's tail: 


Along the Field, I will the Trojan trail. TExeunt, | 
[ Sound Retreat, Shout, 


Enter Agamemnon, Ajax, Menelaus, Neſtor, Diomede, 
and the ref Marching. | 
Aga. Hark, hark, wha: ſhout is that? 
Neſt, Peace, Drums. | 
Sol. Achilles 1 Achilles ] Hecter's lain, Achilles 


Dio. I he Bruit is, Hellers lain, and by Achilles. 
| Ajax, 
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Strike a free march to Tr.y, with camiort go: 
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Ajax. If it is ſo, yet bragleſs let it be: 


Great Hector was as good a Man as he. 


Aga. March patiently along ; let one be ſent 


JI0 pray Achilles ſee us at our Tent, 
If in his Death the Gods have us befriended, 


Great Troy is ours, and our ſharp Wars are ended. 


Enter Eneas, Paris, Antenor and Diephobus. 
Ane. Stand ho, yet are we Maſters of the Field, 


Never go home, here ſtarve we out the Night. 


: | Enter Troilus. 

Troz, Hector is (lain, | 

All. Hector —the Gods forbid ! 

Trot. He's dead, and at the Murtherer's Horle's tail, 
In beaſtly ſort dragg'd through the ſhameful Field. 
Frown on, yo Heav'ns, effect your rage with ſpeed 
Sit Gods upon your thrones, and {mile at Troy. 

I {ay at once, let your brief Plagues be Mercy, 
And linger not our ſure Neſtru&ions on. 
Ene. My Lord, you do diſcomfort all the Hoſt. 
Troi. You underſtand. me not, that tell me fo : 


I do not. ſpeak of flight, of Fear, of Death, 
But dare all imminence, that Gods and Men 


Addreſs their Dangers in. Hector is gone-: 
Who ſhall tell Priam lo? or Hecubea? 

Let him that will a Scrietch-Ow(l ay be call'd, 
Go in to Trey, and ſay there, Hecter's dead: |, 
There is a word will Priam turn to ſtone ; 


Make Wells, and Nzobes ofthe Maids and wives; 


Cool Statues of the Youth; and, in a word, 
Scare Troy out of it ſelt. But march away, 
Her is dead: There is no more to ſay. 


Stay yet, you vile abominable Tents, 


T hus proudly pight upon our Phrygzan Plains: 


Let Titan riſe, as early as he dare, 
Fll through and through you. And thou great fiz'd Toward 


No ſpace of Earth ſhall ſunder our two Hates, 
I'll haunt thee, like a wicked Conſcience ſtill, 
That mouldeth Goblings {itt as Frenſies thoughts, 


Hope 


[LExeunt, 


— 
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Hope of Revenge ſhall hide our inward Woe. 
| | Enter Pandarus. 
Pan. But hear you, hear you? | 
Tro. Hence, Brothel, Lackey, Ignominy and Shame 
| ; [Strikes him. 
Purſue thy Life, and live ay with thy Name. | Exeunt. 
Pan. A goodly med'cine for mine aking Bones: Oh 
World! World! World! thus is the poor Agent deſpis d: 
Oh, Traitors and Bawds; how earneſtly are you ſet at 


Work, and how ill requited? why ſhould our Endea- 
= your be ſo defir'd, and the Performance ſo loath'd ? What 
* Verſe for it? What inſtance for it? Let me lee 


Full merrily the Humble Bee doth fing, 
*Till he hath loſt his Hony and his Sting ; 
But being once ſubdu'd in armed Tail, 
Sweet Hony and ſwee t Notes together fail, 


Good Traders in the Fleſh, ſet this in your painted Cloths, 


As many as be here of Pandar's Hall, 

Your Eyes half out, weep out at Pandar's Fall. 
Or if you cannot weep, yet give lome groans, 
Though not for me, yet for your aking Bones. 
Brethren and Siſters of the hold-door trade, 


Some two Months hence, my will ſhall here be made: 


It ſhould be now, but that my fear is this, 

Some galled Goole of Wincheſter would hils ; 

*Till then, P11 ſwear, and ſeek about for Eaſes, _ 
And at that time bequeath you my Diſeaſes. Exit. 


% 


CO, er: 


=y Foo 
£X; 7 
0 — x 
LED . 
4 „ 7 
7 7 7 
Fat ö 
14 
2 1 N N 
5 { 


1 £ "Ma. 
47 — 
ft TY 
— Y\ 
IS} es 
7 I 
>\ — 
— 


' 
| 
| 
| 


ä 2 


„ „ 


„ 


— — — 
- 2 * 4 


- = 
> we bk 
-# ” — 
4 + + 
89 
Koa tus 
„ 
» 
125 


- 
! 


* 1915 


vo i EEE Ry 


8222528828233 2 e 
rn ++; ++ 


w' 


— Soc 
— 
. 


HHH 7 
15 1), 7 7 5 
FE n 
VU OO LL . LOA 
: — 44% / 


a- 
CARTE Lind 
_ -< 
2 
- 


1 
„ 4 LL 
HHH: HH 
8 . 
„ 


* 
— 


OY AC 


N 


e 
A 


Ne * Ve; 


744, \\ 
a = 4 : o 
ewlel ee 7 5 ; N 
ee oy N | 
. . „ 8 5 
4 Wd e ns 
5 . . ; 80 
2 8 4” : : 


D 8 
— 
— SA 


OL 
8 \ 


NSN 
Amn 8 \ 
AAA) A 
j Arete : 
4 * * 
0 bY 
| 


"”"© ww 5... 
VR . 
= 


— — 


11617 „„ 


THE 9 
LIFE and DEATH 


—  ——— —— — —— — 


% 


2 0-NaAD 0 AN: 


Printed by R. WALK ER at Shakeſpear's Head in Turn- 
der Lane, by the Pitebqſide; and may be had at his 
. Shap, the Sign of Shakeſpear's Head, in Change-Alley- 


Cer ahi [l 0 


M DCC XX XY. 


Dramatis Perſonæ. 


ING Richard th Second. | | | 
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N J. N 
The COURT. 


Enter King Richard, John of Gaunt, with ether Nubles 
aged Attendants. 5 


King RICHARD. 
7 LD Job: of Gaunt,time-honour'd Lan- 


4 . = 5 caſt er 5 ' 
CERES 5 Haſt thou, according to thy oath ard 
e bond, 
/ a £Z 1s | e hither Henry Hereford thy bold 
= 0 l d aA Here to make good the boiſtrous late 
3 appeal, 


Which then our leiſure would not let us hear, : vp ; 
Againſt the Duke of Norfolk, Thomas Mowbray? 
Gaunt. T have, my lege. | 
K. Rich. Tell me moreover, haſt thou ſounded him, 


If he appeal the Duke on ancient malice, 
A 2 . Or 


4 Dye Life and Death 
Or worthily, as a good fubje& ſhould, — 
On ſome known ground of treachery in him ? 


- Gaunt. As near as I could ſiſt him on that argument, 

On ſome apparent danger ſeen in him _ _ }  _ .., 
Aim'd at your highneſs; no invet'rate malice. | 

K. Rich, Then call them to our preſence ; face to face, . 

And frowning brow to brow, our ſelves will hear 1 
Th' accuſer, and th' accuſed freely ſpeak: 8 
High- ſtomach' d are they both, and full of ire, 

In rage deaf as the ſea; haſty as fire. A 


SCENE IL 
Enter Bolingbroke and Mowbray. 


Beling. May many years of happy days befal 
My gracious 1 eraign, my molt loving liege. 
Mowb, Each day ſtill better others happineſs; 
Urtil the heavy ins envying earth's good hap, * 
Add an immoi tal title to your crown, 5 
K. Rich. Wu thank you both, yet one but flatters us, 
As well appeareth by the cauſe you come; | 
Namely t appeal each other of high tr eaſon. 
Couſin of Hereford, what doſt thou object 
Againſt the Duke of N rfolk, Thomas Mowbray ? 
Bling. Firſt, Heaven be the record to my ſpeech 
In the devotion of a ſubject's love, | 
Tend'ring the precious ſafety of my Prince, 
And free from other miſ-begotten hate, . 
Come I appellant to this princely preſence. | 
Now Thomas Mowbray do I turn to the, 
And mark my greeting well; for what I ſpeak, 
My body ſhall make good upon this earth, 
Or my divine foul anſwer it in hzav'n, 
Thou art a traitor and a miſereant. * 
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15 a miſcreant. | 
Too good to be lo, and too bad to liye, 


of RICHARD II. 5 
''f  Mewb. Let not my cold words here accuſe my zeal ; 
Tis not the tryal of a woman's war, | 
The bitter clamour of two eager tongues, 
Can arbitrate this caule betwixt us twain 
The blood is hot that muſt be cool'd for this, 
Yet can I not of ſuch tame patience boaſt, 
As to'be huſht, and nought at all to lay. 
Firſt the fair rev'rence of your highnels curbs me 
From giving reins and ſpurs to my tree ſpeech, 
Which elle would poſt, until it had return d 
Theſe terms of treaſon doubled dawn his throat. 
Setting aſide his high blood's royalty, 
Let him but be no kinſman to my liege, 
And I defie him, and I ſpitat him, 4 
Call him a ſlanderous coward, and a villain; 
Which to maintain, I would allow him odds, 
And meet him, were I ty'd to run a-foot 
Even to the frozen ridges of the Alps, 
Or any other ground inhabitable, 
Where never Engliſhman durſt let his foot. 
Mean time, let this defend my loyalty, | 
By all my hopes moſt faifly doth he lye. | 
Boling. Pale trembling coward, there I throw my gage, | 
Diſclaiming here the kindred of a King, | 
And lay afide my high blood's royalty, | 
| (Which fear, not rev'rence, makes thee to except :} 
Y If guilty dread hath left thee ſo much ſtrength, | 
|: As to take up mine honour's pawn, then ſtoop. 
By that, and all the rites of knighthood elſe, 
Will 1 make good againit thee, arm to arm, 
What I have ſpoken, or thou canſt deviſe. 


Since the more fair and cryſtal is the sky, 
The uglier ſeem the clouds that in it fly; 
Once more, the more to aggravate the note, 
With afoul traitor's name {tuff 1 thy throat. 
And wiſh, ſo pleaſe my ſoveraign, ere I move, 
What my tongue ſpeaks, my right drawn {word may prove. 
AMowb, Let not, Oc, | 
A 3 Mews. 
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6 The Life and Death 
Meowhb. I take it up, and by that ſword I ſwear; 
Which gently laid my knighthood on my ſhoulder, 
I'll anſwer thee in any fair degree, ; 
Or chivalrous deſign of knightly tryal ; 
And when I mount, alive may I not light, 
If I be Traitor, or unjuſtly fight. : 
K. Rich. What doth our couſin lay to Mowbray s. 
charge ? | TICS 
Tt muſt be great that can inherit us | 
So much as of a thought of ill in him. | 
Buoling. Look what I ſaid, my life ſhall prove it true, 
That Mowbray hath receiv'd eight thouſand nobles, 
In name of lendings for your highneſs ſoldiers, 
The which he hath detain'd for lewd imployments; 
Like a falſe traitor and injurious villain. ' 
Beſides, I ſay, and will in battel prove, | 
Or here or elſewhere,” tothe furtheſt verge, 
That ever was ſurvey'd by Engliſh eye; 
I hat all the treaſons for theſe eighteen years, * 
Complotted and contrived in this land, | \ 
Fetch from falſe Mowbray their firſt head and ſpring. 
Further, Iſay, and further will maintain, 
That he did plot the Duke of Glowceſter's death, 
Suggeſt his ſoon believing adverſaries, | 
And conſequently, like a traitor-coward, 
Sluc'd out his inn cent ſoul through ſtreams of blood; 
Which blood, like ſacrificing Abels, cries Þ + | 
Even from the tongueleſs caverns of the earth, 7 
To me, for juſtice, and reugh chaſtiſement. bi 
And by the glorious worth of my deſcent, 7 3 
This arm ſhai] do it, or this life be ſpent. - 
K. Rich. How high a pitch his reſolution ſoars! 
Thomas of Nerfolk, what {ay'ſt thou to this? 
Mowb. O let my ſoveraign turn away his face, 
And bid his ears a little while be deaf, | 
Till ] have told this ſland' rer of his blood, 
How Cod and good men hate ſo foul a liar. 
K. Rich. Mowbray, impartial are cur eyes and ears. 
Were he my brother, nay, our kingdom's heir, SOR 
As he is but my father's brother's ſon; zo 0 | 
- Ha ow s 
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Now by my ſcepter's awe, I make a yow, 
Such neighbour-nearneſs to our ſacred blood 
Should nothing priv lege him, nor partialize = 
Th unſtooping firmnels of my upright ſoul. Rot B 7 
He is our ſubject, Mowbray, ſo art thou, ö 0 
Free ſpeech and fearleſs I to thee allow. Y 
Mowb. Then Polingbroke, as low as to thy heart 
Through the falſe paſſage of thy throat, thou lieſt 
Three parts of that receipt I had for Calazs, 
Disburſt I to his highneſs ſoldiers; 
The other part reſerv d I by content, 
For that my ſoveraign liege was in my debt, 
Upon remainder of a dear account. 
Since laſt I went to Fame to fetch his Queen, 
Now ſwallow down that lye. For Glouceſter's death, 
I flew him not, but to mine own diſgrace, 
Neglected my ſworn duty in that caſe, 
For you, my noble lord of Lancaſter, 
„The honourable father to my foe, t 
Once l did lay an ambuſh for your life, 3 | 
A treſpaſs that doth vex my grieved foul ; 
But ere laſt receiy'd the ſacrament, 
I did confeſs it, and exactly begg'd 
Your grace's pardon; and I hope I had it. 
This is my fault; as for the reſt appeal'd, 
It iſſues from the rancor.of a villain, 
A recreant and moſt degen rate traitor : 
Which in my ſelf { boldly will defend, 
And interchangeably hurle dowry my gage 
VU pon this overweening traitor's foot, 
To prove my ſelf a loyal gentleman, 
Even in the beſt blood. chamber'd in his boſom. | 
In haſte whereof moſt heartily I pray | f 
Your highneſs to aſſign our tryal- day. 
K. Rich. Wrath-kindled gentleman be rul'd by me; 
Let's purge this choler without letting blood ; * * 
| - A 4 __ Gocd 
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Good uncle, let this end where it begun, 
We'll calm the Duke of Norfolk, you your fon, 
Gaunt. To be a make-peace ſhall become my age; 
Throw down, my ſon, the Duke of Norfo/k's gage. 
K. Rich, And, . Norfolk, throw down his. 
Gaunt. When, Harry, when? | 
Obedience bids, I ſhould not bid again. 
K. Rich. Norfolk, throw down, we bid; there is no 
boot. | FN | | 
 Mowb. My ſelf throw, dread ſoversign, at thy foot, 
My life thou ſhalt command, but not my ſhame, 
Ihe one my duty owes; but my fair name, 
Deſpight of death that lives upon my grave, 
To dark diſhonour's uſe thou ſhalt not have. 
I am diſgracd, impeach'd, and baffled here, 
Fierc'd to the lou}, with ſlander's venom' d ſpear : 
The which no balm can cure, but his heart-blood 
Which breath'd this poiſon. 
K. Rich. Rage muſt be withſtood : 4 5 
Give me his gage : Lions make Leopards tame. 
Momb. Yea, but not change their ſpots: take but my 
- ſhame, | | 
And I refign my gage. My dear, dear lord, 
The pureſt treaſure mortal times afford, 
Is ipotleſs reputation; that away, | 
Men are but gilded loam, or painted clay. - 
A jewel in a ten times barr'd up cheſt, 
* Is a bold ſpirit in a loyal breaſt. | 
1 Mine honour is my life both grow in one: 
| Take honour from me, and my life is done. 
Then, dear my Liege, mine honour tet me try, 
[/ In that I live, and for that will I die. | 
K. Rich. Couſin, throw down your gage; do you begin. 


* 


— cu _—___ 


This we preſcribe though no phyſician, 
Deep malice makes too deep inciſion : 
Forget, forgive, conclude and be agreed, 

Our doors ſay, this is no time to bleed, 
Good uncle, S0. 1 | 

' 125 Beling. 
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Boling. Oh heav'n defend my ſoul ſrom ſuch foul fan. 
Shall I ſeem ereſt· fall'n in my father's ſight, 
Or with pale beggar face impeach my height, 
Before this out-dar'd daſtard ? Ere my tongue 
Shall wound my honour with ſuch feeble wrong, 
Or ſound ſo baſe a parle, my teeth ſhalltear 
The flaviſh motive of recanting fear, 
And ſpit it bleeding, in his high diſgrace, | 
Where ſhame doth harbour, even in Mowbray's face. 
| | [ Exit Gaunt. 
EK. Nich. We were not born to ſue, but to command, 
Which ſince we cannot do to make you Friends, | 
Be ready as your lives ſhall anſwer it, 
At Coventry upon St. Lambert's day. 
There ſhall your {words and langes arbitrate 
The ſwelling diff rence of your ſettled hate: 
Since we cannot attone you, you ſhall ſee 
Juſtice decide the victor's chivalry. | 
Lord Marſhal, bid our officers at arms 
Be ready to direct theſe home-alarms. [ Exeunt. 


SCENE II. 


Enter Gaunt end Dutcheſs of Glouceſter. 


Gaunt. Alas, the part I had in Gl Ser's blood, 
Doth more ſolicit me than your exclaims, | 
To ſtir againſt the butchers of his life. 

But fince correction lyeth in thoſe hands, 
Which made the fault that we cannot correct, 
Put we our quarrel to the will of heay'n; 
Who when it ſees the hours ripe on earth, 
Will rain hot vengeance on offenders heads. | 
Dutch, Finds brotherhood in thee no ſharper ſpuy? 
Hath love in wy old blood no living fire? 
Edward's ſev n ſons, whereof thy ſelt art one, 
Were as ſev'n vials of his ſacred blood; 
Or ſey'n fair branches ſpringing from one root: 
Some of thoſe ſey*n are dry d by nature's courſe 
Some of thoſe branches by the deſt'nies cut > 
943 Bus 
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| But Thomas, my dear lord, my life, my Gloſter, © 
(One vial full of Edwards ſacred blood, | 
One flouriſhing branch of his moſt royal root) 
Is crack'd, and all the precious liquor ſpilt ; 
Is hackt down, and his ſummer's leaves all faded, 
By envy'shand and murder's bloody axe! | 
Ah Gaunt his blood was thine ; that bed, that womb, 
That metal, that ſelf- mould that faſhion'd thee, * 
Made him a man; and though thou liv'ſt and breath ſt, 
Vet are thou ſlain in him; thou doſt conſent 
In lome large meaſure to thy father's death; 
In that thou ſeeſt thy wretched brother die, 
Who wasthe model of thy father's life, 
Call it not patience, Gaunt, it is deſpair, + 
In ſuff ring thus thy brot her to be ſlaughter'd, 
Thou ſhow'ſt the naked pathway to thy life, 
Teaching ſtern murther how to batcher thee. 
That which in mean men we entitle patience, 
Is pale cold cowardiſe in noble breaſts, 0 
What thallI ſay? to ſafeguard thine own life, 
The beſt way is to venge my Glo er's death. 
Gaunt, God's is the quarrel ; for God's ſubſtitute, 
His deputy anointed in his ſight, . 
Hath caus d his death; the which if wrongfully, — 
Let God revenge, for | may never l ift | 
An angry arm againſt his miniſter. 
Dutch. M here then, alas, may I complain my ſelf? 
Gaunt, To heav'n, the widow's champion and defence. 
Dutc, Why then I will: farewel, old Gaunt farewel. 
Thou go ſt to Gentry, there to behold Y 
Our couſin Hereford and fell Mowbray fight, 
O fit my Husband's wrongs on Heref.rd'sſpear, 
That it may enter butcher Adowbray's breaſt ! 8 
Or if misfortune. miſs the firſt · career, 
Ee Mowbray's fins fo heavy in his boſommʒ 
That they may break his foaming cour ſer's back, 
And throw the rider head long in the liſts, 
A caytiff recreant to my couſin Hereford 
- Farewel, old Gaunt; thy fometime brother's wite 
Vith her companion grief, muſt end her life. 
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Gaunt. Sifter, farewel; I muſt to Coventry. 

As much good ſtay with thee, as go with me, | 
Rr 925 one word more; grief boundeth where it 

1 Als, 

Not with the empty hollowneſs, but weight: 

I take my leave, before I have begun; | 

For ſorrow ends not, when it ſeemeth done. 

Commend me to my brother, Edmund York. 

Lo, this isall—nay yet depart nat fo, 

Though this be all, do not fo quickly go: 

I ſhall remember more. bid him-—oh, what? 

With all good ſpeed at Plafhze viſit me. 

Alack, and what ſhall good old Tort ſee there 

But empty lodgings, and unfurniſh'd -walls, 

Un- peopled eee, untrodden ſtones? 

And what hear there for welcome, but my groans? 

Therefore commend me, let him not come there 

To leek out ſorrow that dwells every where; 

All deſolate, will I from hence, and die; | 

The laſt leave of thee takes my weeping eye, [| Exeunt. 


To pope pan pogo pe Lobobobopote tobe bofo Bobo DDLo/ 
T 
i | The Li(is, at Coventry. 


Enter the Lord Marſhal andthe Duke Aumerle. 


Mar. Y lord Aumerle, is Harry Hereford arm'd ? 
| Aum. Yea, at all points, and longsto enter ins 
Mar. I he Duke of Norfolk, ſprightfully and bold, 
Stays but the ſummons of th' Appellant's trumpet. 
Aum. Why then the champions are prepar'd, and ſtay , 
For nothing but his Majeſty's approach. [ Fleuriſh, 
The Trumpets ſound, and the King enters with his nobles : 
when they are ſet, Enter the Duke of Norſolk in arms 
defendant. _ | i 
. Rich. Marſha!, demand of yonder champion 
The cauſe of his arrival hete in arms; 22 


— 


12 The Life and Death , © 


Ask him his name, and orderly proceed 
To {wear him in the juſtice of his cauſe. | 
Mar. In God's name and the King's, ſay who thou art? 


| | : [To Mowb. 
Axd why thou com''ſt, thus knightly clad in arms? 4d 
Againſt what man thou com'ſt, and. what thy quarrel? 
Speak truly on thy knighthood, and thine oath, | 
And fo defend thee heaven, and thy valour! _ 1 
Mowb. My name is Thomas Mowbray, Duke of Norfolk, 
Who hither come engaged by my oath, 5 
© (Which heav'n forbid a knight ſhould violate,) 
Both to defend my loyalty and truth, 
To God, my King,.and my ſucceeding iſſue, 
Againſt the Duke of Hereford, that appeals me; 
And by the graceof God, and this mine arm, 
To prove him, in defendirg of my ſelf, 
A traitor to my God, my King, and me; 
And as I truly fight, defend me heay'n! | 
+ The Dumpets. ſound. Enter Bolingbroke appellant, in 
armour. 
K. Rich. Marſhal, ask.yonder knight in arms, 
Both who he is, and why he cometh hither, 
Thus plated in habiliments of war: 
And formally according to our law 
Depoſe him in the juſtice of bis cauſe. 


hither, | 3 | 

Before King Richard, in his royal liſts ?- [ To Boling, 
Againſt whom comeſt thou? and what's thy quarrel? 
Speak like a true knight, ſo defend thee heay'n ! 

Boling. Harry of Hereford, Lancaſter and Derby,. 
Am I, who ready here do ſtand in arms, 
To prove, by heav'ns grace and my body's valour,. 
In liſts, on Thomas Mowbray Duke of Norfelk, 
That he's a traitor foul and dangerous 
Fo God of heav'n, King Richard, and to me; 
Ard as I truly fight, defend me heay'n! | 

Mar. On pain of death, no perſon be ſo bold, 
Or daring hardy, as to touch the liſts, 


Except the Marſhal, and ſuch officers 
_ Appointed 


» 


* 
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Mar. What is thy name, and wherefore com'ſt thou 


* 
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Appointed to direct theſe fair deſigns. 


Boling. Lord Marſhal, let me kils my ſoveraigr's hand 

And bow my knee before his Majeſty : 
For Mowbray and my felf are like two men 
That vow a long and weary Pilgrimage: 
Then let us take a ceremontous leave 
And loving farewel of our ſeveral friends. | 

Mar. Th' Appellant in all duty greets your highneſs, 

| 2 [Tv K. Rich. 
And craves to kifs your band, and take his leave, 

K. Rich, We will deſcend and fold him in our arms. 
Couſin of Hereford, as thy cauſe is right, 
So be thy fortune in this royal fight; 
Farewel, my blood, which if to day thou ſhed, 
Lament we may, but not revenge the dead. 

Boling. Oh let no noble eye prophane a tear 
For me, if I be gor d with Mowbray's ſpear: 
As confident as is the Faulcon's flight 5 
Againſt a bird, do I with Mowbray fight. - 
My loving lord, I take my leave of you, * 
Of you, my noble Couſin, lord Aumerle, 
Oh thou! the earthly Author of my blood, [ To Gaunt. 
Whoſe youthful ſpirit, in me regenerate, | 
Doth with a two-fold vigour lift me up 
To reach at victory above my head, 


- Add proof unto mine armour with thy prayers; 


And with thy bleſſings ſteel my launce's point, 


That it may enter Mewbray's waxen coat, 
And furbiſh new the name of John a Gaunt 


Even in the luſty haviour of his ſon, | 
Gaunt. Heav'nin thy good cauſe make thee proſperous, 
Be ſwift like lightning in the execution, 


_— 
r 


* Lord Aumerle: | 

Not ſick although I have to do with death, 
But luſty, young, and chearly drawing breath. 
Lo, as at Engliſh feaſts, fo I regreet 

The daintieſt, laſt, to make the end moſt ſweet ; 
Oh thou | 
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And let thy blows, doubly redoubled on, 
Fall like amazing thunder on the cask 
Of thy adverſe pernfcious enemy. 
Rouze up thy youthful blood, be brave and live. 

- Boling. Mine innocence, Ged and St. George to thrive ! 
ow. However heavy nor fortune caſt my lot, 
There lives or dies, true to King Rzchard's throne, 
A loyal, juſt and upright gentleman : 
Never did captive with a freer heart 
Caſt off his chains of bondage, and embrace 
His golden uncontroul'd enfranchiſement, 
More than my dancing ſoul doth celebrate 
This feaſt of battel with mine adverſary. 
_ Moſt mighty Liege, and my companion peers, 

Take from my mouth the wiſh of happy years ; 
As gentle and as jocund, as to jeſt, 
Go [to fight: truth hath a quiet breaſt. 

K. Rich. Farewel, my lord, ſecurely I eſpy 
Virtue with valour, couched in thine eye. 
Order the tryal, Marſhal, and begin. 
Mar. Harry of Hereford, Lancaſter and Derby, 
Receive thy launce, and heav'n defend thy right. 

Boling. Strong as a tower in hope, I &ry Amen. 

Mar. Go bear this launce to Thomas duke of Norfolk. 

1 Her, Harry of Hereford, Lantaſter and Derby, 
Stands here for God, his ſoveraign and himſelf, 

On pain to be found falſe and recreant, 
To prove the duke of Norfolk, Thomas Mowbray, 
A traitor to his God, his King and him, 

And dares him to ſet forward to the fight. . 

2 Her. Here ſtandeth Thomas Mowbray, duke of Norfolk, 
On pain to be found falſe and recreant, 
Both to defend himſelf, and to approve 
Fung of Hereford, Lancaſter and DeFby, 

To God, his ſoveraign, and to him, diſloyal; 
Courageoully, and with a free deſire, 
Attending but the ſignal to begin. [ 4 charge ſuunde d. 

Mar. Sound trumpets: and ſet forward combatants, 
hut ſtay, the King hath thrown his warder down. 


* 


K. Rich. Let them lay by their helmets, and their r 
* 1 | - An | 
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And both return back to their chairs again: | 
Withdraw with us, and let the trumpets found, - 
While we return theſe Dukes what we decree. | 

| | ; „ [4 long flouriſh. 
For that our kingdom's earth ſhould not be oil ; 
With that dear blood which it hath foſtered ; 
And, for our eyes do hate the dire aſpect 
Of civil wounds plough'd up with neighbours ſwords; 
And for we think, the eagle-winged pride 
Of sky-aſpiring and ambitious thoughts, 
With rival-hating envy, ſet you on, 
To wake our peace, which in our country's cradle 
Draws the ſweet infant breath of gentle ſleep; 
(Which thus rous d up with boiſt rous untun'd drums, 
And harſh reſounding trumpets dreadful bray, ; 
And grateing ſhock ot wrathful iron arms, 
Might from our quiet confines fright fair peace, 
And make us wade even in our kindreds blood: ) 
Therefore, we baniſh you our territories. 


Vou couſin Hereford, on pain of death, 


Till twice five ſummers have enrich'd our fields, 
Shall not re-greet our fair dominions, 
But tread the ſtranger Paths of baniſhment, 
Bling, Your will be done: this muſt my comfort be, 
That ſun that warms you here, ſhall ſhine on me: 
And thole his golden beams to you here lent, 
Shall point on me, and gild my baniſhment. 
K. Rich. Norfolk, for thee remains a heavier doo 
Which I with ſome unwillingneſs pronounce. | 


- The flz-ſlow hours ſhall not determinate 


The dateleſs limit of thy dear exile: 
The hopeleſs word, of never to return 
Breathe I againſt thee, upon pain of E. 


Mowb. A heavy ſentence, my moſt ſoveraign Liege, 


And all unlook'd for from your highneſs' mouth: 


A dearer merit, not ſo deep a maim 

As to be caſt forth in the common air, 

Have I deſerved at your highneſs' hands. 
The language I have learn d theſe forty years, 
My native Engliſh, now I muſt forgo; 
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And now my tongue's uſe is to me no more, 
Than an unſtringed viol, or a rp; 

Orlike a-cunning Inſtrument cas'd up, 

Or being open, put into his hands | 

That knows no touch to tune the harmony, * 

I am too old tofawn upon a nurſe, 

Too far in years to be a pupil now; | 
What is thy ſentence then, but ſpeechleſs death, 
Which robs my tongue from breathing native breath? 

K. Rich. It boots'thee not to be compaſſionate 
After our ſentence plaining comes too late. 
_—Mewb. Then thus I turn me from my country's 

To dwel in ſolemn ſhades of endleſs night. 

K. Rich, Return again, end take an oath with ye. 
Lay on our royal ſword your baniſh'd hands: 
Spear by the duty that you owe to heay'n 
(Our part therein we baniſh with your ſelves,) 

To keep the oath that we adminiſter : 
Lou never ſhall, ſo help you truth, and heav'n, 
Embrace each others love in baniſhment, 
Nor ever look upon each other's face, 
Nor ever write, re-greet, or reconcile 
This low'ring tempeſt of your home-bred hate, 
Nor ever by adviſed purpoſe meet, 

To plot, contrive, or complot any ill, 
Gainſt us, our ſtate, our ſubjects, or our land. 
Boling. I ſwear. 

Mowhb. And 1 to keep all this. 

Boling. Nerjclk, ſo far, as to mine enemy: 
By this time, had the King permitted us, 

One of our ſouls had wand red in the air, 


_— 


* the harmony. | | 
Within my mouth you have engoal'd my tongue, 
Doubly portcullis'd with my teeth and lips; 
And dull, untecling, barren ignorance 

Is made my goaler to attend on me. 


Baniſſi d 


Save back to England; all the world's my way. 


But ſtop no wrinkle in his pilgrimage: 
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Baniſh'd this frail ſepulchre of our fleſh, | 
As now our fleſh is baniſh'd from this land, 
Confeſs thy treaſons ere thou fly this realm, 
Since thou haſt far to go, bear not along 
The clogging burthen of a guilty ſoul. 
Mowö. No Bolingbroke : if ever I were traitor, 
My name be blotted from the book of life, 
And I from heav'n baniſf d as from hence; 
But what thou art, heav'n, thou, and I do know, 
And all too ſoon, I fear, the King ſhall rue. 
Farewel, my Liege; now no way canl[ ſtray, 


i [ Exit. 
"CEN: EV) -: 


K. Rich. Uncle, even in the glaſſes of thine eyes, 

I ſee thy grieved heart; thy ſad aſpect 

Hath from the number of his baniſh'd years 

Pluck'd four away ; fix frozen winters ſpent, 

Return with welcome home from baniſhment, 
Boling. How long a time lies in one little word! 

Four lagging winters, and four wanton ſprings 

End in a word; ſuch is the breath of Kings. 

Gaunt. I thank my Liege, that in regard of me 

He ſhortens four years of my ſon's exile: 

But little vantage ſhall I reap thereby: . 

For ere the ſix years that he hath to ſpend, | 

Can change their moors, and bring their times about, 

My oyl-dry'd lamp, and time-bewaiſted light, 

Shall be extin& with age, and endleſs night: 

My inch of taper will be burnt and done, 

And blindfold death not let me ſee my ſon. | 
K. Rich. Why Uncle? thou haſt many years to live. 
Gaunt. But not a minute, King, that thou can't 

| Ve: 

3b my days thou canſt with ſullen ſorrow, 

And pluck nights from me, but not lend a morrow; 

Thou canſt help time to furrow me with age, 


Thy 
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Thy word is current with him, for my death; 
But dead, thy kingdom cannot buy my breath. 
EK. Rich. Thy ſon is bed — advice, 
Whereto thy tongue a party Veriliet gave 
Why at os Talkie ſeems thou then to low'r ? 8 
Gaunt. Things ſweet to taſte, prove in digeſtion ſowr: 
You urg'd me as a judge, but Thad rather | GA 
You would have bid me argue like a father. | 
Alas, I look d when ſome of you ſhould ſay, 
I was too ſtrict to make mine dn away: 
But you gave leave to my unwilling tongue, 
Againſt my. will, to do my {elf this wrong. + 
A partial ſlander ſought I to avoid, 
And inthe ſentence my own life deſtroy d. 
X. Rich, Couſin, farewel; and uncle, bid him ſo: _ 
Sir years we baniſh him, and he ſhall go. [Feiſt 
CCC | Exit. 


en Vi: : 0 


17 * Couſin, farewel; what preſence muſt not 
88 now, i 
From where do you remain, let paper ſhow. 

Mar. My lord, no leave take I, for I will ride 
As far at land will let me, by your ſide. vi 
1 * Oh to what purpoſe doſt thou hoard thy 5 

words, $2 ; | 
That thou return'ſt no greeting to thy friends? 

Beling. I have too few to take my leave of you, 
When the tongue's office ſhould be prodigal, bg 
To breathe th abundant dolour of the heart. 

Gaunt, Thy grief is but thy abſence for a time. 

Boling. Joy ablent, grief is preſent for that time. 
Gaunt. What is fax winters? they are quickly gone. 
HBoling. To men in joy; but grief makes one hour ten. 

Gaunt. Call it a travel that thou tak'ſt for pleaſure. 

Beling. My heart will ſigh when I miſoall it ſo, 
Which finds it an inforced pilgrimage. 

Gaunt. The ſullen paſſage of thy weary ſteps 
Eſteem a foil, wherein thou art to ſet | 


The 


The precious jewel of thy home return. 
Go ſay, I ſent thee forth to purchaſe honour, 


To lye that way thou go'ſt, not whence thou com *, 


By thinking on the froſty Caucaſus ? 


way; 
Had Ithy youth and cauſe, I would not ſtay. 


Enter King Richard, and Buſhy, Cc. at one door, and the 
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All places that the eye of heaven viſits 

Are to a wiſe man ports and happy havens. 
Teach thy neceſſity to reaſon thus: 
There is no virtue like nec eſſity. 

And not, the King exil'd thee, Or ſuppoſe 
Devouring peſtilence hangs in our air, 
And thou art flying to a treſher clime. 
Look what thy foul holds dear, imagine it 


Suppoſe the ſinging birds, muſicians; 
The graſs whereon thou tread'ſt, the preſence- floor; 
The flow'rs fair ladies; and thy ſteps no more 
Than a delightful meaſure or a dance. 

Boling. Oh who can hold a fire in his hand 


Or cloy the hungry edge of appetite, 

By bare imagination of a feaſt ? 

Or wallow naked in December ſnow 

By thinking of fantaſtick's ſummer's heat? 

Oh no, the apprehenſion of the good 

Gives but the greater feeling to the worſez 

Fell ſorrow's tooth doth never wrangle more 

Than when it bites, but launceth not the ſore. 
Gaunt, Come, come; my ſon, FI] bring thee on thy 


Boling. Then England's ground farewel; ſweet ſoil 
ad ĩieu . | 

= mother and my nurſe, which bears me yet. 

Where-c'erT wander, boaſt of this I can, 

Though baniſh'd, yet a true-born Engliſhman. ¶ Exeunts 


SCENE YH 


Lord Aumerle at the other. 


K. Rich. We did indeed obſerve———Couſin . 
| | ow 


a” 
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How far brought you high Hereford on his way ? 
Aur. I brought high Hereford, it you call him ſo, 
But to the next high-way, and there I left him. 
Wk, And ſay, what ſtore of parting tears were 
ed? RN 87 4 rt 
Aum. Faith, none by me; except the north-eaſt wind, 
(Which then blew bitterly againſt our faces) 
Awak'd the ſleepy rheum, and ſo by chance 
Did grace our hollow parting with a tear. 


K. Rich. What ſaid your. couſin when you parted 


with him? "#46 
— Aum. Farewel. . | 
And for my heart diſdained that my tongue | 
Should ſo prophane the word, that taught me crafc 
To counterfeit oppreſſion of ſuch grief, 
That word ſeem d buried in my ſorrow's grave. 
But would the word farewe] have lengthen d hours, 
And added years to his ſhort baniſhment, 
He ſhould have had a volume of farewels; 
But ſince it would not, he had none of me. 5 
K. Rich. He is our kinſmæn, couſin; but tis doubt, 
M bentime ſhall call him home from baniſh ment, 
Whether our kinlman come to ſee his friends. 
Our (elf, and. Buſhy, Bagct here and Green 
Obſery'd his courtſhip to the common people: 
How he did ſeem to dive into their hearts, 
With humble and familiar courteſie, 
What rev rence he did throw away on flaves; 
Wooing poor crafts-men with the craft of ſmiles, 
And patient under-bearing of his fortune, 
As twere to baniſh their affections with him. 
Off goes his bonnet to an oz ſter-wench ; 
A brace of dray-men bid God ſpeed him wel), 
And had the tribute of his ſupple knee, T> 
With thanks, my country men, my. loving friends; 
As were our England in reverſion his, 
And he our ſubjects next degree in hope. 
Green. Well, he is gone, and with him go theſe 
thoughts. | 
Now for the rebels which ſtand out in Ireland 


CH 


Expe- 


Nen 


| 
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1 Expedient manage muſt be made, my Liege; 
i Ere further leiſure yield them further means 
For their advantage, and your highnels' loſs. 
K. Rich. We will our ſelf in perſon to this war: 
And, for our coffers with too great a court, 
| Ard liberal largeſs, are grown ſomewhat light, 
. We are inforc'd to farm our royal realm, 
The revenue whereof ſhall furniſh us 
For our affairs in hand; it they come ſhort, 
Our ſubſtitutes at home ſhall have blank charters: 
Whereto, when they ſhall know what men are rich, 
They ſhall ſubſcribe them for large ſums of gold, 
And ſend them after to ſupply our wants: 
For we will make for [eland preſently. 
15 | | Enter Buſhy. 
2 K. Rich. What news? | 
| Buſhy, Old John of Gaunt is ſick, my lord, 
Suddenly taken, and hath ſent poſt haſte 
- Tiintreat your Majeſty to viſit him, 
| K. Rich, Where lies he? 
: Buſhy. At Ely-houſe. 
K. Rich. Now put it, heav'n, in his phyſician's mind, 
To help him to his grave immediately: 
The lining of his coffers ſhall make coats 
To deck our ſoldiers for theſe Jiſb wars. 
Come gentlemen, let's all go viſit him: 
Pray heay'n we may make haſte, and come too late. | 
e [ Exeunt, 
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ACT IE SCENE A 
Enter Gaunt ſick, with the Duke of York. 
„ Ta 
ALL, the King come, that I may breathe my 


| laſt 
In wholeſome counſel to his unſtay*d youth? | 
Jork. Vex not your elf, and ſtrive not with Pour 
breath, f n 
For all in vain comes counſel to his ear. „ 
Gaunt, Oh but, they ſay, the tongues of dying men 
Inforce attention like deep harmony ; | 0 
Where words are ſcarce, they're ſeld om ſpent in vain, | 
For they breathe truth, that breath their words in pain. 
rk. His ears is ſtopt with other flatt'ring charms, 08 | 
As raifes of his ſtate ; there are beſide 
civious meeters, to whoſe yenom'd found l 
Tbe open ear of youth doth always liſten: | 1 
Report of faſhions in proud [taly, | | 
Whoſe manners ſtill our tardy apiſh nation | 
Limps after, in baſe bes. AJ 
Where doth the world thruſt forth a vanity, 
So it be new, there's no reſpect how vile, 


* their words in pain. ö 
- He that no more mult ſay is liſten d more. 
Than they whom youth and eaſe have taught to gloſe; 
More are mens ends mark d than their lives before: 
The ſetting ſun and muſick in the cloſe 
As the laſt taſte of ſweets,” is ſweeteſt laſt, 
Writ in remembrance more than things long paſt, 
Though Richard my life's courſel would not hear, 
My death's ſad tale may yet undeaf his ear, 
Tork. His ear | = 


SI 


De — —ö 


A nn age * 2 


Light vanity, inſatiate cormorant, 


This royal throne of kings, this ſcepter d Iſle, 
This earth of Majeſty, this feat of Mars, 
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That is not quickly buz'd into his ears? 
Then all too late eomes counſel to be heard, 
Where will doth mutiny with wits regard. * 

Gaunt, Methinks J am a prophet new inſpir'd 
And thus expiring, do foretell of him, 
His raſh, fierce: blaze of riot cannot laſt; 
For violent fires ſoon burn out themſelves, | 
Small ſhow'rs laſt long, but ſudden ſtorms are ſhort ; 
He tires betimes, that ſpurs too fait betimes; 
With eager feeding, food doth choak the feeder; 


Conſuming means, ſoon preys upon it ſelf. 


This other Eden, demy Paradiſe, 

This fortreſs built by nature for her ſelf, | 

Againſt infection, and the hand of war; | 1 
This happy breed of men, this little world; 
This precious ſtone ſet in the ſilver ſea, 

Which ferves it in the office of a wall, 

Or as a moat defenſive to a houſe, 

Againſt 8 of leſs happy lands; | 
This nurſdz- this teeming womb of royal Kings, 
Fear'd ſor their breed, and famous for their birtb, 


| Renowned for their deeds, at far from home, 
For chriſtian ſervice and true chivalry, 


As is the ſepulchre in ſtubborn Jury 
Of the world's ranſom, bleſſed Mary's fon ; | 
This land of ſuch dear ſouls, this dear dear land, | 
Dear for her reputation through the world, 
Is now leas d out, (I die pronouncing it) 

Like to a tenement or pelting farm. 
England bound in with the triumphant ſea, 
Whoſe rocky ſhore beats back the envious ſiege 


* 


— 
2 1 3 — 
„ 


*. — with wits regard. | | 
Direct not him whoſe way himſelf will chooſe ; 


*Tis breath thou lack ſt, and that breath wilt thou looſe, 


Gaunt, Methinks I am ——— 


n 


The Life and Death 


Of watry Neptune, is bound in with ſhame, - | 


With inky-blots, and rotten parchment bonds. 


That England, that was wont to conquer others, 
Hath made a ſhameful conqueſt of it ſeff. 

Ah! would the ſcandal yaniſh with my life, 
How happy then were my enſuing death! _ 


* 


SCENE II. a . 


Enter King Richard, Queen, Aumerle, Buſhy, Green, 
Bagot, Roſs, and Willoughby. 


- Yirk, The King is come, deal mildly with his youth; 
For young hot colts inrag' d, do rage the more. 


Cuecen. How fares our noble uncle, Lancaſter? 5 
K. Rich. What comfort, man? How is it with aged 
Gaunt? x | | alin? 


—— * —_—_—@_ 


with aged Gaunt. nk i 
Gaunt. O how that name befits my compoſition! 
Old Gaunt indeed, and gaunt in being old: . 

Within me grief hath kept a tedious faſt 

And who abſtains from meat that is not gaunt? 

For ſleeping England long time I have watcht, 

Watching breeds leanneſs, leanneſs is all gaunt; 

The pleaſure that ſome fathers feed upon. 

Is my ſtri& faſt, I mean my childrens looks, 

And therein faſting haſt thou made me gaunt, 

Gaunt am I for the graye, gaunt as 7r:vye, 

W hoſe hollow womb inherits nought but bones, 

K. Rich. Can ſick men play fo nicely with their names? 
Gaunt, No, miſery makes ſport to mock it ſelf; f 

Since thou doſt ſeek to kill my name in me, 

I mock my name, great King, to flatter the. 

A. Rich. Should dying men flatter thoſe that live? 

_ Gaunt, No, no, men living flatter thoſe that die. 
K. Rich. Thou now a dying, fay'ſt thou flatter'ſt me. 
Caunt. Oh no, thou dy ſt though I the ſicker be. 

K. Rich. I am in health, I breathe, I lee thee ill. 
Gaunt. Now he that made me, knows I ſee thee ill: 
In in my fell —_ _ . 


* 


SGaunt. 
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Gaunt. Ill in my ſelf, but ſeeing thee too, ill, 1 
Thy death- bed is no leſſer than the land, 
Wherein thou lieſt in reputation ſick; 
- And thou, too careleſs | pray as thou art, 
Giy'ſt thy anointed body to the cure 


Of thoſe Phy ſicians that firſt wounded thee : 
A thouſand Hatt'rers fit within thy crown, 


A " Whoſe compaſs is no bigger than thy head, 
n, And yet engaged in ſo ſmall a verge, 
| Thy waſte is no whit leſſer than thy land. 
1's Oh had thy grandſire with a prophet's eye, 


Seen how his ſon's fon ſhould deſtroy bis ſons, 
| From forth thy reach he would have laid thy ſhame, 
d Diepoſing thee before thou wert poſſeſt, 
5 Who art poſſeſt now to depole thy ſelf. 4 
Why, couſin, wert thou regent of the world, 
It were a ſhame to let this land by leaſe: 
But for thy world enjoying but this land, 
| Als it not more than ſhame, to ſhame it ſo? ; 
© Landlord of England art thou, and not King: 
In ſtate of law, 1s bondllaye to the law, 
s | | 
K. Rich. And thou, a lunatick lean-witted fool, 
Preſuming on an ague's privilege, 
 Dar'ſt with thy frozen admonition, 
Make pale our cheek, chaſing the royal blood 
With fury, from his native reſidence. ; 
Now by my ſeat's right royal Majzſty, 
| Wert thou not brother to great Edward'sſon, 
This tongue that runs ſo roundly in thy head, 
Should runthy head from thy unreverent ſhoulders. 
Gaunt. Oh ſpare me not, my brother Edwards fon, 
For that I was his father Edwar d's ſon. 
That blood already, like the Pelican, 
Haſt thou tapt out, and drunkenly carous'd. 
My brother Glo ſter, plain well-meaning ſoul, 
| (Whom fair befal in heav'n mong'ſt happy ſou's) 
May be a precedent and witneſs good, 
That thou reſpect ſt not ſpilling Edward's blood. 
Join with the preſent ſickneſs that I have, 
And thy unkindne ſs be like 3 age, 


7 


1. 
| To 
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To crop at once a too-long-wither'd flower. 

Live Tt thy ſhame, but die not ſhame with thee : 

T heſe words hereafter thy tormentors be. 2 

Convey me to my bed, then to my graves ' 

Love they to live, that love and honour have. [ Exit. 
K. Rich. And ler them die, that age and ſullens have; 


For both haſt thou, and both become the grave. 


Vr. I do beſeech your Majeſty impute 2 © iy 


His words to way ward ſicklineſs, and age: 
He loves you on iy life, and holds you dear 


As Harry Duke of Hereford, were he here. 


K. Rich, Right you lay true: as Hereford's love, ſo his; 


As theirs, ſo mine; and all be as it is. 


SCENE III. 


| Enter Northumberland, | 
North, My Liege, old Gaunt commends him to your 
a Majeſty. | ES * 
K. Rich. What ſays old Gaunt ? - 997 
Nerth. Nay nothing, all is ſaid : 
lis tongue is now a ſtringleſs inſtrument, 
Words, life. and all, old Lancalſer hath ſpent. 
Nrk. Be 7rk the next that muſt be bankrupt ſo; 
T bough death be poor, it ends a mortal woe. 
K. Rich. The ripeſt fruit firſt falls, and fo doth he; 
His time is ſpent, our pilgrimage mult be; 
So much for that. Now for our Iriſh wars; 
We muſt ſupplant thoſe rough rug headed kerns, 4 
Whichlive like venom, where no venom elſe, 
But only they, have privilege to live. 
And, for thele great affairs do ask ſome charge, 
Towards our affiſtance we do ſeize to us A 
The plate, coin, revenues, and moveables, 
Whereof our uncle Gaunt did ſtand poſſeſt. 
yk. How long ſhall I be patient? Oh how long 
Shall tender duty make me ſuffer wrong? 
Not Gl fter's death, nor Herejord's baniſhment, 
Not Gaunt's rebukes, nor Fng/aud's private wrongs ; : 


wo. ® 


ir 
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Nor the prevention of poor Bolingbrełe 
About his marriage, nor my own dilgrace, 
Have ever made me ſow'r my patient cheek, 
Or bend one wrinkle on my loveraign's face. 
Jam the laſt of noble Edward's (ons, 
Of whom thy father, Prince of Wales, was firſt s + 
In war, was never Lionrag'd more fierce; 
In peace, was never gentle Lamb more mild 
Than was that young and princely gentleman z 
His face thou haſt, for even ſo look'd he, | 
Accompliſh'd with the number of thy hours. _ 
But when he frown'd, it was againſt the French, 
And not againſt his Friends: His noble hand 
Did win what he did ſpend; and ſpent not that 
Which bis triumphant father's hand had won. 
His hands were guilty of no kindred's blood, 
But bloody with the enemies of his kin, | 
Oh Richard, Pré is too far gone with grief, | _ 
Or elſe he never would compare between. 
K. Rich. Why uncle, what's the matter? 
Trk, Oh, my Liege * | 
Seek you to ſeize, and gripe into your hands 
The royalties and rights of baniſh'd Heref:rd? 
Is not Gaunt dead, and doth not Hereford ſive? 


Was not Gaunt juſt, and is not Harry true? 


Did not the one deſerve to have an heir? 

Is not his heir a well-deſerving lon ? 

Take Hereford 's rights away, and take from time, 
His charters, and his cuſtomary rights. 

Let not to-morrow then enſue to-day, 

Be not thy ſelf. For how art thou a King 

But by fair ſequence and ſucceſſion 2 _ 

If you do wrongfully ſeize Hereford's right, 

Call in his letters patents that he hath, | 

By his attorney;s-general, to ſue 


» n — „ 


15 my Liege, 
Pardon if you pleaſe; if not, 
I, pleas'd not to be pardon' d, am content, 
Seek you to ſeize, Cc. 8 

2 
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His lirery, and deny his offer'd homage; 


— 


You pluck a thouſand dangers on your head; 
You loſe a thouſand well-diſpoſed hearts; 
And prick my tender patience to thoſe thoughts 
Which honour and allegiance cannot think, 
K. * 2 what you will; we ſeize into our 
ar S5 | ; | 


His plate: his goods, his money, and his lands. 


Terk. Lil not be by the whi'e; my Liege, farewel : 


M hat will enſue hereof, there's none can tell. 


But by bad courſes may be underſtood, 


bat their events can never fall out good. [ Exit. 


K. Rich. Go, Buſhy, to the Earl of Wiltſhire ſtreight, 
Bid him repair to us to Ely-houſe, 
To ſee this buſineſs done: to-morrow next 
We will for Treland, and tis time I trow. 
And we create, in. abſence of our ſelf, | 
Our uncle Tr Lord-governor of England: 


} 


For he is juſt, and always lov'd us well. 


Come on our Queen, to-morrow muſt we part; 
Be merry, for our time of ſtay is ſhort. = Flouriſb. 
[ Exeunt King, Queen, &c. 


* SCENE IV. 


Manent Northumberland, Willoughby, and Roſs, 


Werth. Well, Lords, the Duke of Lancaſter is dead, 
Roſs. And living too, for now his fon is Duke. 
Villo. Barely intitle, not in revenue. 

Worth. Richly in both, if juſtice had her right. 


Roſs. My heart is great, but it muſt break with ſilence 


Ere't be disburthen'd with a lib'ral tongue. 


_ Neth. Nay, ſpeak thy mind, and let him ne'er ſpeak 


more, 
That ſpeaks thy words again to do thee harm. 


Wille, Tends. what you'd ſpeak, to th'Duke of Here- 


ferd? 
If it be ſo, out with it boldly, man: = 
Quick is mine ear to hear of good towards him. 
Roſs. No good at all that } can do for him, 


Umels you call it good to pity him, 


of RICHARD II. 29 


Eereſt and gelded of his patrimony. 0 
Nertb. ow afore heay'n, it's ſhame ſuch wrongs are 
born. | | | " 
In him a royal Prince, and many more 
Ot noble blood in this declining land; 
3 The King is not himſelf, but baſely led 
Ruy flatterers; and what they will inform 
| Merely in hate gainſt any of us all, 
That will the King ſeverely proſecute 
Gainſt us, ourliyes, our children, and our heirs. | 
Roſs, The commons hath he pill'd with grievous taxes, 
And loſt their hearts; the nobles hath he fin d | 
For antient quarrels, and quite loſt their hearts. 
Wilo. And daily new exactions are devis d; 
As blanks, benevolences, I wot not what: 
But what o God's name doth become of this? 
N.rth. Wars have not waiited it, for warr'd he bath. 
not, . 
But ba{e!y yielded upon compromiſe 
That which his anceſtors atchiev'd with blows, 
More hath he ſpent in peace, than they in wars, 
Roſs, The Earl of Wiltſhire hath the realm in farm, 
Willo. The King's grown bankrupt, like a broken man, 
North. Reproach and diffolution hangeth over him. 
Roſs, He hath not money for theſe Iriſh wars, 
(His burthenous taxations notwithſtanding) | 
But by the robbing of the baniſh'd Duke. 5 f 
5 North. His noble kinſman—moft degenerate King ! 
But lords we hear this fearful tempeſt ling, 
| Yet ſeek no ſhelter to avoid the ſtorm: 
We fee the wind fit fore upon our ſails, 
And yet we ſtrike not, but fecurely periſh, 
Roſs, We ſee the very wreck that we muſt ſuffer, 
And uravoidable the danger now, 5 
For ſuff ring ſo the cauſes of our wreck. 
North. Not ſo: ev'n through the hollow eyes of death 
I ipy life peering ; but I dare not ſay 
How near the tidings of our comfort is. 
VPillo. Nay, let us ſhare thy thoughts, as thou doſt ours. 
Roſs. Be confident to ſpeak, Northumbe. laud; 
We three are but thy ſelf, and ſpeaking lo, 
By” Thy 
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That late broke 
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Thy words are but as thoughts, therefore be bold. 
Nerth. Then thus, my friends. I have from Port le 
. Blanc, © 9 
A bay in Britagne, had intelligence, 
That Harry e Rainald lord Cobbam, 
om the Nuke of Exeter, 
His brother, Archbiſhop late of Canterbury, - 
Sir Themas Ervingham, Sir John Rainſton, 4 
Sir John Nerberze, Sir Robert Waterton, and Francis 
_ Cones. | 
All theſe well furniſh'd by the Duke of Bretagne, 
With eight tall ſhips, three thouſand men 5 
Are making bither with all due expedience, 
And ſhortly mean to touch our- northern ſnhore; 
Perhaps they had ere this, but that they ſtay 
T be firſt departing of the King tor Ireland. 
If then we will ſhake off our ſlaviſſi yoak, 
Imp out our drooping country's broken wing. 
Redeem from broken pawn the blemiſh*d crown, 
Wipe off the duſt that hides our ſoepter's gilt, 
And make high Majeſty look like it ſelf: 
Away with me in haſte to ee. 
But if you faint, as fearing to do fo, 
Stay and be ſecret, -and my ſelf will go. 


Roſs. To horſe, to horſe; urge doubts to them that 


Dar. | ; 
illo. Hold out my horſe, and I will firſt be there. 
LEN f | : [ Exeunt. 
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The Court of England. 


Enter Queen, Buſhy, and Bagot. 


Buſiy. | Adam, your Majeſty is much too ſad ; | . 

5 IVI You promis'd, when you parted with the 
To lay aſide ſelf-harming heavipeſs, 
And entertain 2 chearful diſpoſition. 


teen. 


— 
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Queen. To pleaſe the King, I did; to pleaſe my ſelt 
T cannot do it; yet I know no caul2 | 
Why I ſhould welcome ſuch a gueſt as grief, 
Save bidding farewel to fo ſweet a gueit 
As my fweet Richard: yet again methinks 
Some unborn ſorrow, ripe in fortune's womb, 
Is coming tow'rd me; and my inward foul 
With nothing trembles, yet at ſomething grieves, 
More than with parting from my lord the King. 
Buſhy, Each ſubſtance of a grief hth twenty ſhadows, 
Which ſhew like grief it ſelſ, but are not ſo: | 
For forrow'seye, glazed with blinding tears, 
Divides one thing entire, to many objects; | 
Like perſpectives, which rightly gaz d upon 
Shew nothing but confuſion; ey d awry, 
Diſtinguith form. So your ſweet Majeſty 
Looking awry upon your lord's departure, 
Finds ſhapes of grief, more than himſelf to wail, 
Which look'd on as it is, is nought but ſhadows 
Of what it is not; gracious Queen, then weep not 
More than your lord's departure, more's not [zen : 
Or if it be, tis with falſe ſorrow's eye, 
Which for things true, weeps things imaginary. 
Queen. It may be ſo; but yet my inward toul 
Perſuades me otherwiſe : however it be, 
I cannot but be fad ; moſt heavy fad. * 
Buſhy. *Tis nothing but conceit, my gracious lady. 
Queen. Tis nothing leſs; conceit is ſtil] deriv'd 
From ſome fore-father grief; mine is not ſo, * 


—_ 
* * _— * — — 


* heavy ſad. 
As though on thinking on no thought I think, 
Makes me with heavy nothing faint and ſhrink. 
Buſhy. ' Tis nothing 
* mine is not fo, 
For nothing hath begot my ſomething grief; 
Or ſomething, hath the nothing that 4 grieve, 
Tis in reverſion that I do poſſets ; 
But what it is, that is not yet known, what, 
J cannot name, tis nameleſs woe I wot. | 
Enter Green | - | 
| ; ; © 4. Pat 
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But what it is, not known, tis nameleſs woe. | 
SCENE VI. 


Enter Green. 


Green. Heav'n fave your Majeſty, and well met gen- ol 4 


tlemen: on 
J hope the Kirg is not yet ſhipt for Ireland. 
NCueen. Why hop'ſt thou ſo ? tis better hope he is: 


For his deſigns crave haſte, his haſte good hope: 


Then wherefore doſt thou hope he is not ſhipt? 


Green. That he, our hope, might haye retir'd his power, 


And driv'n into deſpair an enemy 
M ho ſtrongly hath let footing in this lard. 
The baniſh'd Beling broke repeals himſelf; 


And with up-lifted arms is fate arriv'd 


At Ravenſpurg. Ws 
Queen, New Gad in heavy n forbid! ? 


Green. O, Madam, tis too true; and what is worſe, 


The lord Northumberland, his young ſon Percy, 
The lords of Roſs, Beaum nd, and Willcughty, 
With all their pow'rful Friends, are fled to him. 
Buſhy. Why have you not proclaim'd Northumberland, 
And all of that revolted faction, traitors? 5 | 
Gre n. We have: whereon the Earl of Vorceſter 
Hath broke his ſtaff, reſign d his ſtewardſhip, 
And all the houſhold ſervants fled with him 
To Polingbrcke, | 
Queen. So Green, thou art the midwife of my woe, 


And 7 oling broke my forrows diſmal heir: 


Now hath my ſcul brought forth her prodigy, 
And La gaſping new-delivered mother, 
Have woe to woe, ſorrow to ſorrow join d. 
Bufhy. Deſpair not, Madam. | 
Queen. Who ſhall hinder me? 
I will deſpair, and be at enmity 
With cozening hope; he is a flatterer, 
A paraſite, a keeper back of death, 
Who gertly would diſſolve the bands of life, 
falſe hopes linger, in extremity,” SE 
| | SCENE 


— 


| 
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Enter Vork. 


Green. Here comes the Duke of Verk. [') 
ueen. With ſigns of war about his aged neck N 
Oh full of careful buſineſs are his looks. PS 
Uncle, for heav' ns ſake, comfortable words. 
Dre. Should I do ſo, I ſhould bely my thoughts; 
Comfort's in heav'n, and we are on the earth, 
Where nothing lives but croſſes, care and grief. 
Your husband he is gone to ſave far off, 
Whilſt others come to make him loſe at home. 
. . Here am I left to underprop his land; 
Who, weak with age, cannot ſupport my ſelf. 


Now comes the ſick hour after ſurfeit made; pe 
Now ſhall he try his friends that flatter d him. ' 
| Enter a Servant. | a 
* Serv. My lord, your ſon was gone before l came. 
* | Yirk. He was; why ſo, go all which way it will : 
The nobles they are fled, the commons cold, 1 


And will, I fear, revolt on Hereford's fide. 2 , 
Bet theeto Plaſbie, to my ſiſter Glo{ter ; | 
Bid her ſend preſently a thouſand pound: ; 
Hold, take my ring. | =_- 


Serv. My lord, I had forgot 


To tell, to-day, I came by, and call'd there, ; | 
But I ſhall grieve you to report the reſt, + | | 
= Terk, What is't ? = 


Serv. An hour before I came, the Dutcheſs dy d. Z 
York, Heay'n for his mercy, what a tide of woes : 

Come ruſhing on this woful land at once? 

I know not what to-do : I would to heav'n, 

(So my untruth had not provok d them to it) 

The King had cut off my head with my brother's. 1 

What are there poſts diſpatch'd for Ireland: | ' 

How ſhall we do for money for theſe wars? | 


Come ſiſter, (couſin, I would ſay,) pray pardon mo. 

Ga fellow, get thee home, provide fome carts, | | 
9 [To the Servant. 

| And 


B 5 


_. = | The Life aud Death 


Gentlemen, will you go and muſter men? 


/ 


The one my {overaign, whom both my oath 
And duty bidsdetend; th'other again 


And bring away the armour that is there, 


If I knew how to order theſe affairs, 
Diſorderly thus thruſt into my hands, 
Never believe me. They are both my kipſmen; 


My kiniman is, one whom the King bath wrong'd, 
Whom conſcience and my kindred bids to right. 
Well, ſomething we muſt do: come, couſin, ['l] 
Diſpole of you. Go muſter up your men, 

And meet me preſentiy at Barkley caſtle: 

1 ſhould to Plaſhie too, . 
But time will not permit. All is uneven, 

And every thing is left at ſix and ſeven. | 

| 1 [ Exeunt York and Queen. 


SCENE VIII. 


Buſhy. The wind fits fair for news to go to Ireland, 


But none returns; for us to levy power 
Proportionable to the enemy, 

Is all impoſſible. | 

Green. Beſides our nearneſs'to the King in love, 

Is near the hate of thoſe, love not the King. 

Bagct, den. that's the wav'ring commons, for their 
Lies in their Purſes: and who emptiesthem, 
By ſo much fills their hearts with deadly hate. 

Buſhy. Wherein the King ſtands gen rally condemn'd. 
Baget. If judgment lye in them, then ſo do we, 
Becauſe we have been ever near the King. 

Green. Welt; In for refuge ſtrait to Briſtol caſtle; 
The Earl of V:itfhzre is already there. | 
Buſhy. Thither will 1 with you; for little office 

The hateful commons will perform for us, 

Except like curs, to tear us. all in pieces: 

Will you go with us? | 

Baget. No: I'll to Ireland to his Majeſty. 

Fare wel: if hearts preſages be not vain, 

We three here part, that ne'er ſhall meet again, 


Buſby. 


And hope to joy, is little leſs in joy, 


Shall make their way ſeem ſhort, as mine hath done, 
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Buſhy. That's as Trł thrives, to beat back Bolingbroke. 
Green. Alas poor Duks the ta sk he undertakes 5 
Is numb' ring ſands, and drinking oceans dry, 
Where one on his ſide fights, thoufands will flye. 
Buſhy. Farewel at once, for once, for all, and ever. 
Green. Well, we may meet again, = 
Bagot. | fear me never. | _ [[Exewnt, q 


| S CENTSE ; IX. 855 if 
In Glouceſterſhire, | 
Enter Bolingbroke and Northumberland. 


Boling. LI OW faris it, my lord, to Barkley now? l 
North. | am a ſtranger here in Glo ferſhire x 1 

Theſe high wild hills, and rough uneven ways 1 

Draw out our miles, and make them weariſome: 

And yet our fair diſcourſe has been as ſugar, 

Making the hard way ſweet and delectable. 

But I bethink me what a weary way 

From Ravenſpurg to Gotſpold will be found, 

In Roſs and Willeughby, wanting your company, 

W hich I proteſt hath very much beguil'd 

The ted iouſneſs and proceſs of my travel: 

But theirs is ſweetned with the hope to have 

The preſent benefit that I poſſeſs : 


Than hope enjoy'd. By this the weary lords 


By fight of what I have, your noble company. 
Boling. Ot much leſs value is my company 
Than your good words: but who'comes here ? - 


Enter Percy. 


Nerth. It is my ſon, young Harry Percy. 
Sent from my brother Worceſter : whenceſoever, 
Harry, how fares your uncle? 
Percy. I thought, my lord, t'have learn'd his health of 
you. : N 
North, Why, is he not with the Queen? 


Perq. 
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IT he houſhold of the King. 


And ſent me o'er by Barkley, to diſcover 


_— Nerth, Have you forgot the Duke of Herefcrd, boy? 


Which ne'er I did remember; to my knowledge, 


A baniſh'd traitor ; all my treaſury 


Percy. No, my good lord, he hath for ſook the court. 
Broken his ſtaff of office, and diſperſt 


North. What was his reaſon? 
He was not ſo reſolv'd, when we laſt ſpake together. 
Percy. Becauſe your lordſhip was proclaimed traitor. 
But he, my lord, is gone to Ravenſpurg, | 
To offer fervice to the Duke of Hereford, 


M hat pow'r the Duke of Tozk had levy'd there: 
Then with direction to repair to Ravenſpurg . 


Percy. No, my good lord; for that is not forgot 


I never in my life did look on him. 
Nerth, Then learn to know him now; this is the D uke. 
Percy, My gracious lord, I tender you my ſervice, 
Such as it is, being tender, raw, and young, 
Which elder days ſhall ripen, and confirm 
To more approved ſervice and deſert. 
Boling. I thank thee, gentle Percy, and be ſure : 
I] count my ſelf in nothing elſe ſo happy, 
As in a ſoul remembring my good friends: : L 
And as my fortune ripens with thy love, | . Fi 
It ſhall be ſtil thy true love's recompence. I 
My heart this coy 'nant makes, my hand thus ſeals it. ; 
North. How far is it to Barkley? and what ſtir : 
Keeps good old Noxk there with his men of war? 
Percy. There ſtands the caſtle by yon tuft of trees, 
Mar'd with three hundred men, as I have heard, 
And in it are the lords, Tork, Bradley, Seymour ; 
None elſe of name, and noble eſtimate. 
| Enter Roſs and Ne TER 
North. Here come the lords of Roſs and Willoughby, 
Bloody with ſpurring, fiery red with haſte. 
Boling. Welcome, my lords; I wot your love purſues 


Is yet but unfeli thanks, which more enrich'd, 
Shall be your loye and labours recompence. 
Roſs. Your preſence makes us rich, moſt noble lord. 
Wille, And far ſurmounts our labour to attain it. 
| Beling. 
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Boling. Evermo re thanks (th exchequer of the poor) 

Which, till my infant- fortune comes to years, 

Stands for my bounty. But who now comes here? 

6 Enter Barkley. «Rk 

North, It is my lord of Barkley, as I gueſs. 
Bark. Lord Hereford, my meſſage is to you. 
Boling. My lord, my anſwer is to Lancaſter, 

Ana I am come to ſeek that name in England, 

And I muſt find that title in your tongue. 
Bark, Miſtake me not, my lord, tis not my meaning 

To raze one title of your honour. out. 

To you, my lord, I come, what lord you will, 

From the molt glorious of this land, 

The Duke of Pre, to know what pricks you on, 

To take advantage of the abſent time, | 

And fright our native peace with ſelt-born arms. 


SCENE X. 
Enter Terk. f a 


Boling. J ſhall not need tranſport my words by you, 

Here comes his Grace in perſon. Noble uncle! Kneels. 
Fork. Shew me thy humble heart, and not thy knee, 

Whole duty is deceivable and falſe. 

Boling, My gracious uncle! | 

York. I am no traitor's uncle; that word grace, 
In an ungracious mouth, is but prophane, | 
Why have theſe baniſh*d and forbidden legs, 
Dar d once to touch a duſt of Englaud s ground? 
But more then, why, why have they dar'd to march 
So many miles into her peaceful boſom, 
Fright' ning her pale-fac'd villages with war, 
And oftentation of deſpiſed arms? 
Com'ſt thou becauſe th* anointed King is hence? 
Why, feoliſh boy, the King is left behind, | 
And in my loyal boſom lies his power. 
Were I but now the lord of ſuch hot youth, 
As when brave Gaunt, thy father, and my ſelf 
Reſcu'd the Black Prince, that young Mars of men, 
Forth from the ranks of many thouſand French; 
Oh theu, how quickly ſhould this arm of mine, 


Now 
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Now priſoner to the palſie, chaſtiſe thee, 
And miniſter correRion to thy fault! 
Beling. My gracious uncle, let me know my fault, 
On what condition ſtands it and wherein? 
Trk, Ev'nincondition of the worſt degree; 
In groſs rebellion, and deteſted treaſon: - 8 
Thou art a baniſn d man, and here art come, 
Before the expiration of thy time, 4 
In braving arms againſt thy ſoveraign. 1 
Boling · As I was baniſh'd, I was baniſh'd Hereford; ] 
But as i come, I come for Lancaſter. ; „ ] 
And, noble uncle, I beſeech your grace, | 
] 
: 
: 
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Look on my wrongs with an indifferenteye; 
- You are my father, for methinks in you 
I ſee old Gaunt alive. O then, my father! 
Will you permit that I ſhall tand condemn'd 
A wandring vagabond! my rights and royalties 
Pluckt from my arms perforce, and giv'naway | 
To upſtart unthriſts? Wherefore was I born? —_ 
If that my couſin King, be King of England, _ = 
It muſt be granted I am Duke ot Lancaſter. | 
You have a ſon, Aumerle, my noble Kinſman: 
Had you firſt dy d, and he been thus trod down, 
He ſhould have found his uncle Gaunt a father, 
To rouſe his wrongs, and chaſe them to the bay. 
I am deny d to ſue my livery here, | 
And yet my letters patents give me leave: 
My father's goods are all diſtrain'd and fold, 
And theſe and all, are all amiſs employ'd. 
What would you have me to do? I am aſubjea, - 
And challenge law : attorneys are deried me, 
And therefore perſonally I lay my claim 
To mine inheritance of free deſcent. © + | 
North. The noble Duke hath been too much abus*d. 
| » Roſs. Ie ſtands your grace upon to do him right. 
Willo. Baſe men by his endowments are made great. 
F Trk. My lords of Englaud, let me tell you this, 
If have had feelings of my couſin's wrongs, | 
And labour'd all } could todo him right : 
But in this kind,. to come in braving arms, 
Be his own caryer, and cut out his way, 
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To find out right with wrongs, it may not be: © 
And you that do abet him in this kind, 

Cheriſh rebellion, and are rebels all. 3 

North. The noble Duke hath ſworn his coming is 
But for his on; and for the right of that 
We all have ſtrongly ſworn' to give him aid; 

Ard let him ne'er ſee joy that breaks that oath, 

T,rk. Well, well, I ſee the iſſue of theſe arms; 
1 cannot mend it, I muſt needs confels, 


Becauſe my power is weak, and all ill left: 


But if I could, by him that gave me life, 
I would attach you all, and make you ſtoop 
Unto the ſovereign mercy of the King. 
But ſince I cannot, be it known to you, 
Ido remain as neuter. So fare wel. 
Unleſs you pleaſe to enter in the caſtle, 
And there repoſe you for this night. 
Boling. An offer, uncle, that we willaccept; 
But we muſt win your grace to go with us | 


To Briſtol· Caſtle, which they ſay is held 


By Bully, Bagot, and their complices; 

T he caterpillars of the common- wealth, 

Which J have ſworn to weed and pluck away. 
York, It may be I will go: hut yet 11 pauſe, 


For I am loath to break our country's laws : 


For friends, nor foes, to me welcome you are; 
Things paſt redreſs, are now with me paſt care. ¶ Exeunt. 


SCENE XI. 
Enter Salisbury and a Captain. 


Cap. M Y lord of Salisbury, we have ſtaid ten days, 
And hardly kept your countrymen together, 

And yet we hear no tydings from the King: 

Therefore we all diſperſe our ſelves: farewel. 

Salis. Stay yet another day, thou truſty Welchman : 

The King repoſeth all his truſt in thee, | 

Cap. Tis thought the King is dead; we will not ſtay. . 
es The 
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The Bay- trees in our country are all wither'd,, 


And meteors fright the fixed ſtars of heay'n; 
The pale-fac'd moon looks bloody on the earth; 


And ſean- look d prophets whiſper fearful change; 


Rich men look ſad, and ruffians dance and leap; 

The one in fear to loſe what they enjoy, 

The other hope t enjoy by rage and war. 

Theſe ſigns forerun the death of Kings 

Farewel ; our countrymen are gone and fled, 

As well aſſur d Richard their King is dead, [ Exit. 
Salis. Ah Richard, ah, with eyes of heavy mind, 

I fee thy glory like a ſhooting ſtar, | 

Fall to the bale earth from the firmament : 

Thy ſun ſets weeping in the lowly weſt, 

Witnefling ſtorms to come, woe and unreſt: 

Thy friends are fled, to wait upon thy foes; 

And croſly to thy good, all fortune goes. [Exit. 


nenne 
r 
Bolingbroke' s Camp. 


BOLINGBROKE: f 
Enter Bolingbroke, York, Northumberland, Roſs, Percy, 
Willougby, with Buſhy and Green Friſcucrs. 


RING forth theſe men 
Buſhy and Green, I will not vex your ſouls 
(Since preſently your ſouls muſt part your bodies) 


With too much urging your pernicious lives; 


For twere no charity yet to waſh your blood. 
From off my hands, here in the view of men, 

I will unfold ſome cauſes of your deaths. 

You have miſled a Prince, a royal King, 

A happy gentleman in blood and lineaments, 

By you unhappy'd, and disfigur'd clean. 

You have in manner with your finful hours 


| Made 
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Made a divorce between his Queen and him; 
Broke the poſſeſſion of a royal bed, 
And ſtairn d the beauty of a fair Queen's cheeks _ 
With tears drawn from her eyes, with your foul wrongs, 
My ſelf a Prince, by fortune of my birth, 
Near to the king in blood, (and near in love, 
Till you did make him miſinterpret me,) 
Have ſtoopt my neck under your Inuries, | 
And figh'd my Engliſh breath in foreign clouds, 
Eating the bitter bread of baniſhment : 
While you have fed upon my ſeigniories; 
Di park'd my parks, and fell'd my foreſt woods: 
From my own windows torn my kouſhold coat, 
Raz'd out my impreſs; leaving me no ſign, 
Save men's opinions, and my living blood, 
To ſhew the world I am a gentleman. 3 
This, and much more, much more than twice all this, 
Condemns you to the death. See them deliver d 
To the execution, and the hand of death. 
Buſhy, More welcome is the ſtroke of death to me, 
Than Bolingbrokłe to England. 
Green. My comfort is, that heay'n will take our ſouls, 
And plague injuſtice with the pains of hell. . 
Beling. My lord Northumberland, ſee them diſpatch d. 
Uncle, you ſay the Queen is at your houſe; 
For heav'n's ſake, fairly let her be intreated ; _ 
Tel] her I ſend to her my kind commends; 
Take ſpecial care my greetings be deliver d. 
rk. A Gentleman of mine I have diſpatch d 
With letters of your love to her at large. 
Bling. Thanks, gentle uncle, come my lords, away, 
To fight with Glendower, and his complices; 
A while to work, and after holiday, _ | Exeunts 
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SCENE I, 


Changes to the Craſt of Wales, 
Flouriſh: Drums and Trumpets. 


Enter King Richard, Aumerle, Biſpep of Carliſle, and 


Soldiers, 


k. Rich. D Arkloughly-caſtle call you this? 


Aum. Yea my good lord; how brooks 2 


your graze the air, 

Aſter your tofling on the breaking ſeas? 

K. Rich. Needs muſt I like it well : I weep for joy 
To ſtand upon my kingdom once again. 5 
Dear earth, I do ſalute thee with my hand, | 
Though rebels wound thee with their horſes hoofs: 
Asa long-parted mother with her child, 
Plays fondly with her tears, and ſmiles in meeting ; 
So weeping, ſmiling, greet I thee my earth, 5 


And do thee favour with my royal hands. 


Feed not thy ſoveraign's foe, my gentle earth, 
Nor with thy fiveets comfort his rav nous ſenſe: 
But let thy ſpiders that ſuck up thy venom, 


And heavy-gaited toads lie in their way, 


Doing annoyance to the treacherous feet 

Which .with uſurping ſteps do trample thee. 
Yield ſtinging nettles to mine enemies; 

And when they from thy boſom pluck a flower, 
Guard it I pr*'ythee with a lurkin adder; 
Whoſe double tongue may with a mortal touch 
Throw death upon thy ſoveraign's enemies. 
Mock not my ſenſeleſs corjuration, lords; 

This earth ſhall have a feeling, and theſe ſtones 
Prove armed ſoldiers, ere her native King 

Shall faulter under foul rebellious arms, | 


£37ſhop. Fear not, my lord, that pow'r that made you 3 


King ; 
Hath pow'r to keep you King, in ſpite of all. 
The means that heay'n yields muſt be embrac'd, _ 


- 


—— 
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And not neglected: elſe if heaven would 


And we would not, heaven's offer we refuſe, 

The proffter'd means of ſuccour and redreſs. : 
Aum. He means, my lord, that we are too remiſs, 

W hilt Bolingbreke, through our ſecurity, + 

Grows ſtrong and great, inſubſtarce and in power. 
K. Rich. Diſcomfortable couſin, know'ft thou not, 

That when the ſearching eye of heav'n is hid 

Behind the globe, that lights the lower world; 

Then thieves and robbers range abroad unſeen, 

In murders and in outrage bloody bere. 

But when from under this terreſtrial ball 

He fires the proud tops of the eaſtern pines, 


And darts h's light through every guilty hole; 


Then murders, treaſons, and deteſted fans, 


ö The cloak of night being pluck'd from off their backs, 


Stand bare and naked, trembling at themſelves. 
So when this thief, this traitor Bolingbrołe, 
Who all this while has revell'd in the night, 
Whilſt we were wand'ring with the Antipodes, 
Shall fee us riſing in our throne the eaſt ; | 
His reaſons will fit bluſhing in his face, 

Not able to endure the ſight of day; 

But ſelf-affrighted, tremble at his fin. 

Not all the water in the rough rude ſea 

Can waſh the balm from an anointed King; 


The breath of worldly men cannot depoſe 


The.deputy e'eRed by the Lord. 


For ev'ry man that Bolingbrete hath preſt, 


Jo lift ſharp ſteel againſt our golden crown, 

Heav'n for his Richard hath in heay'nly pay 

A glorious angel; then if angels fizht, 5 
Meak men mult fall, for heav'n till guards the right. 


"SEENTF I. 
Enter Salisbury. 


Welcome, my lord, how far off lies your pow'r ? 
Salis. Nor near, nor farther off, my gracious lord, 
Than this weak arm; diſcomfort guides my tongue, 


And bids me ſpeak of nothing but deſpair; 
: One 


* 
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Than can my care-tun'd tongue deliver him. - 


Have I not reaſon to look pale, and dead? 


One day too late I fear, my noble lord) 
Hath clouded all thy happy days on earth, 
Oh call back yeſterday, bid time return, | 
And thou ſhalt have twelye thouſand fighting men, 
To-day, to-day, unhappy day too late | 
O'erthrows thy joys, friends, fortune and thy ſtate, 
For all the We!ſhmen hearing thou wert dead, 

Are gone to Bolingbroke, diſpers'd and fled. | 

Hom, Comfort, my Liege; why looks your grace ſo 

pale? 5 | | 3 

K. Rich. But now the blood of twenty thouſand men 
Did triumph in my face, and they are fled. * 

All ſouls that will be ſafe, fly from my ſide, 
For time hath ſet a blot upon my pride. 

Aum. Comfort my Liege, remember who you are, 

K. Rich. I had forgot my ſelf: am I not King? 
Awake, thou coward Majeſty, thou ſleepeſt; g 
Is not the King's name forty thouſand names? | 
Arm, arm my name; a puny ſubje& ſtrikes 5 
At thy great glory. Look not to the ground, 

Ye fav rites of a King! are we not high? 
High be our thoughts. I know my uncle re 
Hath pow'r to ſerve our turn. But avho comes here? 


SCENE IV. 


| Enter Scroop. 
Scroop. More health and happineſs betide my Liege, 


K. Rich. My ear is open, and my heart prepar d; 
The worſt is worldly loſs thou can ſt unfold, © 
Say, is my kingdom loſt 2 why, twas my care; 
And what loſs is it to he rid of care? 
Strives Bolingbroke to be as great as we ? 
Greater he ſhall not be if he ſerve God, 
We'll ſerve him too, and be his fellows ſo. 
Revolt our ſubjects? that we cannnot mend; 
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* and they are fled, | 
And till ſo much blood thitker come again, 


All 1 —— | 
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They break their faith to God as well as us. 
Cry, wos, deſtruction, ruin, loſs, decay; 
The worſt is death, and death will have his day. 
Scroop. Glad am I, that your Highneſs is ſo arm d 
To bear the tidings of calamity. 
Like an unſeaſonable tormy day, 
Which makes the filver rivers drown their ſhores, 
As if the world were all diffoly'd to tears; 
so high above his limits ſwells the rage 
Of Bolingbroke, eovering your fearful land 
e fo F With hard bright ſteel, and hearts more hard than ſteels 
"7 White bear ds have arm'd their thin and hairlels ſcalps 
Againſt thy majeſty, boys with women's voices 
'F Strive to ſpeak big, and claſp their female joints 
In ſtiff unweildy arms, againſt thy crown: 
The very bead imen learn to bend their bows 
Of double fatal Ewe, againſt thy ſtate : 
Yea diſtaff-women manage ruſt y bills. 
Againſt thy ſeat both old and young rebel, 
. And all goes worſe than I haye pow'r to tell. 
; K. Rich. Too well, too well, thou tell'ſt a tale fo ill, 
Where is the earl of Wiltſhire? where is Bagot ? 
What is become of Buſhy? where is Green? 
That they have let the dangerous enemy 
Meaſure our confines with ſuch peaceful ſteps? 
If wepreyail, their heads ſhall pay for it. 
I warrant they've made peace with Bolingbroke, [Lord. 
Scroop, Peace they have made with him, indeed, my 
K. Rich. O villains, vipets, damn'd without redemption, 
Dogs eafily won to fan on any man | 
Snakes in my heart-blood warm'd, that ſting my heart; 
Three Judaſſes, each one thrice worſe than Judas 
Would they make peace ? terrible hell make war 
Upon their ſpotted ſouls for this offence ! 
Scroop. Sweet love, I fee, changing his property, 
Turns to the fow'reſt and moſt deadly hate: 
Again uncurſe their ſouls, their peace is made 
With * and not with hands: thoſe whom you 
Af CUrie | 
— Have felt the worſt of death's deſtroying hand, 
And lyefulllow, gray'd inthe hollow ground. 


en 
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Aum. 
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Aum. Is Buſhy, Green, and th' Earl of Wiltſhire dead? 
Scroop, Yea, all of them at Briſtol loſt their heads. 
1 Aum. Where is the Duke my father, with his power? 
1 K. Bob: No matter where; of comfort no man 
eak: 
ao 2 of graves, of worms, and epitaphs, 
Make duſt our paper, and with rainy eyes 
Write ſorrow inthe boſom of the earth 
Let's chuſe executors, and talk of wills; 
And yet not ſo—for what can we bequeath, 
Save our depoſed bodies to the ground? 
© Our lands, our lives, and all are Bol:ngbroke's, 
© And nothing can we call our own but death; 
© And that ſmall modern of the barren earth 
© Which ſerves as paſte and cover to our bones. 
© For heay'n's fake let us fit upon the ground, 
© And tell {ad ſtories of the 7 Hows of Kings: 
© How ſome have been depos'd: ſome lain in war: 
© Some haunted by the ghoſts they diſpoſſeſs d: | 
Some poiſon'd by their wives, {ome ſleeping kill'd, 
4 Al} murther'd For within the hollow crown, 
© That rounds the mortal temples of a King, 
© Keeps Death his court, and there the Antick fits 
© Scothng his ſtate, and grinning at his pomp; 
Allowing him a breath, a little ſcens 
© To monarchizſe, be fear'd, aud kill with looks; 
© Infuſing him with ſelf and vain conceit, 
As if this fleſh, which walls about our life, 
< Were braſs impregnable : and humour'd thus, 
Comes at the laſt, and with alittle pin 
© Bores through hiscaſtle-walls, and farewel King 
© Coyer your heads, and mock not fleſh and blood 
© With ſolemn rev'rence : throw away reſpect, 
© Tradition, form, and ceremonious duty, 
© For you have but miſtook me all this while: 
© Tlive on bread like you, feel want like you, 
© Taſte grief, need friends, like you: ſubjected thus, 
How can you ſay to me I am a King? 
Carl. My lord, wiſe men ne'er wail their preſent 
woes, | | 
But | 
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A King, woe's {lave, ſhall kingly woe obey: 


But preſently prevent the ways to wails _ 
To fear the foe, ſince fear oppreſſeth ſtrength. 
Gives, in your weakneſs, ſtrength unto your foe; * 
And ſo your follies fight againſt your ſelf. 
K. Rich. Thou chid'ſt me well: proud Bolingbrote, 
come 
Say Screcp, where lies our uncle with his power? 
Scrcop. I play the torturer, by ſmall and ſmall 
To lengthen out the worſt, that muſt be ſpoken. 
Y our uncle Pri is join'd with Bolingbroke, 
And all your northern caſtles yielded up, 
And all your ſouthern gentlemen in arms 
Upon his faction. 
K. Rich. Thou haſt ſaid enough. 
Beſhrew thee, Couſin, which did lead me forth 
Of that ſweet way I was in to deſpair. | 
What ſay you now ? what comfort have we now ? 
By heay'n [1] hate him everlaſtingly ; 
That bids me be of comfort any more. 
Go to Flint- caſtle, there I'll pine away: 
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a —unto your foe; 5 
Fear, and be ſlain, no worſe can come ſrom fight, 


And fight and. die, is death deſtroying death, 


Wbere fearing dying, pays death ſervile breath. 


Aum. My father hath a pow'r, enquire of him, 


And learn to make a body of a limb, 


K. Rich. Thou chid'ſt me well: proud Bolingbrote, I 
come 
To change blows with thee for our day of doom; 
This ague fit of fear is over-blown, 
An eaſie task it is to win our on. 
Say, Scroop, where lies our uncle with his power? 
Speak ſweetly, man, although thy looks be ſower. 
Scroop. Men judge by the complection of the sky 
The ſtate and inclination of the day; = 
So may you by my dull and beavy eye, 
My tongue hath but a heayier tale to ſay: 


„ 
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That pow'r I have, diſcharge, and let em go 

To ear the land, that hath tome hope to grow, 

For I have none, Let no man ſpeak again 

To alter this, for counſel is but yain. | 
Hum, My Liege, one word. 

K. Ri. h. He does me double wrong, | 
That wounds me with the flatt'ries of his tongue, 
Diſcharge my followers: let them away, | 
From Rzchard's night to Bolingbroke's fair day. [ Exenunt, 


— 


SCENE V. 
Bolingbroke's Camp. 


Enter with drum and colours, ' Bolingbroke, York, 
Northumberland, and Attendants. 


Boling. 8 O that by this intelligence we learn | 
The Welſhmen are diſpers d, and Salisbury 
Is gone to meet the King, who lately landed 
With ſome few private friends upon this coaſt. 
North, The news is very fair, and good, my lord, 
Rzchard not far from hence hath hid his head. 
Tork. It would beſeem the lord Northumberland, 
To ſay, King Richard. Ah, the heavy day, 
When ſuch a ſacred King ſhould hide his head! 
North.” Your grace miſtakes me; only to be brief 
. | 
Trk. The time hath been, 
Would you have been ſo brief with him, he would 
Have been ſo brief to ſhorten you the head. 
Boling. Miſtake not, uncle, farther than you ſhould. 
Tork. Take not, good couſin, farther than you ſhould, 
Leſt you miſtake; the heav'ns are o'er your head. 
Boling. I know it uncle, nor oppoſe my (elf 
A gainſt their will. But who comes here? 
>: Enter Percy. 
Welcome Harry ; what, will not this caſtle yield? 
Percy. The caſtle royally is mann'd, my lord, 
Againſt your entrance. ns 
h Boling. 


V. 


- of Ricnard II. 
Boling. Royally ? why it contains no King? 
Percy. Yes, my good lord, . 

It doth contain a King: King Richard lyes 
Within the limits of yond lime and ſtone ; 
And with him lord Aumerle, lord Salisbury, 
Sir Stephen Scrocp, beſides a clergyman 

Of holy reverenc? : who, I cannot learn. 

North, Belike it is the biſhop of Carliſle. 

Boling. Noble lord, | 
Go to the rude ribs of that antient caſtle, 
Through brazen trumpet ſend the breath of parle 
Into his ruin'd ears, and thus deliver : 
Henry of Bolingbrcke upon his knees 5 
Doth kiſs King Ricbard's hand, and ſends allegiance 
And faith of heart unto his royal perſon: FT 
Ev'n at his feet I lay my arms and pow'r, 
Provided, that my baniſhment repeal'd, 
And lands reſtor d again, be freely granted; 
If not, I'll uſe th' advantage of my pow'r, _. 
And lay the ſummer's duſt with ſhow'rs of hlood, 
Rain'd from the wounds of flaughter'd Engliſhmen. . 
The which, how far off from the mind of Bol/ngbroke © 
It is, ſuch erimſon tempeſt ſhould bedrench | 
The freſh green lap of fair King Richard's land, 
My ſtooping duty tenderly ſhall ſhew. $7 
Go fignihe as much; while here we march 
Upon the grafly carpet of this plain, | 
Let's march without the noiſe of threat ning drum, 
That from this caſtle's tatter'd battlements 
Our fair appointments may be well perus'd; 
Methinks King Richard and my ſelf ſhould meet 
With no leſs terror than the elements 
Of fire and water, when their thund'ring ſmoak 
At meeting, tearsthe cloudy cheeks of heav'n * 
March on, and mark King Richard how be looks. 
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['To North. 


* — — cheeks of heavn: 


But he the fire, Vil be the yielding water: 
The rage be his, while on the earth rain 


My waters; on the earth, and not on him. 
March on, Cc. | 
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Parle without, and anſwer within; then 4 flouriſh. Enter 
on the walis, King Richard, the Biſhop of Carliſle, 
Aumerle, Scroop and Salisbury. RN : 


See, ſee, King Richard doth himſelf appear 

As doth the bluſhing diſcontented ſun, 

From out the-hery portal of the Eaſt, | 

When he perceives the envious clouds are bent 

To dim his glory, and to ſtain the tract 

Of his bright-paſſage to the Occident. | 
7k. Vet looks he like a King; behold his eye, 
As bright as is the Eagle's, lightens forth 
Controlling Majeſty ; alack, for woe, 

That any harm ſhould ſtain ſo fair a ſhow, | 

K. Rich. Weareamaz'd, and thus long have we ſtood 

To wateh the fearful bending of thy knee. [ To North. 
Becauſe we thought our ſelf thy lawful King; 
And if we be, how dare thy joints forget 

To pay their awful duty to our preſence? 

If we be not, ſhew us the hand of God, 

T hat hath diſmiſs d us from our ſtewardfhip. 

For well we know, no hand of blood and bone 
Can gripe the ſacred handle of our ſcepter, 

Unleſs he do prophane, ſteal, or uſurp. 12 
And though you think, that all, as you have done, 
Have torn their ſouls, by cnn pegs from us, 
And we are barren, and bereft of ftiends: 

Yet know, my maſter, God omnipotent, 

Is mult ring in his clouds on our behalf 
Armies of peſtilence; and they ſhall ſtrike 

Vour children yet unborn, and unbegot; 

That lift your vaſſal hands againſt my head, 

And threat the glory of my precious crown. 

Tell Bolingbroke, (tor yond methinks he is) 

That every ſtride he makes upon the land 

Is dangerous treaſon; he is come to ope 

The purple teſtament of bleeding war. 
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But ere the crown he looks for live in peace, 
Ten thouſand bloody crowns of mothers fons 
Shall ill become the flow'er of England's face, 
Change the complexion of her maid-pale peace 
To ſcarlet indignation, and bedew 
Her paſtor's graſs with faithful Zagliſh blood. 
North, The King of heay'n forbid, our lord the 
| Kin | 5 
Should ſo wich civil and uncivil arms 
Be ruſh'd upon: no, thy thrice - noble couſin, | 
Harry of Bolingbroke, doth kiſs thy hand, = 
And by the honourable tomb he ſwears | 
That ſtands upon your royal grandfire's bones, 
Ard by the royalties of both your bloods, 
(Currents that ſpring from one malt gracious head 
And by the bury'd hand of warlike Gaunt, 
And by the worth and honour of himſelf, _ 
Compriſing all that may be ſworn, or ſaid, | 
His coming hither hath no farther ſcope, | = 
Than for his lineal royalties, and to beg 
Infranchiſement immediate on his knees: 
Which on thy royal party granted once, 
Hisglitt ring arms he will commend to ruſt ; 
= His barbed ſteeds to ſtables ; and his heart 
10 faithful ſervice of your Majeſty, 
This ſwears he, as he is a prince, is juſt; 
And as Iam a gentleman, I credit him. Kh, 
K. Rich. Northumberland, ſay thus the King returns: 


His noble couſin is right welcome hither, 
And allthe number ot his fair demands 
Shall be accompliſh'd without contradiction. | 
With all the gracious utterance thou haſt, Y 
Speak to his gentle hearing kind commends, | | 
We do debaſe our ſelf, couſin, do we not, [To Aum. 
To look ſo poorly, and to ſpeak fo fair? SIE 
Shall we call back Northumberland, and ſend 
Defiance to the traitor, and ſo die? 

Aum. No, good my lord, let's fight with gent'e 

words, | 


Till time lend ends, and 1 their helpful ſwords. 
? 2 - « 
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K. Rich. Oh God, oh God! that &'er this tongue of 
mine, AH”: 0 . WE ET 
That laid the ſentence of dread baniſhment 
On yond proud man, ſhould take it offagain, 
With words ofſooth ; oh that | weie as great. 
As is my grief, or lefler than my name! 
Or that | could forget what I have been, 
Or not remember what I muſt be now! 
Swell ſt thou, proud heart ? I'll give thee ſcope to beat, 
Since foes have ſcope to beat both thee and me. 
Aum. Nerthumberland comes back from Bolingbroke. 
K. Rich. What muſt the King do now? muſt he ſub- 
mit? 
The King ſhall do it: muſt he be depos'd? | 
The King ſhail be contented : muſt he loſe 
The name of King? o God's name let it go. 
I'll give my jewels for a let of beads; 
My gorgeous palace, for a hermitage ; 
My gay apparel, for an alms-man's gown; _ 
My figur'd goblets, for a diih of wood; 
My icepter, for a palmer's walking-ſtaff ; 
MPſubieas for a pair of carved laints, 
And my large kingdom, for a little grave, 
A little little grave, an obſcure grave. 
Or ll be bury'd in the King's high way; _ « 
Some way of common trade, where ſubjects feet 
May hourly trample on their ſovereign's head, * 
Aumerle, thou weep'it, my tender-hearted coulin, 
We'll make foul weather with deſpiſed tears: 
Our lighs, and they, ſhall lodge the ſummer corn, 
And make a dearth inthis revolting land. 3 
Or ſhall we play the wantons with our woes, 
And make ſome pretty match with ſhedding tears? 
As thus, to drop them {till upon one place, 
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1 ſovereign's head. 2 

For on my heart they tread now, whilſt I live ; 

And bury'd onee, why not upon my head ? 

Aumerle, Oc. OD | TRY 
1 
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Til! they have fretted us a pair of graves, F 
* mighty Prince, my lord Northumberland, 
Vat ſays King Belingbroke ? will his Majeſty 
Give Richard leave to live, till Richard die? 

You make a leg, and Bolengbroke lays ay. N 
Merih. My lord, in the baſe court he doth attend 
To ſpeak with you, may t pleaſe you to come doẽ-·n. 
K. Rich. Down, down come, like gliſt'ring Phaeton, 
Wanting the manage of unruly jades. * : | 

Beling. What ſays his Majeſty ? 

North. Sorrow of heart | 
Makes h'm ſpeak fondly, like a frantick man; 

Yet he is come. | | 

Baling. Stand all apart, and ſhow 
Fair duty to his Majeſty. 

My gracious lord [ Kneels, 
K. Rich. Fair couſin, you debale your princely knee, 
To make the baſe earth proud with kifling it. 

Me rather had, my heart might feel your love, 
Than my unpleas'd eye ſee your courtefie, Þ 


EEE > E ; — 
\ + —a pair of graves, » 
N Within the earth; and therein laid, there lyes 
— Two kinſmen digg'd their graves with weeping eye: 
Would not this il] do well? well, well, Lice | 
I taik but idly, and you mock at me. 
Moſt mighty Prince, C. 


* of unruly jades. | 

In the baſe court? baſe court where Kings grow baſe, 

To come at traitors calls, and do them grace. | | '£ 

In the baſe court come down? down court, down King, 

For Night-owls thriek, where mounting larks ſhuuld ſing. 
Boling. What, Ge. 
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+ your courteſie. 

Up, couſin, up, your heart is up, I know, 

Thus high at leaſt, although your knee be low.  .. 

| Boling. My, Ce. | : | 2 - 6 
C4 Buling, 0 
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Foling. My gracious lord, I come but for mine own, 
K. Rich. . Your own is yours, and I am yours, and all, 
Boling. So far be mine, my moſt redoubted lord, 
As my true ſervice ſhall deſerve your love. 
K. Rich. Well you deſerv'd: they will deſerve to have, 
That know the ſtrong and ſureſt way to get. 
Uncle, give me your hand; nay, dry your eyes, 
Tears Mew their love, but want their remedies. 
C6ulin, I am too young to be your father, 
Though you are old enough to be my heir. 
What you will have, I'Il give, and willing too: 
For do we muſt, what force will have us do. 
Set on towards London. Couſin, is it fo? 
Bolzng. Yea, my good lord. : 
K. Rich. Then I muſt not ſay no. [ Flouriſb, Exeunt. 
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Aces. 
„Enter Lueen and two Ladies. 


NLueen. HAT 2» ſhall we deviſe here in this 
; E en, | 
To drive away the heavy thought of care? ' 
Lady, Madam, we'll play at bowls. 
Queen, Twill make me think the world is full of rubs, 
And that my fortune runs againſt the bias. 1 
Jach. Madam, we'll dance. 5 
Ducen, My legs can keep no meaſure indelight, 
When my poor heart no meaſure keeps in grief. 
Therefore no dancing, girl; ſome other ſport. 
Tach. Madam, we'll tell tales. | 
-. Duecen. Of forrow-or of joy ? 
Tach. Ofeither, Madam. 9 
Lueen. Of neither, girl. 
For if of joy, being altogether wanting, 
It doth remember me the more of ſorrow : 


Or if of grief, being altogether had, 


It 
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It adds more ſorrow to my want of joy: 

For what I have, I need not to repeat: 

And what want, it boots not to complain. 
Lady. Madam, I'll ſing. St 
Cutcen. Tis well that thou baſt caule : 

But thou ſhould'ſt pleaſe me better, would'ſt thou, weep. 

Lach. I could weep, Madam, would it do you goed. 
Queen. * I could weep, would weeping do me 
OO0d; o 

And WE... borrow any tear of thee. 

(Let's ſtep into the ſhadow of thele trees, 

My wretchedneſs ſuits with a row of pines.) ; 


Enter a Gardiner and two Servants, 


But ſtay, here come the gardeners; _ 

They'l} talk of ſtate, for every one doth ſo, 

Againſt a change; wos is fore-run with woe. 
Es Queen and ladies retires 

Gard. Go bind thou up yond dangling Apricocks, 

Which like unruly children, make their Sire 

Stoop with oppreſſion of their prodigal weight: 

Give ſome ſupportance to the bending twigs. * 

Go thou and like an executioner . 

Cut off the heads of two faſt· growing prays, 


+ 
* 


That look too lofty in our common- wealth: 
All mult be eyen in our government, 

You thus imploy'd, I will go root away 

The noiſom weeds, that without profit ſuck 
The ſoil's fertility from wholſome flowers. 

Serv. Why ſhould we, inthe compals of a pale, 
Keep law, and form, and due proportion, 
Shewing as in a model, our firm ſtate? 

When our ſea-walled garden, the whole land, 

Is full of weeds her faireſt flowers choak'd up, 
Her fruit-trees all unprun'd, her bedges'ruin'd, 
Her knots diſorder' d, and her wholſom herbs 
Swarming with Caterpillars ? - 
 _ Gard, Hold thy peace. 5 ne wo 
He that hath ſuffer'd this diſorder d {pri | 
Hath now himſelf met with ehe fall of Katz * 
C 4 The 
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The weeds that his broad-ſpreading leaves did ſhelter, 
(That ſeem' d in eating him, to hold him up,) 


Are pull'd up, root and all, by Bolingbrebe; 
I mean the Earl of Wiltſhire, Buſhy, Green. 


Serv. What are they dead? 
SGard. They are, 3 
And Bolingbrike hath ſeizʒ d the waſteful King. 
What pity is it, that he had not trim'd 
And dreſs d his land; as we this garden dxeſs, 
And wound the bark, the skin of our fruit trees, 
Leſt being over- proud with ſap and blood, 
With too much riches it confound it (elf; 
Had he done ſo to great and growing men, 
They-might have liv'd to bear, and he to taſte 
T heir fruits of duty, All ſuperfluous branches 
| We lop away, that bearing boughs may live: 
Had he done ſo, himſelf had born the crown, 
Which waſte and idle hours have quite thrown down. 
Serv. M hs think you then, the King ſhall be de- 
-  po$dF#-:. | 
Gard. Vepreſt he is already, and depos'd 
Tis doubted he will be. Letters laſt night 
Came. to a dear friend of the Nuke of York, 
That tell black tidings. ä 
ueen. Oh I am preſt to death through want of 
| ſpeaking ; 9875 . 67 
Thou Adam's likeneſs, ſet to dreſs this garden, 
How dares thy tongue ſound this unpleaſing news? 
What Eve, what Serpent hath ſuggeſted thee, 
To make à ſecond fall af curſed man? 5 
Why doſt thou ſa/ King Richard is depos dꝰ 
Par 'ſt thou, thou little better thing than earth, 
Divine his downfal? ſay, where, when, and how | 
Cam'ſt thou by thele ill tidings? ſpeak, thou wretch. 8 
Gard. Pardon me, Madam. Little joy have 1 0 
To breathe theſe news; yet what I ſay is true; 8 
King Richard, he is in the mighty hold 
Of Bolingbrełe; their fortunes both are weigh'd : 
In yqur lord's ſcale is nothing but himſelf, 
And ſome few vanities that make him light ; 
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But in che ballange of great Bolingbroke, 
Beſides himſelf are allthe Engliſb peers, 
And with that odds he weighs King Richard down, 
Poſt you'to London, and you'll find it fo; ..  - 
I ſpeak no more, than every one doth know. | 
Cucen. Nimble miſchance, that are ſo light of f ot, 
Doth nat thy embaſſage belong to me? 
And am laſt that know it? Oh thou think ſt 
To ſerve me laſt, that I may longeſt keep 
The ſorrow in my breaſt. Come ladies, go, 
To meet at London, London's King in woe. 5 
What, was I born to this!“ that my lad look, ö 
Should grace the triumph of great Bolingbroke ! 
Gard ner, fortelling me this news of woe, 
I would the plants thou graft'ſt may n:ver grow. | 
; [Ex. = and ladies. 
Gard. Poor Queen, ſo that thy ſtate might be na 
worſe, 2 1354 | # Mp5 4 
I would my skill were ſubje& to thy curſe, 
Here did ſhe dropa tear, here in this place 
T'll ſet a bank of Rue, ſow'r herb of grace: 
Rue, ev'n for ruth, here ſhortly ſhall be ſeen, 


In the remembrance of a weeping Queen. 
| 1 [ Ex. Gard, and Serv. 


8 sss 
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Enter as to the Parliament, Bolingbroke, Aumerle, Nor- 
thumberland, Percy, Fitzwater, Surry, Biſhop of Car- 
lite, . Abbot of Weſtminſter, Herald, Officers, aud 
Bagot. i | | 


Bo rie ENO A. 
AL Baoget forth: now freely ſpeak thy mind, 


| What thou doſt know of noble Gloſter's death? 
Fo C5 * Who 
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„ Who wrought it with the King, _ d who perſorm 4 | 


The bloody office of his timelels end ?' 7/1 
Bagot. Then ſet before my face the lord Aumerle, 
Boling, Couſin, ſtand forth, and look upon that man. 
Baget. My lord Aumerle, I know your daring tongue 

Scorns to unſay, what it hath once deliver d. 

In that dead time when Glaſter's death was plotted, 

I heard you ſay. is not my arm of length, - | | 

That reacheth from the reſtful Engliſb court 

As far as Calais to my uncle s head? 

Amongſt much other talk, that very time, 

J heard you lay, you rather had refuſe 

The offer of an hundred thouſand crowns, 

Than Bolingbroke return to England; adding, 

How bleſt this land would be in this your couſin's death. 

Aum. Princes, and noble lords, 5 | 

What anſwer ſhall I make to this baſe man > 

Shall I ſo much diſhonour my fair ſtars, | 

On equal terms to give him chaſtilement ? 

Either | muſt, or have mine honour ſoiFd: 

With the attainder of his fland*rous _ S 

There is my Gage, the manual ſeal of Death, 

That marks thee out for hell. Thou lieſt, 

And FIl maintain what thou haſt ſaid, is falſe, 

Inthy heart blood, though being all too baſe 

To ſtain the temper of my knightly ſworxctc. 

Boling. Bagct, forbear; thou ſhalt not take it up. 
Au. Excepting one, I would he were the beſt 

In all this preſence that hath moy d me ſo. 

Fitzw. It that thy valour ſtand on ſympathies, 

There is my Gage, Aumerle, in gage to thine : 

By that fair ſun, that ſhews me where thou ſand'ſt, 

I heard thee ſay, and yauntingly thou ſpak ſt it, 

That thou wert cauſe of noble Glofter's death. 

If thou deny'ſt it, twenty times thou lieſt, 

And I will turn thy falſhood to thy heart 

V here it was forged, with my rapier's point. ; 
Aum, Thou dart not, coward, live to ſee the day. 
Fitzw. Now, by my ſoul, I would it were this hour. 

Hum. Fitqwater, thou art damn'd to hell for this. 


Periye 
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Percy. Aumerle; thou lieſt; his honour is as true, 

In this appeal, as thou art all unjuſt; 

And that thou art ſo, there Ithrow my Gage 

To prove it on thee, to th extreameſt point 

Ot mortal breathing. Seize it, if thou dart, 
Aum. And if I do not, may my handsrot off, 

And never brandiſh more reyengeful ſteel _ 

Over the glittering helmet of my foe. ADS 

Who ſets me elſe? by heay'n, I'll throw at all. 

J have a thouſand ſpirits in my breaſt, | 

To anſwer twenty thouſand ſuch as yu. 
Surry. My lord Fitzwater, I remember well 

The very time Aumerle and you did talk. 


* 


* 


Fitzw. My lord, tis true: you were in preſence then; 


And you can witneſs with me, this is true. 
Surry. As falſe, by heav'n, as heay'n it {elf is true. 
Fitzw. Surry, thou lieſt. „„ 
Surry, Diſhonourable boy, 

That lie ſhall lye ſo heavy on my ſword, 

That it ſhall render vengeance and revenge, 

Till thou the lie-giver, and that lie, reſt 

In earth as quiet, as thy father's ſcul]. | 

In proof whereof, there is mine honour's pawn; 

Engage it to the tryal, it thou dar'ſt. 

Fitzw, How fondly doſt thou ſpur a forward horſe? 
If I dare eat, or drink, or breath, or live 
I dare meet Surry in a wilderneſs, 

And ſpit upon him, whii{t I ſay he lies, 

And lies, and lies: there is my bond of faith, 

To tie thee to my ſtrong correction. þ 

As I intend to thrive in this new world, 

Aumerle is guilty of my true appeal. 

Beſides, I heard the banifh'd Norfolk fay, 

That, thou Aumerle didſt fend two of thy men 

To execute the noble Duke at Calais. | 
Aur, Some honeſt chriſtian truſt me with a Gage, 

That Norfolk lies : here do I throw down this, 

If he may be repeal'd, to try his honour, 

Boling. Theſe Diff rences ſhall all reſt under gage, 
Till Nerfclk be repeal'd : repeal'd he ſhall be; 


— 
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And though mine enemy, reſtor'd again 
To all his ſeigniories; when he's return d, 
Againſt Aumerle we will enforce his tryal. 
Carl. T hat honourable day ſhall ne'er be ſeen. 
Many a time hath baniſh'd Nerfolł fought 
For feſu Chriſt, in glorious chriſtian field 5 
Streaming the enſign of the chriſtian croſs, . 
Againſt black Pagans, Turks, and Saracens: 8 
Then toil'd with works of war, retir d himſelf 
To ahh, and there at Venice gave | 
His body to that pleaſant country's earth, 
And his pure ſoul unto his captain Chriſt, 
Under whoſe colours he had fought fo long. 
Beling. Why, Biſhop, is N:rfolk dead? 
Carl. Sure as I hve, my lord. | 
Beling. Sweet peace conduct his ſoul | 
To th' boſom of good Abraham—Lords appealants, 
Your diff rences fhall all reſt under gage, 
Till we aſſign you to your days of tryal. 


SCENE H. 
Enter Vork. . 


© Trk, Great Duke of Lancaſter, I come to thee 

From plume-pluckt Richard, who with willing ſoul 

Adopts thee heir, and his high ſcepter yields 

To the poſſeſſion of thy royal hand. _ 

Aſcend his throne, deſcending now from him, 

And long live Henry, of that name the Fourth. 

Boling. In God's name, I'Il aſcend the regal throne. 

Carl. Marry, heav'n forbid. | 

Worſt in this royal preſence may I ſpeak, 

Yet beſt beſeeming me to ſpeak the truth, 

Would God, that any in this noble preſence 

Were enough noble to be upright judge 

Ot noble Richard; then true nobleneis would: 

Learn him forbearance from ſo foul a wrong. 

M hat ſubje& can give ſentence on his King ? 

And who ſits here that is not Rzchard's ſubject? 
— Thieves 
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Thieves are not judg'd, but they are by to hear, 
Although apparent guilt be ſeen in them, 
And ſhall the figure of God's majeſty, 
His captain, ſteward, deputy ele&, 
Anointed, crown'd, and planted many years, 
Be judg d by ſubje& and inferior breath, 
And he himſelf not preſent ? oh, forhid'it, 
That in a chriſtian climate, ſouls rein 
Should ſhew ſo heinous, black, obſcene a deed. 
I ſpeak to ſubjects, and a ſubje& ſpeacks, 
Stir'd up by heav'n, thus boldly for his King. 
My lord of Hereford here,* whom you call King, 
Is a foul traitor to proud Hereford s King. 
And if you crown him, let me propheſie, 
The blood of Engliſt ſhall manure the ground, 
And ſuture ages groan for this foul act. 
Peace fhall go fleep with Turks and Infidels, 
And in this ſeat of peace tumultuous wars 
Shall kin with kin, and kind with kind confound, 
Diſorder; horror, fear and mutiny | 
Shall here inhabit, and this land be call'd _ 
The field of Colgotha, and dead men's ſculls. 
Oh, if you rear this houſe, againſt his houſe, 
It will the wofulleſt diviſion prove, 
That ever fell upon this curſed earth. 
Prevent, reſiſt it, let it not be ſo, 
Leſt children's children cry againſt you, woe. 0 
Nerth. Well have you argu'd, Sir; and for your pains, 
Of capital treaſon we arreſt you here. 
My lord of Weſtminſter, be it your charge, 
To keep him ſafely till his day of tryal. 
-May'tpleaſe you, lords, to grant the commons ſuit ? 
| Boling, Fetch hither Richard, that in common view 
He may ſurrender: ſo we ſhall proceed 275 
Without ſuſpicion. . 
Tork. I will be his conduct. [ Zx#. 
Boling, Lords, you that are here under our arreſt, 
Procure your ſureties for your days of anſwer: 
Little are we beholden to your love, 
And little look d for at your helping hands. 
„ | | SCENE 


TIA 
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SCENE . 
Enter King Richard ard York. | 


K. Rich. Alack, why am I ſent for to a King, 
Before I have ſhook off the regal thoughts 
Wherewith I reign'd ? I hardly yet have learn'd 
T' inſinuate, flatter, bow, and bend my knee: 
Give ſorrow leave a-while, to tutor me 
To this ſubmiſkon, Yet I well remember 
The favours of theſe men: were they not mine? 
Did they not ſometime cry, all hail to me? 
So Judas did to Chriſt: but he in twelve, 
Found truth in all, but one; I, in twelve thouſand, 
none. | 


To do what ſervice, am I ſent for hither ?* 


Tork. Te do that office of thine own good will, 
Which tired Majeſty did make thee offer : | 
The reſignation of thy ſtate and crown. 
K. Rich. Give me the crown. Here couſin, ſeize the 
| . 
Here on this ſide my hand, on that ſide thine. * | 
* in twelve thouſand, none. 4s 2 
God ſave the King: will no man ay, Amen, 
Am] both prieſt and elark? well then, Amen. 


« 


| God fave the King, although I be not he: 


And yet Amen, it heay'n do think him me. 
To do what ſervice, Cc. F 


*_—— on that ſide thine. 
Now is this golden crown like a deep well, 


That owes two buckets, filling one another, 
The emptier ever dancing in the air, 


The other down, unſeen and full of water; 


That. bucket down, and full of tears am I, | 
Drinking my griefs, hilſt you mount up on high. 
Boling. I thought you had been willing to reſign. 
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Now, mark me how I will unde my ſelf; 
I give this heavy weight from off my head, 
And this unwieldy ſcepter from my hand, 
The pride of kingly {way from out my heart, 
With mine own tears I waſh away my balm, 
With mine own hands I give "ay my crowng _ 
| With mine own tongue deny my ſacred ſtate, 
With mine own breath releaſe all dutious oaths ; 
All pomp and Majeſty I do forſwear: 
My manors, rents, revenues, I forgo ; 
My acts, decrees and ſtatutes I deny: 
God pardon all oaths that are broke to me, 
God keep all vows unbroke are made to thee. 
Make me, that nothing have, with nothing griev'd, 
And thou with all pleas'd, that haſt all atchiey'd. * 
What more remains ? | 


_— 


Ki Rich. My crown J am, but ſtill my. griefs are mine: 
You may my glories, and my ſtate depole,  _ | 
But not my griefs; ſtill am I King of thoſe. 

Boling. Part of your cares you give me with your 

crown. 2755 
K. go Your cares ſet up, do not pluck my cares 
down. 2 
My care, is loſs of care, by old care done; 
Your care, is gain of care, by new care won. 
The cares I give, I have, though given away; 
They tend the crown, yet ſtill with me they ſtay, 

Boliag. Are you contented to reſign the crown? 

K. Rzch. I no; nol, for I muſt nothing be; 
Therefore no no, for I reſign to thee, | 
Now, mark me, e. 


* that haſt all atchiev d; 

Long may'ſt thou live in Richard s ſeat to ſit, 
And ſoon lye Richard in an earthy pit. 

God fave King Henry, unking d Richard fays, 
And ſend him many years of ſunſhine days. 


o 


What more, Oc. 
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North. No more; but that you read © © 
Theſe accuſations, and theſe grievous crimes 
Committed by your perſon, and your followers, 
Agairſt the ſtate and profit of this land: 
That by confeſſing them, the ſouls of men 
May deem that vou are worthile depot a. 
K. Rich. Muſt I dodo? and muſt I ravel out 
My weav d up follies? Oh Northumberland, 
If thy offences were upon record. 
Would it not ſhame thee, in fo fair a troop, 
To read a lecture of them? if thou would'ſt, - 
There fhould'ſt thou find one heinous article, 
Containing the depoſing of a K ing, 9 * 
And cracking the ſtrong warrant of an oath, 
Mark'd with a blot, damr'd in the book of heay'n. 
Nay, all of you, that ſtand and look upon me, 
Whilſt that my wretchedneſs doth bait my ſelf, 
Though ſome of you with Plate waſh your hands, 
Shewing an outward pity; yet you Plates ; 
Have here deliver d me to my ſow'r croſs, 
And water cannot waſh away your ſin. : 
North. My lord, diſpatch ; read cer theſe articles, 
FK. Rich. Mine eyes are full of tears: I cannot ſee : 
And yet ſalt- water blinds them not ſo much, 
But they can ſee a ſort of traitors here. 
Nay, if I turn mine eyes upon my ſelf, 
I find my ſelf a traitor with the reſt : . 
For I have given here my ſoul's conſent, 
I' undeck the pompous body of a King 
Made glory bale; a ſoveraign, a ſlave; 
Proud Majeſty, a ſubje&: ſtate, a peaſant. 
North. My lord. 
K. Rich. No lord of thine, inſulting man; 
Nor no man's lord: I have no name, no title; 
No, not that name was given me at the font, 
But tis uſurp'd. Alack the heavy day, 
That I have worn ſo many winters out, 
And know not now, what name to call my ſelf, 
Oh, that I were a mockery King of ſnow, 
Standing before the jun of Bolingbrełe, 
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To melt my ſelf away in water drops. * 3 
Ah, if my word be ſterling yet in England, [To Boling. 
Let it command a mirror hither ſtreight, N 
That it may ſhew me what a fa Thave _ | 
Since it is bankrupt of his Majeſty. 4 
Boling. Go ſome of you and fetch a looking-glaſs, | 
North. Read o er this paper, while the glaſs doth come. 
K. Rich, Friend, thou torment'ſt me, ere I come to hell. 
Bling. Urge it no more, my lord Northumberland, 
North. The commons will not then be fatisfy'd. 
K. Rich. They ſhall be fatisfy'd: I'll read enough, 
When I do lee the very book indeed, 
Where all my fins are writ, and that's my ſelf. 


Enter one with a glaſs. 


Glve me that glaſs, and therein will I read, 

No deeper wrinkles yet? hath forrow ſtruck 

So many blows upon this face of mine, "(26D 
And made no deeper wounds? oh Hatt'ring glaſs, 
Like to my followers in proſperity, ,, 
Thou doſt beguile me. Was this face the face 
That every day under his houſhold roof 

Did keep ten thouſand men? was this the face 
That like the ſun did make beholders wink ? * 
How ſoon my forrow hath deſtroy d my face! 


2 — in water- drops. ; 
Good King, great King, and yet not greatly good, 
Ah, mt. Ot... 

; .beholders wink? | 

Is this the face which fac'd ſo many follies, 

That was at laſt out- fac'd by Bolingbroke ? 

A brittle glory ſhineth in this face, 

As brittle as the glory is the face, | 

For there it is, crack d in an hundred ſhivers. 


Mark, filent King, the moral of this fport,. 
How ſoon my (ſorrow, Co. 9 nk 
15 Boling. 


* 
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Boling. The ſhadow of your ſorrow hath deſtroy d 
The ſhadaw. of your pig | * 
K. Rieb. Say that again. 
The ſhadow of my ſorrow ! ah, let's ſee, 
Tis verx true, my grief lies all within, 
And theſe external manners of laments - 
Are merely ſhadows to the unſeen grieſ, 
That ſwells with filence in the tortur'd foul, 
There lies the ſubſtance : and I thank thee king, 
For thy great bounty, that not only giv'ſt 
Me cauſe to wail, but teacheſt me the way 
How to lament the cauſe, - I'll beg one boon, 
And then be gone and trouble you no more. 
VW 
Boling. Name it, fair couſin. 
K. Rich. Fair couſin! Tam greater than a King: 
For when I was a King, my flatterers 
Were then but ſubjects; being now a ſubject, 
I have a King here to my flatterer: 
Being ſo great, I haye. no need to beg. 
Boling. Vet aæ x. | 
K. Rich. And ſhall I have? 
Boling. Yon ſhall. 
K. Rich. Then give me leave to go. | 
Beling. Whither? - hotel ner ql 
K. Rich. Whither you will, ſo I were from your fight. 
Boling. Go ſome of you, convey him to the Tower. 
On Vedneſday next we ſolemnly ſet down 
Our coronation : lords prepare yourſelves © 
[[Ex. all but Abbot, Biſhop of, Cazlifle, and Aumerle. 


EO N 1,” 
Abbot. A woeful pageant have we here beheld, 
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E32 to the Tower . 
EK. Rich, Oh good; cenvey : conyeyers are you all, 
That riſe thus nimbly by a true King's fall, 
Boling. OnWedneſday, e. 6:3 
S Biſhop. 
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Biſhop. The woes to come; the children yet unborn 
Shall feel this day as ſharp to them as thorn. | 
Aam. You holy clergy-men, is there no plot 
To rid the realm, of this pernicious blot? | 
Abbot. Before freely ſpeak my mind herein, 
You ſhall not only take the ſacrament, X 
To bury mine intents, but to eff2&. 
Whatever Iſhall happen to deviſe. -. 
I ſee your brows are full of diſcontent, 
Your hearts of ſorrow, and your eyes of tears. 
Come home with me to ſupper, and Vil lay | | 
A Plot ſhall ſhew us all a merry day. LExeunt. 
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Continues in London, 


* 


Enter Queen and Ladies. 
5 Qu EE N. 


| HIS way the King will come: this is the way 
To Julius Cæſar's ill erected tow'r, 

To whoſe flint boſom, my condemned lord 
Is doom'd a priſoner, by proud Bolingbroke. 
Here let us reſt, if this rebellious earth 
Have any reſting for her true King's Queen. 

| Enter King Richard and Guards, 
But ſoft, but ſee, or rather do not fee, | 
My fair roſe wither ; yet look up; behold : 
That you in pity may diffolve to dew, . 
And waſh him freſh again with true- love tears: | 
O thou the model where old Troy did ſtand, 

$694 Ci K, Rich, 


Thou map of honour, thou K ing Richard's tomb, | 
And not King Riahard; thou moſt beauteous Inn, . 5 


Why ſhould hard- favour d grief be lodg'd in thee. 
; Y rd-fayour'd grief dg d in Wiel 
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When triumph is become an ale-houſe gueſt ? 
K. Rich. Join not with grief, fair woman, do not fo, 

To make my end too ſudden : learn, good ſoul, 
To think our former ſtate a happy dream _ 
From which awak'd, the truth of what we are 
Shews us but this. I am ſworn brother; ſweet, 
To grim Neceſſity; and he and I | 2h 
Will keep a league till death, hie thee to Fance, 
And cloiſter thee in ſome religious houſe; 
Our holy lives muſt win a rew world's crown, 
Which our prophane hours here have ſtricken down, 
Queen. How, is my Richard both in ſhape and mind 
Transform'd and weak ? hath Bolingbroke G's 
Thine intellect? hath he been in thy heart? | 
The Lion dying thruſteth forth his paw, 
And wounds the earth, if nothing elle with rage 
To be &erpower'd: and wilt thou, pupil-lie 
_ Take thy correction mildly, kiſs the rod, 

And fawn on rage with baſe humility, 
Which art a Lion anda King of beaſts? 

K. Ri B. A King of beaſts indeed; if ought but beaſts, 
I had been ſtill a happy King of men. 
Good, ſometime Queen, prepare thee hence for France ; 
Think I am dead, and that ev'n here thou tak ſt, 
As from my death bed, my laſt- living leave. 
In winter's ted ious nights ſit by the fire | 
With good old folks, and let them tell the tales 
Of woeful ages, long ago betide : 3 
And ere thou bid good night to quit their grief, 
Tell thou the lamentable Al of me, 
And ſerd the hearers weeping to their beds.“ 

. SCENE 


K 


— 
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*.— to their beds. . 
For why ? the ſenſeleſs brands will ſympathize 
The heayy accent of thy moving tongue, 

And in compaſſion weep the fire out: 

And ſome will mourn in aſhes, ſome coal-black, 
For the depoſing of a rightful King. 


Q — 


„Riese II. 


SCENE II. 


Enter N orchumberland. 


Nertb. My lord, the mind 46 Bolingbroke is my d: 
You mult to Pemret, not unto the Tower. 
And, Madam, there is order ta'en for you: 
With all ſwift ſpeed, you muſt away to France. 0 
K. Rich. Nort humbur land, thou ladder wherewithal 
The mounting Bolingbroke aſcends m y throne, 
The time ſhall not.be many hours of age 
More than it is, ere foul-ſin gath'ring head 
Shall break into corruption; thcu ſhalt think, 
Though he divide the realm, and give thee half, 
It is too little, helping him to all: 
And he ſhall think that thou which know ſt the way 
To plant unrightful Kings, wilt know again, 
Being ne er ſo little urg'd, another way / 
To pluck him headlong from th uſurped throne, 
The love of wicked friends converts to fear, 
T hat fear to hate; and hate turns one, or both, 
To worthy danger, and deſerved deatd. 
North. My guilt be on my head, and there's an end; 
Take leave and. part, for you muſt parti forthwith, 
K. Rich, Doubly divorc'd ? bad men, ye violate 
A two-fold marriage; twirt my crow and me: 
And then betwixt me and my married esc, e 
Let me unkiſs the oath wirt thee and me: 


F'To the e 

And yet not ſos for with a kifs twas made. 
Part us, Northumberland: I, towards the North, * 
Where ſhiv' ring cold and ſickneſs pines the clime: 
My Queen to- France? from whenee ſit: forth in Pomp, 
She came adorned hither like ſweet May, 
Sent back like H. llowmas, or ſhorteit day. 

Lueen. And muſt we be divided? muſt we part? 
n us bah, and ſend the King with me. 


North. 
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Te Phe Life and Death 
North, That were ſome loye, but little policy * 
K. Rich, Thuspive I mine, and thus take I thy heart. 
| Þ [ They kiſs. 
Lueen. Give me mine own again: twere no good part, 

To take on me to keep, and kill thy heart. ¶Kiſ again. 

So, now I have mine own again; be gone, 995 


That I may ſtrive to kill it with a groan. 19 
K. Rich. We make woe wanton with this fond delay: 
Once more adieu; the reſt let ſorrow ſay, [ Exeunt. 


V lord, yau told me you would tell the reſt. 
1Y | When weeping made you break the tory off 
OF our to couſins coming into Zondin, 

York, Where did I leave? 5 

Duteb. At that fadftop, my lord. 
Where rude mif-govern d hands, from window-tops, : 
Threw duſt and rubhifh on King Richards head. 

York, Then as I faid, the Duke, great Bolingbroke, 
Mounted upon a hot and fiery ſteed, "I 
Which his aipiring rider ſeem d to know, 


* but little poli ex. 
Queen. Then whither he goes, thither let me go. 
K. Rich. So two together weeping, make one woe, 
Weep thou for me in France; I for thee here: 
Better far off than near, be ne'er the near, 

Go, count thy way with ſighs, I mine with groans. 
«een. So longeſt: way ſhall have the longeſt moans. 
. 1g Twice for one ſtep III groan, the way being 

ort, | 5 | A £3 IE 

And piece the way out with a heavy heart. 

Come, come, in wooing ſorrow let's be buieh i 

Since wedding it, there is ſuch length in grief: 

One kiſs ſhall ſtop our mouths, and humbly part; 

Thus give I mine, Ge. | — 


Dutch. 


e With 


t. 


The hearts of men, they muſt per 


F RICHARD HI. 


© Wich flow, but ſtately pace, kept on his courſe: 


7 


* While all tongues cry d, God ſave thee, Bolingbroke. 
© You would have thought the very windows ſpake, 


© So many greedy looks of young and old 

© Through caſements darted their deſiring eyes 

© Upon his viſage ; and that all the walls 

© With painted imag'ry had ſaid at once, 

* Jeſupreſerye thee, welcome Bolingbroke, 

© Whilſt he, from one {ide to the other turning, 

© Bare-headed, lower than his proud ſteed's neck, 
R d them thus; I thank you countrymen; 


And thus ſtill doing, thus he paſt along. 


Dutch, Alas! poor Richard, where rides he the while? 


York, As in a theatre, the eyes of men, 
After a well grac' d actor leaves the ſtage, 
< Are idly bent on him that enters next, 
© Thinking his prattle to be tedious: 


© Even fo, or with much more contempt, men's eyes 
© Did ſcowlon Richard; no man cry'd, God ſave him; 


No joyful tongue gave him his welcome home 
© But duſt was thrown upon his ſacred head, 

* Which with ſuch gentle forrow he ſhook off, 
< His face ſtil] combating with tears and ſmiles, 


Ihe badges of his grief and patience; 


L 


£ That had not God, for kao forthe. purpoſe, ſteeld 4 
5 | 


And barbariſm it ſelf have pitied him. 
But heaven hath a hand in theſe events, 

To whoſe high will we bound our calm contents. 
To Bolingbreke are we {worn ſubjects now, 

Whoſe ſtate and honour I for aye allow, 


SCENE IV. 
Enter Aumerle. 
Dutch. Here comes my lon Aumerle. 


Verk. Aumerle that was, 
But that is loſt for being Richard's friend. 


And, Madam, you muſt call him Rutland now! 


Iam in Parliament pledge for his truth, 
And laſting fealty in the ne w made King. 


rce have melted, 


Dutch. 


72 Ip Life and Death | 
Duteb. Welcome, my ſon; who are the violets now, 
That ſtrew the green lap of the new- come ſpring? 
Aum, Madam, I know not, nor I greatly care: 
God knows I had as lief be none, as one. 
Tork. Well, bear you well in this new ſpring « of time, 
Leſt you be cropt before you come to prime. 
VM hat news from Oxfcrd? hold thoſe juſts and * 
Aum. For ought I know, they do. 
Trek. You will be there. 
Aum. If God prevent me not. I pur poſe ſo. 
Verk. What ſeal is that that hangs without thy boſom? 
Vea, look ſt thou pace? let me ſee the writing. s 
Aum. My lord, tis nothing, 
Verk. No matter then who ſees Ka. 
I will be ſatisfied, let me ſee the writing. . 
Aum, I do deſeech your grace to pardon me, 
It is a matter of ſmall conſequence, 4 
M bich for fome reaſons I would not have ſeen. 
Verk. Which for ſome reaſons, Sir, I mean to ſee. 
1 fear, fear. | 
Dutch.” What ſhould You fear, my lord? 
*Tis nething but ſome bord he's enter d into, 
For gay apparel againſt the triumph. | 
Vr. Bound to himſelf? what doth he with a bond 
That heis bound to ? Wife, thou art a fool. 
Boy, let me ice the writing. 
Hum. I do beſeech you Pardon me, 1 may not ſhew 
8 
Tork. I wall de latisfed, let me ſee i it, 1 lay. 


\ Treaſon! foul tieaſon! yillain, traitor, flaye! 
Dutch, What's the matter, my lord? © 
Pere. Hoa, whoſe ivithin there? ſaddle my horſe. 
Heav'n for his merey! what treachery is here ? 
Dutch. Why, what is t, my lord? 
Vert. Give me my boots, 1 ſay: ſaddle my horſe. 
Nou by my honour, my lite, my troth 
I Will appeach the villain. | 
; Dutch, What is the matter ? 
Jork. Peace, fooliſh woman. | 
Dutch, I will not peace: what is the matter ſon? 


0 * 


Aum. 


nate hes IT 1 and TIX 5 
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of Rrenard II. -- 
Aum. Good mother, he content; it is no more - 


Than my poor life muſt anſwer. 
Dutch. * life anſwer ! 


E enn 1:1: Hof 


«0 Enter Servant with 1. 


Mk. Bring 1 me my "baits, I will unto the King. 
£3 Datch. dor him, Aumerle. (Poor boy thou art a- 
: maz 
Hence, Villain, never more come in my ſight. . 
_ [Speaking to ge, Servant. 
Vr. Give me my boots. N 
Dutch. Why, York, what wilt thou do? 
Wilt thou not hide the treſpaſs of thine own ? © 
Have we more ſons? or are welike to have? 
Is not my teeming date drunk up with time? | 
And wilt thou pluck my fair ſon from mine age, 
And rob me of a happy mother's name? 
Is not he like thee? Is not he thine own? 
Vork. Thou fond mad woman, | 
Wilt thou conceal this dark conſpiracy : ? 
A dozen of them here have ta'en the ſacrament, 
And interchangeably have ſet their hands, 
* To kill the King at Oxford. | 
3 Dutch. He ſhall be none: 
1 We'll keep him here; then what i is that to une Fas” 
. + York. Away, fond woman: were he twenty tinnen 
Muy ſon, I would appeach him. | 
Dutch, Hadſt thou groan'd for him ; 
As I have done, thow'dit be more pitiful : | 
But now I know thy mind; thou 4 i ſuſ pet 
That I have been diſloyal to thy bed, 
And that he is a baſtard, not thy ſon: 
Sweet Tork, ſweet husband, be not of that wind 
He isas like thee as a man may be, 
Nor like to me, nor any of my * 
And yet I love him. 


Tork. Make way, unruly woman. 8 Exit. 
» Ditch, After, Aumerle, mount thee upon his horle, 
| * D Spur 
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And beg · thy pardon, ere he do accuſe — 2 


Tn not be long behind: though I be old. 


I doubt not but to ride as faſt as Tort: 
And never will I riſe up from the ground, 
Till Bolingbroke have pardon'd thee. Away. [ Exeunt. 
. 
©. Changes te Oxford. 
Enter Belingbroke, Percy, and other Tord. 


\ 24d. 3 
Boling. AN no man tell of my unthriſty ſon? 
: 3 'Tis full three months ſince I did ſee him laſt. 


If any plague hang over us, tis he: 


1 would to heay'n, my lords, he might be found. 
Inquire at Tenden, mongſt the taverns there: 
For there, they ſay, he daily doth frequent, 
M ith unreſtrained loole companions: 
Even ſuch, they ſay, as ſtand in narrow-lanes, 
Ard rob our watch, and beat our paſſengers. 
While he, young, wanton, and effeminate boy, 
Takes on the poĩnt of honour, to ſupport 
So diſſoluts a crew. 5 | fu! 
Percy. My lord, ſome two days ſinee I ſaw the Prince, 
And told him of theſe triumphs held at Oxford. | 
Beling. And what laid the galant? 33 
Percy. His anſwer was; he would unto the ſtews, 
And from the common creature-pluck'a'glove, 
And wear it as a favour, and with that 
He would unhorſe the luſtieſt ehallenger. 
Beling. As diſſolute as deſp'rate, yet through both 
I ſee ſome ſparks of hope, which elder days 
May happily bring forth: But who comes here ? 
„ier Aumerle, 
Aum, Where is the King? 18 
Boling. What means our couſin, that he ſtares 
And looks fo wildly? _ 3 . 
Ham, God ſave your grace. I do beſeech your Ma- 


jeſty 11 
eit, 4 To 


at. 


* 


{Ricuarn I. toy 


To have ſome conference with your grace alone. N 


Boling. Withdraw your (clves, and leave us here alone. 
What is the matter with our couſin now ? i. bref 

Aum. For ever may my knees grow to the earth [Eneels. 
My tongue &leave to my roof within my mouth, | 
Unleſs a pardon, ere I riſe or ſpeak, | | 

Bling. Intended or committed was this fault ? 
If but the firſt, how heinous e er it be, 


To win thy aftzr-love, I pardon thee, 


Aum, Then give me leave that I may turn the key, 
That no man enter till the tale be done. 


Holing. Have thy deſire. [ York within. 


Yirk, My Liege beware, look tothy ſel, 

Thou haſt a traitor in thy preſence there. 
Beling. Villain, I'll make thee ſafe. | 

| a” Stay thy revengeful hand, thou haſt no eaule te 

care | J a | | 

Trk, Open the door, ſecure fool-hardy King: 

Shall I for love {peak treaſon to thy face? 

Open the door, or I will break it open. 


"OB NS Vth 
| Enter York. 


Boling. What is the matter, uncle? {peak, take breathe 
Tell us how near is danger, ö 
That we may arm us to encounter it. 
Pr. Peruſe this writing here, and thou ſhalt know 
The reaſon that my haſte forbids me ſhow: FEEL 
Aum. Remember as thou read'ſt, thy promile palt 3 
do repent me, read not my name there, 
My heart is not confed rate with my hand. 
rk. Villain, it was, ere thy hand ſet it down 
I tore it from the traytor's boſom, King; 
Fear, and not love, begets his penitence; 
Forget to pity him, leſt thy pity prove 
A ſerpent that will ſting thee to the heart. 
_ Boling, O heinous ſtrong, and bold conſpiracy ! 


O loyal father of a treach'rous ſon! - 


Thou clear, immaculate and ſilver fountain, 
From whenge this ſtream, through muddy paſſages 
4 ; DS 1 1 | 


2 1 — — * 
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Thy overflow of good converts to bad, 


Hath had his current, and defil'd himſelf. 


And thine abundant goodneſs ſhall excuſe 
This deadly blot in thy digreſſing ſon. 
Verk. So ſhallmy virtue be his vice's bawd, 
And be ſhall om mire honour with his ſhame ; 
As cbriftleſs ſons their ſcraping fathers gold. 
Mine honourlives, when his diſhonour dies: 


Or my ſham'd life in his diſhonour lies: 


Thon kill'ſt me in his life, giving him breath, 


I be traitor lives, the true man's put to death. 


[ Dutcheſs within. 


Dutab. What ho, my Liege, fot heav'ns lake let me in. 


Beling. What ſhrill- voie d ſuppliant makes this eager 
cry ? ; | | 


Datch. A woman, and thine aunt, great King, tis J. 


Speak with me, pity me, open the Door. 
A beggar begs, that never begg' d before, * | 
Beling. My dang rous couſin, let your mother in, 
I know ſhe's come to pray for your foul fin. 
Tek. If thou do pardon, whoſoever pray, 
More fins for his forgiveneſs proſper may ; 
Ihis feſter'd joint cut off, the reſt is ſound : 
This let alone, will all the reſt confound, _ 


8 SCENE vil. 


10 
Dutch. O King, believe not this hard- hearted man; 


Love, loving not it ſelf, none other can. 
Jork. Thou frantick woman, what doſt thou do here? 

Shall thy old dugs once more a traitor rear? 5 

. Dautchi Sweet Jerk, be patient; hear me, gentle Liege, 


(2: [ Fneels, 
Boling. Riſe up, good aunt. 
Dutch. Not yet, I thee beſeech; 


For ever will I kneel upon my knees, Ard 


„ % 9 — 
—_—_ FY 8 * 
6 —_—_— 


begg'd before. . ts 
Beling. Our ſcene is alter'd from a ſerious thing, 
And now chang d to the beggar and the King: 
#-- Boling. My dangerous couſin, Oc. 


FX. 


3 


. 


His words come from his mouth, 
We pray with heart and ſoul, and all be 
Our knees ſhall knee], till to the ground they grow. 5 


* * 
; : — 
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By pard'ning Rutland, my Fran gating 


. a 5 21 11 1 K. I Sv 
Tork. Againſt them bath, my true joints hended be. 


1 


In may'ſt thou thrive, if thou ant any grace; * 
Dutch, Pleads he in earneſt? — han His faces 
His eyes drop no tears, his prayers are in jeſt; in x 
nouth, ours from aur breaſt 3... * 

He ꝓrays butt faintiy. would be 2 | — \ 4 
S. : „ 
His weary joints would gladly riſe, I know ; 


His prayers are full of falſe hpocriſy, vr Ne 
Oursof true zeal, and deep-integrity ; N 
Our prayers do out, pray his, then let them crave 
That mercy, which true · prayers gught te-have. 
Boling. Good aunt ſtand up. 

Dutch, Nay, do not lay and up- 
But pardon firit, ſay aſterwards ſtand up. 
And if I were thy narſe, thy tongue to teach), 
Pardon ſhould be the firſt word of thy ſpeccg. 
I never long' d to hear a word till nos; 


Say, pardon, King, let pity teach thee how.. 
— — —— 4 —— 
N teach thee how, 


The word is ſhort; but not ſo ſhort as ſweet, 


At. . my 1 Du . 
— Good aunt, ſtand „ 1 
Dutch. I do not ſue to ſtand, 
| 8 is all the ſuit T have in hand.” WON 
— * 1 inns him, as heay'n ſhall des me. 

Da, y vantage of a kneeling knee f 
Vet l r ar; ſpeak it again; 
Fwice ſaying pardon, doth not pardon twain, 
But makes one pardon ſtrong. 

Boling. With all my heart * 
I pardon him. 
Dur. A God on earth thous art. | 
Beling. But for our truſty — as Abbes 
With all the reſt of that conſorted crew, 
PDeſtruction ſtreight ſhall dog them at the heels. 
Good uncle, help to order ſeveral powers 
10 * or where ere theſe traitors are, + 


"SCENE. w 


E nter Exton ant a 8 . 
Exton. Didſt chow not, mark the King, what words he 
{pake? © 
Have I no friend will rid me of chi fring fear? 
Was it not ſo? © 
Seu. Thoſe were bis very whack; 
Beten. Have I no friend? quoth. has he ſpake it 


— twice, ; 
And urg'd 1 did be rot? | ſv 
9 The: aa | ps. 8 | 
e | Exlen. 
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+ ratur Are. 

1 hey ſhall not live within this would I fweary | 
Eut I will have them if I once know where. | 

Uncle fare wel, and couſin adieu 


Tour mother well hath ray d, and prove you true. 
| Duteb:” Come _ vie * 1 "pray hear n make thee 


. 


Ne 


of RIcHARD II. 


Exton, And ſpeaking it, he wiſtly look d on me, 


As who ſhould ſay, I would thou wert the man 
That would divorce this terror from my heart? 
Meaning the King at Pomfret. Come, let's go: 


I am the King's friend, and will rid his foe, ._ [_Exeunt.. ; 


SCENE. x 
A Priſon at Pomfret Caſtle. # 
Enter King Richard. 


© I have been ſtudying, how to compare 
© This priſon where I live, unto the world; 
© And, for becauſe the world is populous, - 
© And here is not a creature but my ſelf, 
© I cannot doit, yet, I'll hammer or't. 
My brain I'll prove the female to my ſoul, 
My ſoul, the father; and theſe two beget 
© A generation of ſtill- breeding thoughts; 
And theſe ſame thoughts people this little world; 
© In humour, like the people of this world, 
For no thought is contented. The better ſort, 
(As thoughts of things divine) are intermixt 
With ſcruples, and do ſet the word it ſelf 5. 
Againſt the word; as thus; Cume little ones; and then 
again 8 a ; „ f * | : £0 
It is as hard to come, as for à Camel 
To thread the piſtern of a needle's eye. | 
Thoughts tending to ambition, they de plot 
Unlikely wonders; how theſe vain weak nails 
May tear a paſſage through the flinty ribs 
Of this hard world, my ragged priſon-walls: 
And for they cannot die in their own pride, | 
Thoughts tend ing to content, flatter themſelves, 
Iuhat they are not the firſt of fortune's ſlaves, 
And ſhall not be the laſt, Like filly beggars 
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And ſtreight am nothing 


The Life aud Hratb 
< Who ſitting in the ſtocks, reſuge their ſhame,” 


That many have, and others muſt ſit there: 


© And in this thought, they find a kind of eaſe, 

© Bearing their own misfortune on the back 
Of ſuch as have before endur'd the like. . 

© Thusplay I in one priſon, many people, 

© And none contented. Sometimes am I King, 

© Then treaſon makes me wiſh' my ſelf a beggar, 


And fo lam. Then cruſhing penury 


© Perſwades me, J was better when a King 5 
© Then am [I king d again; and by and by, 
E Think that I am unking'd by Bolingbroke, 
-_ but hat- e er J am, 
© Nor I, nor any man, that but man is, 

© With nothing ſhall be pleas d, till he be eas'd. 
< With being nothing-—<—Muſick do I hear? [ Muck, 
Ha, ha; keep time: hot fow'r ſweet Muſick is 

When time is broke, and no proportion kept? 

So is it in the muſic of mens live.. 

And here have I the daintineſs of ear, 

To check time broke in a diſorder d ſtring; 

But for the concord of my ſtate and time, 

Had not an ear to hear my true time broke: 

I waiſted time, and now doth time waſte me. 

For now hath time made me his numbring clock 

My thoughts are minutes: and with ſighs they jar, 
Their watches to mine e yrs, the out ward watch; 
Whereto my finger, like a dial's point, 

Is pointing ſtill, in cleanſing them from tears. 

Now, Sir, the ſounds that tell what hour it is, 

Are clamorous groans, that ſtrike upon my heart, 
Which is the bell; fo ſighs and tears, and groans, 

Shew minutes, hours, and times O but my time 

Runs poſting on, in Bolingbroke's proud joy, 

While I ff and fooling here, his jack o th clock. 

This muſick mads me, let it ſound no more; 

For though it have help'd mad men to their wits,, 

In me it ſcems, it will make wiſe men mad. 
Yet bleſſing on his heart that gives it me, 

For tis a ſign of love; and love to Richard 
Isa ſtrange brooch, in this all-hating world. - 

DES 7 SCENE 


of RICHARD II. 
Sennen . 


Enter Groom. 
Groom, Hail, royal Prince. * _ | 
XK. Rich, What art? how com'ſt thou hither? 
Where no man ever comes, but that ſad dog 
That brings me food, to make misfortune live? 
Groom, I was a poor groom of thy ſtable, rag, 
When thou wert King; whotravelling tow'rds York, 
With much ado, at length have gotten leave | 
To look upon my, ſometime, maſter's face. 
O how it yern'd my heart, when I beheld 
In London ſtreets, that coronation day; 
When Bolingbroke road on Roan Barbary, 


That horſe, that thou fo often haſt beſtrid, _ + - 


That horſe, that I ſo carefully have dreſs d. 


= 
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K. Rich. Rede he on Barbary? tell me, gentle! riend, 


ow went he under him ? 


Groom. So proudly as he had diſdain'd the ground. 
K. Rich. So proud that Bolingbroke was on his back! 


That jade hath eat bread from my royal hand. 


This hand hath made him proud with clapping him. Oye” 


Would he not ſtumble? would be not fall down, 
(Since pride muſt have a fall) and break the neck 
Of that proud man, that did uſurp his back ? 


Forgiveneſs, horſe ; why do I rail on the, A 4 


Since thou, created to be awd by man. 
Waſh, born to bear? I was not made a horſes '- © 
And yet I bear a burthen like an aſs , 
Spur-gall'd, and tir d by jaunting Bolingbrokbe. 
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K. Rich. Thanks, noble Peer. 
The cheapeſt of us, is ten groats too dear, 
What art thou? and how com ſt, Cc. 


5 royal Prince. ev: 


32 The Life and Death 
SCENE XII. 


| Enter Keeper with a Diſh. 
Keep. Fellow, give place; here is no longer ſtay, 


[To the Groom. 


E. Rich. If thou love me, tis time thou wert away. 
Groom. What my tongue dares not, that my heart ſhall 
ſay. . | Exit. 
Keep, My lord, will't pleaſe you to fall to? 
K. Rich, Taſte of it firſt, as thou wert wont to do, 
Keep. My lord, I date not; for Sir Pierce of Exton, 
Who late came from the King, commands the contrary, 


K. Rich. The Dev'l take Henry of Laucaſter, and thee. 


Patience isſtale, and I am weary of it. { Beats the Keepers 
_ Keep, Help, help, help. - 


K. Bebe Hom nom? what means death. in this rude 
: 72 a EP: 3 | BS om 25: 63.7 $25 1544 A I 
Wretch, thine own band yields thy death's inſtrument ; | 
. ne 
Go thou, and fill another room in hell. Kills anct her. 
| 5 e Exton ſt/ikes bim down, 
That hand ſhall burn in never-quenching fare, 
That ſtaggers thus my perſon: thy fierce hand 
Hath with the King's blood ſtain d the King's own land. 
Mount, mount my ſoul, thy feat is up on bigh, _ 
Whilſt my groſs fleſh finks downward, here to die. 2 
1 . DCS. 


4 


Exton. As full of yalour, as of royal blood. 
Both have I fpilt: Oh would the deed were good! 
For now the devil that told me I did well, 
Says, that this deed is chronicled in hell, 

This dead King to the living King I' bear; 
Take hence the reſt, and give them burial here. 


— 


¶ Exeunt. 
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Flouriſh: Enter Bolingbroke, - Vork, with other Lords 
Ind unele Tork, thelateſt news we hear, 

Is that the rebels have confum'd with fire 
Our town of Ciceſter in Gloceſterſpire „ 
But whether they be ta! en or (lain, we hear nat. 


| Enter Northumberland. | 


Boling. 


Welcome, my lord: what is the news? 
Worth. Firſt to thy ſacred ſtare wiſh I all happineſs; 
The next news is, I have to Londen ſent Tb 

The heads of Sal bury, Spencer, Blunt and Kent : 

The nianner of their taking may appear 

At large diſcoutfed in this paper here. OO © 
| F [Preſenting a Papers 

Boling. We thank thee, gentle Percy,” for thy pains, 

And to thy worth will add right worthy gains. 


"FE 4 


Enter Fitz- water. N . : 4 
Finw. My lord, I hae from Oxford ſent to Zend | 
The heads of Broccas, and Sir Bennet Seely ;, | 1 
Two of the dangerous conſorted traytors, + 1 
That ſought at Oxford thy dire overthrow.  _ 1 
Boling. Thy pains, Fitz-water, ſhall nut be forgot, .- 
Right noble is thy merit, well IW rw. f ; 
Enter Percy and the Biſhop of Carliſle, 4 
Percy. The grand conſpirator, Abbot of Weſtminſter, 4 
With clog of conſcience, and ſour melancholy, 4 


Hath yielded up his body to the graves But 


[ a 
7 
. 
: bf 
: 
j 
1 
n 
. 
; : 
: 
[ ; 
£17 7 
. 
: 4 
i - 
: 
! 
* 
* 
1 
Ly 
5 


nm — 2 
1 2 ec ey" — 
jy” 


84 The Life and Death 

But here is Carliſle, living to abide 

Thy kingly doom, and ſentence of his pride. 
Boling. Carliſle, this is your doom: 

Chuſe out ſome ſecret place, ſome reverend room 

More than thou haſt, and with it joy thy life; 

So as thou liy'ſ in peace, die free from ſtrife. 

For though mine enemy thou haſt ever been, 

High ſparks of honour in thee I have ſeen. 


Enter Exton with a Coffin. 


Exton, Great King, within this coffin I preſent 
Thy bury'd fear. Herein all breathleſs lies 
The mightieſt of thy greateſt enemies, 
Richard of Bourdeaux, by me hither brought. 
Boling. Exton I thank thee not, for thou haſt wrought 
A deed of {laughter with thy fatal hand, 
Upon my head, and all this tamous land. 
_— 3 your own mouth, my Lord, did I this 
eed. 1 
Boling. They love not poiſon, that do poiſon need; 


Nor do I thee, though I did wiſh him dead; 
TI hate the murth'rer, love him murthered. 


The guilt of conſcience take thou for thy labour, 
But neither my good word, nor princely favour. . 
With Cazz go wander through the ſhade of night, 
And never ſhew thy head by day, or light, 
Lords, I proteſt my ſoul is full of woe, 

That blood ſhould ſprinkle me, to make me grow. 
Come mourn with me for what I do lament, 
And put on ſullen black incontinent : 

I'll make a yoyage to the holy-land, 

To waſh this blood off from my guilty hand. 
March ſadly after, grace my mourning here, 

In weeping over this untimely bier. [ Exeunt eimnes. 
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M DCC X: XV. 


Lady Mountague, wiſe fo Mountague. 


+ v 
N 


Dramatis Perſonæ. 


f Scalus, Prince of Varons. 


Paris, a young Nobleman in Love with Juliet, and 
Kinſman to the Prince. 

Mountague, Io Lords of ancient families, enemies ta each 
Capulet, 8 or her. "WM 
Romeo, Son to Mountague. 
Mercutio, Kinſman to the Prince, and Friend to Romeo. 
Benvolio, Kinſman and Friend to Romeo. 
'Tibalt, Kinſinau ro Capulet. 
Fri ar Lawrence. 
Friar John. 8 
Balthaſar, Servant to | Romeo. 
Page to Paris. , 
Gregory. & Serventr co Capulet. 
Abram, Servant to Montague. 


Aka. 


Lady Capulet, Wife to Capulet. 
Juliet, Daughter to 1 in Love with Romeo. 
Nurſe to Juliet. 


Citizens of Verona, ſeveral Men and . Women Relation; to 
Capule 5 luke, Guards, EA other Attendants. * 


N SCE N E, in the beginning f -the- 
Fifth Act, is in Mantua ; 3 during all the ref 
of re Play, in "and. near Verona. 


Ad T. L. CREN EP. 
SCE N E, the Street in Verona. 
Enter Sampſon and Gregory, -with Swords and Bucklers. 


SAMPSON. 
Neger a'my word we'll not carry coals. 


ES Sam. I mean, if we be in choler, we'll 


l 
8 * 8 % draw. 
S EZ Greg. Ay, while you live, draw your 
N neck out o'th' collar. 


Sam. I ſtrike quickly, being mov'd. 
Greg. But thou art not quickly moy'd to ſtrike. 
Sam. A dog of the houſe of Mountague moves me. 
__ oY move, is to ſtir ; and to be valiant, is to 
and : | : 
Therefore, if thou art mov'd, thou runn'ſt away. 
Sam. A dog of that houſe ſhall move me to ſtand 2: 
I will take the wall of any man or maid of Mountague's. 
SE A's Greg. 


Greg. No, for then we ſhould be colliers, 


— —— as . a Oo 


lg Ps an! Trier: 


. Greg. That ſhews thee weak, ſlave, for the weakeſt 
goes to the wall, 

Sam. True, and therefore women, being the weak- 
eſt Veliels, are ever thr ſt to the wall ; therefore I 
will puſh Mouztgu.'s men from _p wall, and thruft 
_ his maids te the wall. 

Gr.g. The geared is berween our maſters, and us 


their men. 


Sem. Tis all one, 1 will ſhew my ſelf a tyrant : 
-when I have foughr with the men, I will be civil with 


the maids, and cur off their heads. 


Greg. The heads of the maids? 


Sam. Ay, the heads of the maids, or their maiden- 


Toke it in what ſenſe thou wilt. heads, 
Greg. They muſt take it in ſenſe that feel it. 

Sam. Me they ſhall feel while T am able to ſtand : 
1 ag known I am a pretty piece of fleſh. 

Tis well thou art nat fiſh : if thou hadſt, thou 


Greg. How: turn thy back and run? Ithee. 
Sam. Fear me not. 
Greg. No, marry: I fear thee. begin. 


Sam. Let us take the law of our ſides: let them 


1 been Poor Jom. Draw thy tool, here comes of 

the houſe of the Mount agu es. 5 | 
Enter Abram and Balthaſar. 

Sam. My naked weapon is out; quarrel, I will back 


Greg. I will frown as I ona by, and let them take 


it as they liſt. 

Sam. Nay, as they dare. I will bite my thumb at 
them, which is a diſgrace to them, if they bear it. 
Abr. Do you bite your thumb at us, fir ? 

Sam. I do bite my thumb, fir. 

Ar. Do you bite your thumb at us, fir ? 

Sam. Is the law on our fide, if I ſay ay? 

Greg. No. | 

Sam. No, fir, I do not bite my thumb at you, firs a 
but I bite my thumb, ſir. | 

Greg. Do you quarrel fi fir 

Alr. . fir ? no fir. 


Sam. | 


.M 
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Romeo an“ ſuliet. 5 
Sam If you do, fir, Tam for you; I ſerve as good 
a man AS you. 5 
Ar No better ? 
Sam. Well, ſir. | 
| Enter Benvolio. „ 
reg. Say better: here comes one of my maſter's 
Sam. Ves, better. | [kintmen; 
Avr. Yoa lie. | 
Sam. Draw, if you be men. Gregory, remember thy 
waſhing blow. [They fight. 
Ben. Part, fools, put up your ſwords, you know 
not what you do. | 
| Eurer Tybalt. 


5. What, art thou drawn among theſe heartleſs 
Turn thee, Benvolio, Dok upon thy death. Ihinds? 


Ben. I do but keep the peaze ; put ap thy ſword, 
Or mana e it to part theſe men with me. | 
Tyb. What diaw, and talk of peace? I hate the 
As I hate hell, all Moantagzuecs and thee : [ward 
Have at thee, coward. . {Fight, 
Enter three or four Citizens with Clubs. 
Offic. ere, bills, and partiſans! ſtrike ! beat them 
own, 
Down with the Capulets, down with the Mount agues, 
Eater old Capulet in his gown, and lady Ca pulet. 
Cap. Whar noiſe is this ? give m- my long ſword, ho? 
L. Cap. A cru:ch,a crutch : why call you for a ſword? 
Cap. A ſword, I ſay : old Mountague is come, 
And flouriſhes his biade in ſpight of me. 
Enter old Mountague and lady Mountague. 
Meun. Thou villaia, Capulcr---hold me not, let me go. 
La. Moun. Thou ſhalt nor ſtir a foot to ſeek a foe. 
| Enter prince with attendants. 
Prin. Rebellious ſubjects, enemies to peace, 
Prophaners of this neighbour-ſtained ſtee l- 
Will they nor hear ? what ho, you men, you beaſts, 
That quench the fire of your pernicious rage, 
With purple fountains ifl.1ing from your veins : 
On pain of torture, from theſe bloody hands 
Throw your miſtemper'd weapons to the ground, 
And hear the ſentence of your moved prince. —_ 
| re 
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6 Romeo and Juliet. 
Three civil broils, bred of an airy word, 

By thee, old Capulet, and Mountague, 

Have thrice diſturb'd the quiet of our ſtreets, 
And made Perons's antient citizens * 
Caſt by their grave befeeming ornaments, 
To wield old partizans, in hands as old, 
Cankred with peace, to part your cankred-hate 
If ever you diſturb our ſtreets again, 

Your lives ſhall pay the forfeit of the peace. 
For this time all the reſt depart away : 

You, Capulet, ſhall go along with me; 

And, Mozntague, come you this afternoon. 

To know our further pleaſure in this caſe, 
1 To old free-town, our common judgment-place - _ | 
Once more, on pain of death, all men depart. | 

| NExeunt Prince and Capulet, Cc. 
La. Moun. Who ſet this ancient quarrelnew abroach > — 
Speak, nephew, were you by whea it began ? | 
| Ben. Here were the ſervants of your adverſary, 

And yours, cloſe fighting, ere I did approach; 

I drew to part them: in the inſtant came | 

The ftery Trbalt, with his ſword prepar'd, i 

Which as he breath'd defiance to my ears, . 

He ſwong about his head, and cut the winds, - * 4 

Who nothing hurt withal, kiſs'd him in ſcorn ; 

While we were interchanging thruſts and blows, 

Came more and more, and fought on part and part, 

Till the prince came, who parted either pat. 

Las Meun. O where is Romeo, ſaw you him to day? 

Right gad am I, he was not at this fray. 

Ben. Madam, an hour before the worſhipp'd ſun 
Peer'd forth the golden window of the eaſt, 

A troubled mind drave me to walk abroad, 

Where underneath the grove of Sycamour, 

That weſtward rocteth from this city, ſide, 

So early walking did I ſee your ſon; 

Towards him I made, but he was ware of me, 

And ſtole into the covert of the wood; 

I meaſuring his affections by my own. ke 6 

Which then moſt ſought, where moſt might not be | 


found, 


w# 


v4. 


Being 


Romeo aud Juliet. 7 
Being one too many by my weary ſelf, 

Parſued by humour, not purſuing his 

And gladly ſhunn'd, who gladly fled from me. 

Moun, Many a morning hath he there been ſeen 
With tears augmenting the freſh morning dew, _ 
Adding to clouds, more clouds, with his deep fizhs+ 
But all ſo ſoon as the all-cheering ſun, 

Should, in the fartheſt eaſt, begin to draw 

The ſhady curtains from Aurora's bed, 

Away from light ſteals home my heavy ſon, 

And private in his chamber pens himſelf, 

Shuts up his windows, locks fair day-light out, 
And makes himſelf an artificial nighr. 
Black and portentous muſt this humour prove, 
Unleſs good counſel may the cauſe remove. 

Ben. My noble uncle, do you know the cauſe ?.. 

Moan. I neither know it, nor can learn it of him. 

Ben. Have you importun'd him by any means? 

Moun. Both by my ſelf, and many other friends; 
But he, his own affections counſellor. 

Is to himſelf (I will not ſay how true) 

But to himſelf ſo ſecret and ſo cloſe, , 

So far from ſounding and diſcoyery, 

As is the bud bit with an envious worm, 

Ere he can ſpread his ſweet leaves to the air, 

Or dedicate his beauty to the ſame. 

Could we but learn from whence his ſorrows grow, 

We woald as willingly give cure, as know. | 

Enter Romeo. __ 3 

Ben. See where he comes: ſo pleaſe you ſtep aſide, 

PI know his grievance,. or be much deny d. 
Moun. T would thou wert ſo happy by thy ſtay,” . 

To hear true ſhrif:. Come, madam, let's away. [Ex. 

Ben. Good morrow, couſin. Mo” £7 ; 

Rom. Is the day ſo, young? 

Ben. But new ſtruck nine, | 

Rom. Ah me. ſad hours ſeem long. 

Was that my father that went hence ſo faſt 7 

Ben. It was: wha: ſadneſs lengthens Romeo's hours? 

Rom. Not haying that, which haying, makes them 


ſhort, : 
A 4 Ben. 
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8 Romeo and Juliet. 

Ben. In love? Eo 

Rom. Out 

Ben. Of love? 

Rom. Out of her favour, where J am in love. 
Ben. Alas! that love ſo gentle in his view, 
Should be ſo tyrannous and rough in proof. 

Rom. Alas! that love, whoſe view is muffled ſtill, 
Shou!d without eyes, fee path-ways to his will: 
Where ſhall we dine ?--O me !--what fray was here ?-- 
Yer tell me nor, for I have heard it all KT. 
He: e's much to do with hate, but more with love: 

Why then, O brawling love! O loving hate ! 
O any thing of nothing firſt create : | 
O heavy lightneſs, ſerious vanity, 
Miſhapen chaos of well-ſeeming forms, # 
Feather of lead, bright ſmoke, cold fire, ſick health, 
S-ill-waking ſleep, that is not what it is: 
This love feel I, that feel no love in this. 
Doſt thou not laugh? 

Ben, No coz, I rather weep. 

Rom. Good heart, at what? | 

Ben. At thy good heart's oppreſſion. 

Rom. Why ſuch is love's tranſpreffion. 

_Griefs of mine own lie heavy in my breaſt ; 
Wh'ch thou wilt propagate to have it preſt 
Wich more of hine, this love that thou baſt ſhe wn 
Doth add more grief to too much of mine on. 
Love is a ſmeke made cf the fume of ſighs, 
Being purg'd, a fire ſtarkling in lovers eyes, 
Being vert, a ſea nouriſh'd with loving tears; 
What is it elſe ? a madneſs moſt diſcreet, | 
A chnaking gall, and a preſerving ſweet : 
Farewell, my chr. 4, 

Ben. Soft, Iwill go along, 

And if you leave me ſo, you do me wrong. 

Rom. But J have loſt my ſelf, I am not here, 
This is vor Romeo, he's ſome other where. 
Ben. Fell me in ſadneſs, who is that you love? 
* Rom. What. ſhall | groan and tell thes? 
Ben. Groan ? why no; but ſadly tell me, who. 


{Going. 


Rom. 


Romeo and Julict. 9 
Rom. A ſick man in good ſadneſs makes his will- 
O word, ill urg'd to one that 1: fo ill | 
In ſadneſs, 88 Joy I do love a woman. 5 
Ben. I aim'd ſo near, when I ſuppos'd you lov'd. 
Rom. A right good marks-man, an the's fair I love. 
Ben. A right fair mark, fair coz, is ſooneſt hit. 
Rom. Well in that hit you miſs, ſhe'IInot be hit 
With Cupid's arrow; ſhe hath Dian's wit: 
And in ſtrong proof of chaſtiry well arm'd; 
From love's weak childith bow, the lives uncharm'd. 
She will nor ſtay the fiege of loving term, 
Nor bide th' encounter of aſſailing «yes, * 
Nor ope her lap to faint-ſeducing gold: 
O ſhe is rich in beauty, only poor, 
That when ſhe dies, with beauty dies her ſtore. 
Ben. Then ſhe hath ſworn, that ſne will ſtill live chaſte? 
Rom. She hath, and in that ſpa ing makes ha.e 
For beauty ſtarv'd with her ſeverity, [ walte. 
Cuts beauty off from all poſteriry. 
She is too fair, too wiſe; wiſely too fair, 
To merit bliſs by making me deſpair 3 
She hath forſworn to love, and in that vow 
Vo I live dead, that live to tell it now. | 
Ben. Be rul'd by me, forget to think of her. 
Rom. O teach me how I ſhould forget to think. 
Ben. By giving liberty unto thine eyes; 
Exa mine other beauties. | [more, 
Rom. Tis the way to call hers (exquiſite) in queſtion 
Thoie happy masks that k:fs fa ir ladies brows, h 
Being black. pat us in mind they hide the fair; 
He that is ſtrucken blind. cannot forget | 
The precious treaſure of his eye-iighr luſt. 
Shew me a miſtreſs that is paſſing fair; 
What doth her beauty ſerve but as a note, 
Where I may read 15 paſt that paſſing fair. 
Fare wel, thou canſt not teach me to forget. | 
Ben. PII pay that doctrine, or elle die in debt. [Z£xe. 
Enter Ca pulet, Paris and Scrvant. © 
Cap. Mountague is bound as well as I, 
In penalty alike; and 'ris not hard, I think, | 
RES > 3s For 
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1 Romeo amd Juliet. 
For men ſo old as we to keep the peace. 
Par. Of honourable reck'ning are you both, 
And pity *tis you liv'd at odds ſo long: _ 
But now, my lord, what ſay you to my ſuit ? 
Cap. But ſaying o'er what I have ſaid before: 
My child is yet a ſtranger in the world, 
She hath not ſeen the change of fourteen years, -_ 
Let two more ſummers wither in their pride, 
Ere we may think her ripe to be a bride. _ 
Par. Younger than ſhe are happy mothers made. 
x Cap. And too ſoon marr'd are thoſe ſo early made: 
Earth up hath ſwallowed all my hopes but ſhe, 
She is the hopeful lady of my earth: 
| But woo her, gentle Paris, get her heart, 
= n to her conſent is but a part, 
3 f ihe agree, within her ſcope of choice _ 5 
Lies my conſent, and fair according voice: 
This night, I hold an old accuſtom'd feaſt, 
Whereto I have invited many a gueſt, _ 
Such as I Iove, and you among the ſtore, = 
Once more, moſt welcome makes my number more: 
At my poor houſe, look to behold this night, 
Earth-trading ſtars thas make dark heaven light, Fo 
Such comfort as do luſty young men feel, : 
When well-apparell'd pril on the heel 
Of limping winter treads, even ſuch delight | 
Among freſh female buds ſhall you this night py 
Inherit at my houſe ; hear all, all fee, 
And like her moſt, whoſe merit moſt ſhall be: 
Which one more view, of many, mine being one, 
May ſtand in number, though in reck*ning none. 
Come go with me. Go, firrah, trudge abour, 
Through fair Verena, find thoſe perſons our, 
Whoſe names are witten there, and to them ſay, 
My houſe and welcome on their pleaſure ſtay. 
p | . LSE CAD. 4 Ar. 
Ser. Eind them out wnoſe names are written here? 
It is written, that the ſhooe-maker ſhould meddle with 
his yard. and th: tailor with his laſt, the fiſher with 
his pencil, and the painter with his nets. © But F am 
Tent to find thoſe pe: ſons whoſe names are writ, and 
| can 


2 


Romeo and Juliet, 1 


can never find hat names the writing Perſon hath 

here writ, (I muſt to the learned) in good time. 

Enten Benvolio and Romeo. | 
Ben. Tut man, one fire burns out another's. burn- 

One pain is leflen'd by another's anguiſh ;- (ing, 

Turn giddy and be holp by backward turning, . 

One deſperate grief cures with another's languilh : 2 

Take thou ſome ne infection to the eye, 

And the rank poiſon of the old will die. me 8 
Rom. Your plantan leaf is excellent for that. EY, 
Ben. For what, I pray the? 1 4d hn k 
Rom. For your broken shin. ct 
Ben. Why, Romeo, art thou mad ? 

Rom. Not mad, but bound more than a mad man 2 

Shut up in priſon, kept without my food, 

Whipt and tormented; and--good een, good fellow. 

Ser. God gi'good-e en: I pray, fir, can We 2 
Rom. Ay, mine own fortune in my miſery. 5 
Ser. Perhaps you have learn'd it without book: : 

Bur, I pray, can you read any thing you ſee ?, | 
| Rom: Ay, if I know the letters and the language. 

Ser. Ye ſay honeſtly, reſt you merr x. 
Rom, Stay fellow, I can read. | 


*. 


He reads, che Letter. 


Tenior Martino, YET, his wife and daughter : Count An- 
ſelm and his beauteous ſiſters ; the lady Widow of Vitru- 
vio, fiznior Placentino, and his" lovely neices; Mercutio 
un bis brother Valentine ; mine untle Capalet, his wife 
and daughters 3 my fair niece Roſaline, Livio; ſegnior Va- 
lentio, and his couſin Tibalt; Lucio, and the Ys 18 
lena. 
A fair aſſembly; whither mould they' come ? 
Ser. U 
Ro. Whither 8 fo upper ? 23 
Ser. To our houſe. FIR 997 
Rom. Whole houſe? Lk Sb. 
Ser. My maſter s. 
Rom: Indeed I ſhould have askt you hät- Vefbren 
Ser. Now I'll tell you without asking. My maſter is 
1 ano rich Cpulet, and if you be not of the houſe of 
Mountagues, 
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j Mon feguer, I pray come and cruſh a cap of wine: Reſt 
| you merry. | „ ait. 
Ben. At this ſame ancient feaſt of Capulets, 
| Saps the fair Roſaline, whom thou ſo loveſt; . 
With all the admired beauries of Verona: 
Go thither, and with unatta nted eye, 
Compare her face with ſome that I ſhall ſhew, 
And I will make thee rhink thy ſwan a crow. 
Rom. When the devout religion of mine eye 
Maintains ſuch falſhood, then turn tears to fire; 
And theſe who often drown'd could never die, 
Trenſparent hereticks be burnt for lars. 
One fairer than my love! the all-ſeeing fun 
Ne'er ſaw her match, ſince firſt the world begun. 
Ben. Tut, tut, you ſaw her fair, none elſe being by, 
Her ſelf pois'd with her ſelf in either eye: 
Bar in thoſe chryſtal ſcales, let there be weigh'd, 
You ladies love againſt ſome other maid, 50 
Thar If ſh-w yon, ſhining at this feaſt, 
And ſle will ſhew ſcant well, that now ſhe ws beſt. 
* Rom. PII goalong, no ſuch fight to be ſnewn, 
But to rejoice in ſplendor of mine own. 8 
SCENE II. Capulet's Houſe. 
| Enter lady Capulet, and nurſe. | 
L. Cap. Nurſe, where's my daughter? call her 
.Forth'ro we. 1 19] 
Nurſe. Now by my maiden-head, at twelve years old, 
I bad her come; what lamb, what lady-bird, God 
. forbid--W here's this girl? what, Juliet? | 
Wo: 23 4 5 f | Extey Juliet. | 
Jul. 6w now, who calls? 
Noe. our mother... v 
Jul. Madam, I am here, what is your will? 
Ls. Cap. This is the matter--Nurſe, give.me leave a 
while, we muſt talk in ſecrer, nurſe come back again, l 
b ve remembred me, thouſ' hear my counſel : thou 
knoweſt my Jaughter's of a pretty age. FP 
Nurſe. Faith I can tell her age unto an hour. 
| 4-4. Cap. She's not fourteen. | 
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Nurſe. TL lay fourteen of my teeth, 
And yet to my teeth be ir ſpoken, 
1 have but four, the's not foarteen; 
How long is it now to Lammas-tide? 
La. Cap. A fortni ght and odd days. 1 
Nurſe. Even or odd, of all days in the year, come 
La nmas-eve at night ſhall ſhe be fourteen. Suſan and 
ſhe, God reſt all chriſtian ſouls, were of one age. Well, 
Suſan is with God, ſhe was too good for me. Bat as 1 
ſaid; on Lammas-eve at night ſhall ſhe be fourteen, that 
ſhall ſhe, marry, I rememher it well. Tis ſince the 
earthquake now eleven years, and the was wean'd, I 
never {ball forget it, of all the days in the year, upon 
that day; for I had then laid worm-wood to my dug, 
ſitting ia the ſun under the dove-houſe wall, my lord 
and you were then at Mantua---nay, I do bear a brain. 
But, as I ſaid; when it did taſte the w:rm-wood on the 
nipple of my dig, and felt it bitter, pretty fool, to 
ſee it teachy, and fall out with the dug: Shake, 
quoth the dbve-houſe-— twas no need Itcow to bid 
me trudge; and ſince that time it is eleven years, for 
then ſhe could ſtand alone, nay, by th' rood ſhe could 
have run, and wadled all aboat; for even the day 
before the broke her brow, and then my husband, 
God be with his ſoul, was a merry man, took up the 
child, yea, quoth he, doſt thou fall upon. thy face? 
thou wilt fall backward when thou haſt more wit, 
wilt thou not, Juliet ? And be my holy-dam, the pret- 
ty wretch left crying, and ſaid, ay; to ſee now how a 
jeſt ſhall come about. I Warrant, and I ſhould live 
a thouſand years, I never ſhould forget it : Wilr thou 
on Juliet, quoth he? and pretty fool, it ſtinted, and 
/ Hs nt 
La Cap Enough of this, I pray thee hold thy peace. 
Nurſe. Yes, madam, yet I cannot chuſe bur laugh, 
to think it ſhould leave crying and ſay, ay; and yet I 
warrant. it had upon its brow a bump as big as a 
young cockrel's ftone :.a perilous knock, and it cried 
bitterly. Yea, quoth my husband, fall'ſt upon thy 
face? thou wilt fall backward when thou comeſt to 
age; wilt thou not, Juliet? Ir tinted, and ſaid, ay. 
"REIN | | Jul. 
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Jul. And ſtint the tod, I pray thee, nurſe, ſay T. 
Nurſe; Peace, I have done: God mark thee to his 
grace, thou waſt the prettieſt babe that e'er I nurſt, 
33 I might live to ſee thee married once, I have my 
WI | | | LE 
L. Cap. Marry, that marry is the very theam 
T came'to talk of; tell me, daughter Juliet, 
How ftands your diſpoſition to be married? 
Jul. Tis an hour that I dream not of. 
-= Nurſe. An hour, were not Ithine only nurſe, T would 
. Tay thou hadſt fuck'd- wiſdom from thy tear. | 
La. Cap. Well, think of marriage now; younger 
Here in Verena, ladies of eſteem, (than you 
Are made already mothers. By my count, 
T was your mother much upon theſe years, 
That you are now a maid ; thus then in brief, 
The valiant Paris ſeeks you for his love. FH 
Nurſe. A man, young lady, lady, ſuch a man, as all 
the world----why he's a man of wax. 
Lua. Cap. Veronas fummer hath not ſuch a flower, 
Nurſe. Nay he's a flower, in faith a very flower. 
La. Cap. What ſay you, can you love the gentleman ? 


This night you ſhall behold him at our feaſt, 


Read o'er the volume of young Par:s's face, 
And find delight writ there with beauty's pen 
Examine every ſeveral lineament, * | 
And fee how one, another lends content; 

And what obſcur'd in this fair volume lyes, 

Find written in the margent of his eyes. 
This precious book of love, this unbound lover, 
To beaurity him, only lacks a cover. 
The fiſh lives in the Tea, and tis much pride 

For fair without, the fair within to hide: 
That book in manies eyes doth ſhare the glory, 
That in gold claſps 15eks in the golden ſtory „* 75 
So ſhall vou thire all that hie doth poſſeſs,ñũ 
By having him, mary i 
Nurſe. No leſs! nay bigger; women grow by men. 
La. Cap. Speak brief,, can you like of Paris love? 
Jul. I'll look to like, if looking liking moye. 
But no more deep will I endart mine eye, 
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Than your conſent gives ſtrength to make it fly. 
Enter a Servant. . © © 


; Ser. Madam, the gueſts are come, ſupper ferv'd up, 
you calb'd, my young lady ask'd for, the nurſe curſt in 
the pantry, and every thing in extremity, I muſt hence 
1} to wait, I beſeech you follow ſtraighr. | Exit. 

| — Ca. Cap. We follow thee. Juliet, the county ſtays. 


' Nurſe. Go girl, ſeek happy nights e Rae 


Maskers, .Thrch-bearers. | ' 
Rom. What, ſhall this ſpeech be ſpoke to our excuſe? 
| Or {hall we on without apology ? _ 
N Ben. The date is out of ſuch prolixity, 
We'll have no Cupid hood-wink'd with a ſcarf, 
Bearing a tartar's painted bow of lath, | 
Scaring the ladies like a crow-keeper. 
But'let them meaſure us by whar they will, 
We'll meaſure them a meaſure and be gone. 
Rom, Give me a torch, I am not for this ambling. 
Being but heavy, I will bear the light. BY 
Mer. Nay, gentle Romeo, we muſt have you dance. 
Rom. Not I, believe me, you have dancing ſhoes 
With nimble ſoles, I have a ſole of lead, 
So ſakes me to the ground I cannot move. 
Mer. Vou are a lover, borrow Capia's wings, 
— And ſoar with them above a common bound. 
| Rom. I am too fore impierced with his ſhafr, 
Q To ſoar with his light feathers, and to bound: 
I cannot bound a pitch above dull woe; 
Under love's heavy burden do I fink. 
Mer. And to ſink in it, ſhould you burden love, 


| 3 | LS a C 
Enter Romeo, Mercutio, Benvolio, with five or ix 7715 


= 


Too great oppr: Mon for a tender thing. | 


* . 


Rom. Is love a tender thing? it is too rough,” 
Too rude, too boiſterous, it pricks like born. 
er. If love be rough with you, be rough with love, 


Prick love for pricking, and you love bear down: 


: 4 


Fiege ehe bn my, Viſage in, 

A viſor for a viſor ; what care T | 

What curious eye doth quote deformities, ö 

Here are the beetle-brows ſhall bluſh for me. 
| | Ben. 


16 Romeo and Juliet. 
Ben. Comè knock and enter, and no ſooner in, 
But every man betake him to his legs- 54h 
Rom. A. torch for me, let wantons, light of heart, 
Tickle the ſenſeleſs ruſhes with their heels; 
For I am proverb'd with a grand-fire phraſe ; 
I'll be a candle-lighter, and look on, os 
The game was ne'er ſo fair, and Jam done. 
Mer. Tut, dun's the mouſe, the conſtable's own 
PO Oo ERR LY 
If thou art dun, we'll draw thee from the mire; _ 
Or, ſave your reverence, love, wherein thou ſtickeſt 
Up to the ears: Come, we burn day-light, ho. 
Rom. Nay, that's not ſo. | 
Mer. I mean, Sir, we delay. | | 
We waſte our lights in vain, lights, lights, by day; 
Take our good mean'ng, for our judgment firs 
Five things in that, ere once in our fine wits. 
Rom. And we mean well in gcing to this mask; 
But tis no wit to go. 433 435 THE 
Mer. Why, may one ask? 
Rom. I dreamt a dream to-night. 
Mer. And ſo did I. 
Rom. Well; what was yours. 
Mer. That dreamers often lie. 8 
Rom. In bed afleep; while they do dream things 
_ __rrue. „ c 
Mer. O then I fee queen Mab hath been with you: 
She is the Fairies midwife, and ſhe comes in ſhape no 
bigger than an agat-ſtone on the fore-finger of an al- 
derman, drawn with a teem of lirtle atomies, over 
mens noſes as they lye afleep: Her waggon ſpokes 
made of long ſpinners legs ; the cover, of the ink 2 
of graſhoppers ; her trace of the ſmalleſt ſpider's web, 
her collars of the 'moonſhine's warry beams; her whip 
of cricket's bone; the laſh of film; her waggoner a 
ſmall gray-coated gnat, not half fo big as a round lit- 
tle. worm, prickt from the lazy finger of a woman. 
Her chariot is an empry hazel-nut, made by the joy- 
ner ſquirrel or old grub, time out of mind, the fairies 
coach- makers: And in this ſtate ſhe gallops nigbt by 
night, through lovers brains; and then they 1 of 
90 | | | | oVe 
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love. On countries knees, that dream on cu fies 
ſtrait: O'er lawyers fingers. who ſtrait dream on 
fees: O'er ladies lips, who ſtrait on kiſſes dream, 
which oft the angry Mab with bliſters. plagues, be- 
cauſe their breaths with ſweet-meats tainted are, 
Sometimes ſhe gallops o'er a courtier's noſe, and then 
dreams he of ſmelling out a ſuit: And ſome- 
times comes ſhe with a tith-pig's tail, tickling a 
parſon's noſe as he lies aſleep ; then he dreams of ano- 
ther benefice. Sometimes e driveth o'er a ſoldier's 
neck, and then dreams he of cutting foreign throats, 


of breaches, ambuſcadoes, Spaniſh blades ; of healths 


five fathom deep; and then anon drums in his ears, 
at which he ſtarts and wakes, and being thus frighted, 
ſwears a prayer or two, and fleeps again. This is 
that very Mab that plats the manes of horſes in the 
night, and bakes the elf-locks in foul flutrifh hairs, 
which once intangled, much misfortunes bodes. 
This is the hag when maids lye on their backs, 
That preſſes them, and learns them firſt to bear, 
Making them women of good carriage: 
This is me. 

Rom. Peace, peace, Mercutio, peace; 
Thou talk'ſt of nothing. 

Mer. True, I talk of dreams; | 
Which are the children of an idle brain, 
Begot of nothing, but vain phantaſy, 
Which is as thin of ſubſtance as the air, 
And more unconſtant than the wird; who wooes 
Even now the frozen boſom of the north, 
And being anger'd, puffs away from thence, 
Turning his ſide to the dew-dropping ſouth. ; 
Ben. This wind you talk of, blows us from ourſelyes ; 
Supper is done, and ve ſhall come too late. 
- Rom. ] fear too early; for my mind miſgives, 
Some conſequence ſtill hanging in the ſtars, 


Shall bitterly begin his f2arful dare 


With this night's reyels, and —_— the term 
Of a deſpiſed life clos'd in my breaſt, 
By ſome vile forfeit of untimely death : 


Bat he that hath the ſteerage of my courſe, _ 
| | | Dire& 
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Direct my ſuit : on, luſty gentlemen. 
Ben. Strike, drum. Te 


They march about the ſtage, and ſervants come forth with their 
; Napkins. | 
1 Ser. Where's Potpan, that he helps not to take a- 
way? He ſhift a trencher ! He ſcrape a trencher ! 
2 Ser. When good manners ſhall jye in one or two 


mens hands, and they unwaſh'd too, tis a foul thing. 
I Ser. Away with the joint-ſtools,. remove the 


-court-cupboard, look to the plate: Good thou, ſave 
me a piece of march-pane ; and as thou loveſt me, 
let the porter let in Suſan Grindftone, and Nell, Anthony, 
and Por pan. f 5 
Ay, Dey, ready. | | 
1 Ser. You are look'd:for, call'd for, ask'd for, and 
ſought for, in the great chamber. | 

2 Ser. We cannot be here and there too; chearly 
boys ; be brisk awhile, and the longer liyer take all. 

* | IExeunt. 
Enter all the gueſtis and ladies to the makers, 

1 Cap. Welcome, gentlemen ; — 241 
Ladies that have their toes IF 
Unplagu'd with corns, will walk about with you. 
Ah me, my miſtreſſes, which of you all 
Will now deny to dance? She that makes dainty, 
She, I'll ſwear hath corns; am I come near ye now? 
Welcome Gentlemen, I have ſeen the day . 
That I have worn a viſor; and could tell 
A whiſpering tale in a fair lady's ear, Hon See 
Such as would pleaſe: Tis gone; tis gone; tis gone: 
You are all welcome, gentlemen; come muſicians, 
JJ [Muſick plays, and they dance. 
A hall, hall; give room, and foot it, girls: | 
Nore light ye knaves, and turn the tables up; 
And quench the fire, the room is grown too hot, 
Ah, firrah, this unlook'd for ſport comes well : : | 
Nay, fit, nay, ſit, good couſin Capulet, | 
For you and I arepaſt our dancing days: 

How long is'tnow ſince laſt yourſelf and I 


Were in a mask? 


2 Cap. 
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2 Cap. By'r lady, thirty years. | 

1 Cap. What, Man! *tis not ſo much, 'tis not fo 

much : | | 
Tis ſince the nuptial. of Lucentio. 
Come 1 as quickly as it will, 
Some five and twenty years, and then we mask'd. 
2 Cap. Tis more, his ſon is elder, fir : 
His ſon is thirty. 13 
1 Cap. Will you tell me that? 
His ſon was but a ward two years ago. 

Rom. What lady is that which doth enrich the hand 
Of yonder Knight? 15 5 | 

Ser. I know not, Sir, | 

Rom. O ſhe doth teach the torches to burn bright; 
Her beauty hangs upon the cheek of night, b 
Like a rich jewel in an Eehiop's ear: . 
Beauty too rich for uſe, for earth too dear! 

So the x5 a ſnowy dove trooping with crows, 

As yonder lady o'er her fellows ſhows : 

The meaſure done, Til watch her place of ſtand, 
And touching hers, make bleſſed my rude hand. 
Did my heart love till now? forſwear it ſight ; 
For I neer ſaw true beauty till this night. 

Tib. This by his voice ſhould be a Mountugue. 
Fetch me my rapier, boy: What dares the flaye 
Come hither. cover'd with an. antick face, 

Fo fleer and ſcorn at our folemnity? _ 
Now by the ſtock and honour of my kin, 
To ſtrike him dead, I hold it not a fin. 

Cap. Why, how now, kinſman, 
Wherefore ſtorm you ſo? tt 354-5 4 

7ib, Uncle, this is a Moantagae, our foe: 
A villain that is hither come in ſpight, 
To ſcorn at our ſolemniĩty this night. 

Cap. Young. Romeo, ĩs it? 

Tib. Tis he, that villain Romeo. 

Cap. Content thee, gentle coz, let him alone, 
He bears him like a portly gentleman : 

And to ſay truth, Verona brags of him, 
To be a virtuous and well govern'd youth. 
I would not for the wealth of all the town, 


Here 
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Therefore be patient, take no note of him, 


Am T the maſter here, or you? Go to- | 
You'll not endure him! God ſhall mend my ſou}, 


III make you quiet. What, cheerly, my hearts. 
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Here in my houſe do him diſparagement : 


It is my will, the which if thou reſpect; 
Skew a fair preſence, and put off the'e frowns, 
And ill beſee ming ſemblance of a feaſt. 
Tib. It fits, when ſuch a villain is a gueſt. 
Fl not endure him. _ | | 
Cap. He ſhall be endur'd. . FE 
What goodman-boy----F ſay he ſhall. Go to- | 


You'll make a mutiny among the gueſts : 
You will ſet cock-a-hoop ? You'll be the man ? 
N. Why, uncle, *tis'a ſhame. | 
Cap. Go to, go to, 
You area ſaucy boy---'tis ſo indeed | 
This trick may chance to ſcathe you; I know what, — 
You muſt contrary me? --- marry tis time. 
Well faid, my hearts; you are a princox, go, 
Be quiet, or more light, for ſhame ; 


a — DAM. ne 


Tib. Patience perforce with wilfal choler meeting, 
Makes my fleſh tremble in their different greeting. 
I will withdraw; but this intrufion ſhall, | 
Now ſeeming ſweet, convert to bitter gall. 
Rom. If I prophane with my unworthieſt hand, 
| | | [7 Juliet. 
This holy ſhrine, the gentle ſin is this | 
My lips two bluſhing pilgrims ready fand. 
To ſmooth that rough touch with a tender kiſs. 
Jul. Good pilgrim. 5 
You do wrong your band too much, 
Which mannerly devotion ſhews in this, 
For ſaints have hands----the pilgrim's hands do touch, 
And palm to palm, is holy palmers kiſs. 
Rom. Have not ſaints lips, and holy palmers too? 
Jul. Ay, pilgrim, lips that they muſt uſe in prayer. 
Rom. 6 then, dear ſaint, let lips do what hands do, 
They pray (grant thou) leſt faith turn to deſpair. _ 


71. 
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Jul. Saints do not move, 
Though grant for prayers ſake. | | 
Rom. Then move not while my prayers effect do 
take : | 
Thus from my lips, by thine my ſin is parg'd. [X;/#ug her. 
Jul. Then have my lips the fin that they have tock. 


Rom. Sin from my lips! O treſpaſs ſweetly urg'd: 
Give me my fin again. 


5:1. You kiſs by th book. _ 
Nur. Madam, your mother craves a word with you, 
Rom. What is her mother? | 
Nur. Marry, batchelor, | 
Her mother 1s the lady of the houſe, 
And a good lady, and a wiſe and virtuous. 
I nurs'd her daughter that you talk withal : 
I tell you, he that can lay hold of her, 
Shall have the chink. 
Rom. Is ſhe a Capulet? 
O dear account! My life is my foe's debr. 
Ben. Away, be gone, the ſport is at the beſt. 
Rom. Ay, ſo I fear, the more is my unreſt. 
Cap. Nay, Gentlemen, prepare not to be gone, 
We have a trifling fooliſh banquet towards. 
Is it een ſo? why then, I thank you all. 
I thank you, honeſt gentlemen, good night : 
More torches here---come on, then let's to bed, 
Ah, ſir rah, by my fay it waxes late. 
Fll to my reſt. 
Jul. Come hither, nurſe. 
What is yond* gentleman ® _ 
Nur. The ſon and heir of old Yöberio. 
Jul. What's he that now is going out of door? 
Nur. Marry, that IT think to be young Perruchio. 
Jul. What's he that follows here, that would not 
| dance? | | 
Nur, I know not. 
Jul. Go ask his name. If he be married, 
My grave is like to be my wedding bed. 
Nur. His name is Romeo, and a Mountague, 
The only ſen of our great enemy. 
Jul My only love ſprung from my only hate 
Too early ſeen, unknown, and known too late; 
Prodigious 
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Prodigious birth of love it is to me, 

That I muſt love a loathed enemy. 

, Nar. What's this ? what's this? 
Jul. A rhime I learn'd even now 2 

Of one I danc'd withal.' | [one calls within, Juliet. 
Nur. Anon, anon: * 

Come, let's away, the ſtrangers all are gone. I Exeunt. 
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\T OW old defire-doth in his death-bed lye, 
And young affection gapes to be his heir: 


That fair, for which love groan'd ſore, and would die, 


With tender Juliet match'd is now not fair. 

Now Romeo is belov'd, and loves again, 

Alike bewitched by the charm of looks : 

But to his foe ſuppos'd he muſt complain. 

And ſhe ſteal love's ſweet bait from fearful hooks. 
Being held a foe, he may not have acceſs 

To breath ſuch vows as lovers uſe to ſwear 3 

And ſhe as much in love, her means much leſs, 
To meet her new: beloved any where: 

But paſſion lends them power, time means to meet, 
Tempting extremities with extream ſweet. 


8 C EN E. It. The Street. 7 


Har. Romeo alone. 3 
Rem. Can I go forward when my heart is here? 


Turn back, dull earth, and find my center out. [ Exit. 


| Enter Benvolio with Mercurio. 

Ben. Romeo, my couſin Romeo, Romeo. 

Mer. He is wife, 1 „ 
And on my life hath ſtoln him home to bed. 5 

Ben. He ran his way, and leap'd this orchard wall. 
Call, good Mercutio. . | 2 
Mer. 
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Mer. Nay, I'll conjure too. | 
Romeo, Humours, madam, paſſion, lover, 
Appear thou in the likeneſs of a ſigh, 
Speak but one time, and J am ſatisfied. | 
Cry me but ay me! couple but love and day, 
Speak to my goſſip Venus one fair word, 
One nick-name for her parblind ſon and her, 
Young Abraham Cupid, he that ſhot ſo true, 


He heareth not, he ſtirreth not, he moverh not, 
The ape is dead, and I muſt conjure him. 
I conjure thee by Ryſaline's bright eyes, 
By her high forehead, and her ſcarlet lip, 
By her fine foot, ſtreight leg, and quivering thigh, 
And the demeſns that tere adjacent lye, 
That in thy likeneſs thou appear to us. 
Ben. And if he hear thee, thou wilt anger him. 
Mer. This cannot anger him, *rwould anger him 
To raiſe a ſpirit in his miſtreſs's circle, | | 
Of ſome ſtrange nature, letting it there ſtand 
»Till the had laid it, and conjur'd it down; 
That were ſome ſpighr. 
My inyocation is fair and honeſt, and in his miſtreſs's 
name : | ; 
I conjure only but to raiſe up him. 
Ben. Come, he hath hid himſelf among theſe trees, 
To be conſorted with. the humorous night: 
Blind is his love, and beſt befirs the dark. _ 
Mer. If love be blind, love cannot hit the mark. 
Now will he fit under a medlar-tree, 
And wiſh his miſtreſs were that kind of fruit, 
Which maids call medlars when they laugh alone: 
O, Romeo, that ſhe were, O that the were 


An open or thou a poprin pear; 5 te 


Romeo, good night, III to my truckle-bed, 
This fie ld-bed is too cold for me to ſleep: 
Come, ſhall we go? | 
Ben. Go then, for 'tis in vain to ſeek him here, 
That means not to be found. 
[Exeunt, 
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SCENE II. AGarden. 


Enter Romeo. 


Rom. He jeſts at ſcars that never felt a wound 
But ſoft, what light thro' yonder window breaks? 
It is the eaſt, and Juliet is the ſun : pops 

I Juliet appears above at a window. 
Ariſe, fair ſun, and kill the envious moon, 
Who is already ſick and pale with grief, 
That thou, her maid, art far more fair than ſhe, 

Be not her maid ſince ſhe is envious. 

Her veſtal livery is but ſick and green, 
And none bur fools do wear it, caſt it off: 
It is my lady, O it is my love---O that ſhe knew ſhe 
- were! | | 
She ſpeaks, yet ſhe ſays nothing; what of that? 
Her eye diſcourtes, I will anſwer it 
Jam too bold, *tis not to me ſhe ſpeaks : 
Two of the faireſt ſtars of all the heaven, 
Having ſome buſineſs, do intreat her eyes 
To twinkle in their ſpheres till they return. 
What if her eyes were there, they in her head. 
The brightneſs of her cheek would ſhame thoſe ſtars, 
As day-light doth a lamp; her eye in heaven, 
Would through the airy region ſtream ſo bright, 
That birds would ſing, and think it were not night: 
See how ſhe leans her cheek upon her hand! 
O that I were a glove upon that hand, 
Thar I might touch that cheek. 

Jul. Ah me! 5 

Rom. She ſpeaks. 5 
Oh ſpeak again, bright angel, for thou art 
As glorious to this Night, being o'er my head, 

As is a winged meſſenger from heav'n, 
Unto the white upturned wondering eyes, 
Of mortals, that fall back to gaze on him, 
When he beſtrides the lazy puffing clouds, 
And ſails upon the boſom of the air. 
Jul. O Remeo, Romco--=wherefore art thou Romeo? 


Deny thy father, and refuſe thy name: 6 
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Or if thou wilt not, be but ſworn my Love, 
And PFll no longer be a Capulet. 


Rom. Shall I hear more, or ſhall I ſpeakat this? LAſi de. 


Jul. ' Tis but thy Name that is my Enemy: 
Thou art thy ſelf, though not a Mountague. 
What's Mountague ? it is rot Hand, nor Foot, 
Nor Arm, nor Face -O be ſome other Name 

-- Belonging to a Man. 
What's in a Name ? that which we call a Roſe, + 
By any other Word would ſmell as ſweet. 

So Romeo would, were he not Romeo call'd, 
Retain that dear perfection which he owes, 
Without that Title; Romeo, doff thy Name, 
And for that Name, which is no part of thee, 
Take all my ſelf. | | 

Rom. I take thee at thy Word: | 

Call me but Love, and I'll be new baptiz'd, 

© Henceforth I never will be Romeo. | 


Jul. What Man art thou, that thus beſcreen'd in Night, 


So ſtumbleſt on my Counſel ? 
Rom. By a Name, 
J know not how to tell thee who I am: 
My Name, dear Saint, is hateful to my ſelf, 
Becaule it is an Enemy to thee, 
. HadIit written, I would tear the Word, 
Jul. My Ears have yet not drunk a hundred Words 
Ot thy Tongue's uttering, yet I know the ſound. 
_ Art thou not Romeo, and a Mountague ? 
Rom. Neither, fair Maid, if either thee diſlike, 
Jul. How cam'ſ{t thou hither, 
Tel] me, and wherefore ? | 
The Orchard Walls are high, and hard to climb, 
And the place Death, conſidering who thou art, 
If any of my Kinſmen find thee here. 
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Rom. With Love's light Wings did I over-perch theſe 


Walls, a | 
For ſtony Limits cannot hold Love out, 
And what Love can do, that dares Love attempt: 
Therefore thy Kinſmen are no ſtop to me. | 
Jul. If they do lee thee, they will murder thee, ® 
Rom. Alack there lies Pond in thine Eye, 


Than 
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Than twenty of their Swords, look thou but ſweet, 

And I am proof againſt their Enmity. | 
Jul. I would not for the World his fav thee here: 
Rom. | have night's cloak to hide me from their Eyes, 

And but thou love me, let them find me here 

My Life were better ended by their hate, 

Than Death prorogued, wanting of thy Love. | 
Jul. By whole direckion found ſt thou out this place? 
Rom. By Love, that firſt did prompt me to enquire, 

He lent me Counſel, and I lent him Eyes: 


I I am no Pilot, yet wert thou as far 


As that vaſt Shore, waſh with' d the fartheſt Sea, 
I ſhould adventure for ſuch Merchandiſe. 
Jul, Thou knoweſt the mask of Night is on my face, 
Elſe would. a Maiden bluſh bepaint my Cheek, 
For that which thou haft heard me ſpeak to Night, 


Fain would | dwell on form, fain, fain deny e 


What I have {poke but farewel Complements ; 
Doſt thou love? O, I know thou wilt ſay, Ay, 
And I will take thy Word yet if thou ſwear'ſt, 
Thou may ſt prove falſe; at lover's Perjuries 

T hey ſay J. ve laughs; oh gentle Romec, 

If thou doſt love, pronounce it faithfully : 

Or if thou think'ſt 1 am too quickly won, 

I'll frown and be perverſe, and ſay thee nay, 

So thou wilt wooe: but elſe not for the world. 

In truth, fair Montague, lam too fund; 


And therefore thou may ſt think my * Haviour light: — 


But truſt me, Gentleman, I'll prove more true, 
Than thoſe that have more Coining to be ſtrange 
I ſhould have been more ſtrange, 1 muſt confels, 
But that thou overhiard'it ere I was ware, 
My true Love's Paſſion; therefore pardon me, 
And not impute this yielding to light Love, 
Which the dark Night hath ſo diſcovered. 
Rom. Lady, by yonder Moon I vow, | 3 
That tips with Silver all theſe Fruit- tree tops 
Jul. O ſwear not by the Moon, th'unconitant Moons 
* Thatgnonthly changes in her circled Orb. Ss”. 
Leſt that thy love prove like wiſe variable. 
Rom. What ſhall I ſwear by? 
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Jul. Do not ſwear at all; 
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Or if thou wilt, ſwear by thy gracious ſelf, 


Which is the God of my Idolatry, 
And I'll believe thee. 
Rem. If my Heart's dear love.! „ 
Jul. Well, do not ſwear although I joy in thee, 


I have no joy of this Contract to Night ? 


It is too raſh, too unad vis d, too ſud den, 
Too like the lightning which doth eva ſe to be, 
Ere one can ſay, it lightens. Sweet, good Night, 
This bud of Love by Summers ripening breath, 
May prove a beauteous Flower when next we meet 
Good Night, good Night. as ſweet Repoſe and Reſt, 
Come to thy Heart, as that within my Breaſt. 
Rom. O wilt thcu leave me ſo unlatisfied? 
Jul. What ſatisfaction canſt thou have to Night? 
Rom. Thexchange of thy Love s faithful. Vow of mine, 
Ju. I gave thee mine before thou did'ſt en, it: 
And yet I would it were to give again. 
Rom. Wouldſt thou withdraw it? 
For what purpoſe, Love? 
Jul. But to be frank, and give it thee agaln, 
And yet I with but for the thing I have: 
My Bounty is as boundleſs as the Sea, 
My Love as deep; the more I give to thee, 
The more I have, for both are infinite. 
I hear ſome Noiſe within; dear Love adieu. 


[ Nurſe calls wil hi. 
Anon, good Nurſe Sweet Meuntague be true: 
Stay but a little, I will come again. (Exit. 


Rom. O bleſſed, bleſſed Night, I am afraid, 
Being in Night, all this is but 3 Dream, 
Too flatt'ring ſweet: to be ſubſtantial. 
Re- enter Juliet above. 

701. Three Words, dear Romeo, 
And good Night indeed: | 
If that thy bent of. Love be da 1 
Tby purpoſe Marriage, ſend me Word to Morrow, 
By © one that I'll procure to come to thee, |» a 
W here and what time thou wilt perform the rites 


And all my Fortunes at thy foot I'll lay. 
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I do beſeeck thee— 


80 Gee of his Liberty. 
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And follow thee, my Lord, throughout the World. 


[Within : Madam, 
I come, dt if thou meaneſt not well, 
[ithin: Madam, 
By and by, I come— + | 
To ceale thy Strife, and leave n. me to my Grief. 


To Morrow will Iſeng. * 
Rom. So thrive my Soul, . 
Jul. A thouſand times good Night. | Exit. 


Rom. A thouſand times the worſe to want ths light, 
Love goes toward Love, as School-Boys from their Books, 


But Love from Love, towards School with heavy Looks. 


HE Enter Juliet again. 

Jul. Hiſt! Romeo, hiſt! O for a Falkner's Voice, 
To lure this Taſſel gentle back again 
Bondage is hoarſe and may not ſpeak aloud, 
Elſe would I tear the Cave where Eccho lyes, 
And make her airy Tongue more hoarſe Then with 
The Repetition of my Romeo 

Rom. It is my Soul that call upon my Name. - 
How filyer-ſweet ſound Lovers Tongues by Night, 


Like ſofteſt Muſick to attending Ears, 


Jul. Romeo. 

Rom. My Sweet. 

Jul. What a Clock to Morrow 
Shall I ſend to thee? 

Nom. By the hour of Nine. 
Jul. I will not fail, tis twenty Years till then, 
I have forgot why I did call thee back. 
Nom. Let me ſtand here till thou remember it. 

Jul. I ſhall forget to have thee ſtill ſtand there, 
Remembring how I love thy Company. 

Rom. And [I'll till ſtay to have thee ſtill forgets 
For rgetting any other Name but this. 

4. Iis almoſt Morning, I would have thee ow 

And yet no further than a wanton's Bird, | 
Thac | lets it hop a little from his Hand, 


Like a poor Priſoner in histwiſted' Gyves, 


And with a filken thread plucks it again, ns 


Roms 
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Rom, I would I were thy Bird. 

Jul. Sweet, ſo would I, | 
Yet L. ſhould kill thee with much cheriſhing: * ah 
Good Night, good Night. | 11 

Rom. Parting is ſuch ſweet Sorrow. + + 
That I ſhould {ay good Night till it be Morrow. 

Jul. Sleep dwell upon thine Eyes, Peace in thy. Breaſt, 
Would [ were ſleep in Peace, ſo ſweet to reſt. [ Exit. 
Kom. The grey- ey d Morn ſmiles on the frowning Night. 


Cbecł ring the eaſtern Clouds with ſtreaks of Light, 


And Darkneſs fleckell' d like a Drunkard. reelss 
From forth- days path-way, made by Titan's Wheels. 
Hence will Ito my ghoſtly Friar's cloſe Cell, 78 
His help to craye, and my dear hap to tell, [ Exit. 


SCENE IV. A Monaſtry, 
Enter Friar Lawrence, with a Basket. 

Fri. Now ere the Sun advance his burning Eye, 
The Day to chear, and Night's dank Dew to dry, 
With baleful Weeds, and precious juiced Flowers, 
The Earth that's Nature's Mother, is her Tomb, 
What is her burying Grave, that is her Womb; 
And from her Womb Children of divers kind 
We ſucking on her natural Boſom find: 
Many for many Virtues excellent, 
None but for tome, and yet all different. 
O mickle is the powerful Grace that lies 
In Plants, Herbs, Stones, and their true Qualities: 
For nought ſo vile, that on the Earth doth live, A 
But to the Earth {ome ſpecial good doth give. 
Nor ought io good but ſtrain d from that fair uſe 
Revolts from true Faith, ſtumbling on abuig ; 
Virtue it ſelf turns vice, being miſapplied, 
And Vice ſometime by Action digni fied. 

i. 1 $2 Enteri Romeo. | | <7 
Within the infant Rind of this weak Flower, 5111 
Poiſon hath reſidence, and Medicine Po-weerr 
For this being ſmelt, with that Part chears each Part; 


I muſt up- fill this Oſier Cage of, ours 1 5 11 


Being taſted, ſlays all Senſes, with the Heart. 


B 3 Two 


. ͤ es es to my — — a9" mg 


— — 


Jo Romeo and Juliet. 


Too ſuch oppoſed Kinds encamp them ſtill 


In Man, as well as Herbs, Grace and rude Will : 
And where the worſer is predominant, 93 


Full ſoon the Canker Death eats up that plant. 


Rom, Good morrow, Father. 

Fri. Benedicite. | N 
W bat early Tongue ſo ſweet ſalutes mine Ear? 
Young Son, it argues a diſtemper d Head, 

So ſoon to bid good - morrow to thy Bed: 
Care keeps his Watch in every old Man's eye, 
And where Care lodgeth, fleep will never lye; 


But where unbruiſed youth, with unſtuft Brain, 


Doth couch his Limbs, there golden ſleep doth reign ; 
Therefore thy earlineſs doth me aſſure, = 
Thou art up-rous'd with ſome Diſtemperature z 
Or if not ſo, then here I hit it right, 
Our Romeo hath not been in bed to night. 
Rom. That laſt is true, the ſweeter reſt was mine. 
Fri. God pardon Sin; waſt thou with Ræſaline? 
Rom. With Naſaline, my Ghoſtly Father? No. 
I have forgot that Name, and that Name's Woe. 
Fri. That's my goodSon: But where haſt thou been then? 
Rom. Il tell thee ere thou ask it me again; 
J have been faſting with mine Enemy, 


W here on a ſudden one bath wounded me, 
That's by me wounded; both our Remedies 


Within thy help and holy Phyſick lies; 
I bear no hatred,. bleſſed Man, for loo 
My interceſſion likewiſe ſteads my Foe. . 
Fri. Be plain, good Son, reſt homely in thy drift, 
Ridling Conſeſſion finds but ridling Shrifſfſt. 
Nom. I hen plainly know my Hearts dear Love is ſet 


On the fair Daughter of rich Capulet; 


As mine on hers, ſo hers is ſet on mine; 

And all combin'd, ſave what thou muſt combine 

By holy Marriage: when and where, and how, 

We met, we woo'd, and made Exchange of Vow, 

Ti tell thee as we paſs, but this I pray, FS 0 

That thou conſent to marry us to Day, x. 
Fri. Holy Saint Francis, what a Change is here? 


Is Raſaline, that thou didſt love fo dear, * 


* 
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So foon forſaxen? young Mens Love then lyes 

Not truly in their Hearts, but in their Eyes. 

Jeſu Maria, what a deal of Brine 

Hath waſht thy {allow Cheeks for Ref: 1ine ? 

How much ſalt Water thrown away in waſte, 

To ſeaſon Love, that of it doth not taſte ? 

The Sun not yet thy Sighs from Reaven clears, 

Thy old Groans yet ring in my ancient Ears; 

Lo here upon thy Cheek the Stain deth fit, 

Of an old Tear that is not waſht off vet. 

If ere thou waſt thy ſelf, and theſæ woes thine, 

Thou and thele Woes were all for R:ſalize. 

And art thou cbang'd ? Pnonounce this Sentence then, 

Women may fall, when there'sno Strength in Men, 
Rom. Thou chidd ſt me oft for loving Roſalzne. 
Fri, For doating, not for loving, Pupil mine. 

Rom, And bad'it me bury Love. 

Fri. Not in a Grave. 

To lay one in, another out to have. 

Rom. I pray thee chide me not, here I love naw 
Doth Grace for Grace, and Love for Love allow: 
The other did not fo. | 5 | 

Hi. Oh ſhe knew well, | 
Thy Love did read by rote, that cou'd not ſpell : 
But come young Waverer, come go with me, 

In one Reſpect II thy aſſiſtant be: 

For this Alliance may ſo happy prove, 

Jo turn your Houſhold- rancour to pure Love. 
Rom. O let us hence, I ſtand on ludden haſte. 
Fri. Wiſely and flow, they ſtumble that run faſt. 
WP - LE xeunt. 


SCENE V. e Street. 


f Enter Benvolio and Mercutio. 
Mer. Where the Deyil ſhould this Romeo be? came he 
not home to Night? 
Ben. Not to his Father's, I ſpoke with his Ma. 
Mer. Why t hat ſame pale hard-hearted Wen-h tnat Ro- 


| ſaline, torments him ſo that he will ſure run mad. 


Ben, Tybalt, the Kinſman to old Capulet, hat 1 ſent a 


Letter to his Father's Houſe. 
B 4 Me,. 
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Mer. A Challenge on my Life. 

Ben. Romeo will anſwer it. | | 

Mer. Any Man that can write, may anſwer a Letter, 

Ben. Nay he will anſwer the Letter's Maſter how he 
dares, being dared. | | 

Mer. Alas poor Romeo, he is already dead, ſtabb'd with 
a white Wench's black Eye, run through the Ear with a 
Love-Song, the very Pin of his Heart cleft with the blind 
+: "pada but-fhaft ;-and is he a Man to encounter Y- 

alt ? 5 

Ben. Why, what is Tybalt o * 

Mer. More than Prince of Cats. Ohhe's the Couragi- 
ous Captain of Complements ; he fights as you ſing prick- 
tongs, keeps time, diſtance, and proportion; reſts his mi- 
num, one, two, and the third in your Boſom; the very 
Butcher of a ſilk Button, a Duelliſt, a Duelliſt; a Gentle- 
man of the very firſt Houſe of the firſt and ſecond Cauſe; 
Ah the immortal Paſſado, the Punto reverſo, the Hay 

Ben. The what? 1 5 

Mer. The Pox of ſuch antique liſping affecting Phanta- 
ſies, theſe new turners of Accent ſeſu, a very good blade, 
—a very tall Mana very good W hore.—W hy is not this 
a lamentable thing, Granſire, that we ſhould be thus 

afflicted with theſe ſtrange Flies, theſe Faſhion-mongers, 
_ thele pardon-me's, whio ſtand fo much on the new Form 
that they cannot fit at eale on the old Bench. O their 
Bones, their Bones. 

Enter Romeo. 

Ben. Here comes Romeo, here comes Romeo. 

Mer. Without his Roe, like a dried Herring. O Fleſh, 
Fleſh, how art thou fiſhified? Now is he for the Numbers 
that Petrarch flowed in: Laura to hisLady was a Kitchen- 
wench ; mar ry ſhe had a better Love to berime her: Dido 
a Nowdy, Cleopatra a Gipſie, Helen and Hero Hild ings and 
Harlots: Thisby a gray Eye or fo, but not to the Purpole. 
Signior Remeo Benj ur, there's a French Salutation to your 
French ſlop; you gave us the Counterfeit fairly laſt Night. 

Rem. Good Morrow to you both, what Counterfeit 

did I give you? ( _ 
Mer. The lip Sir, the ſlip : can you not conceive ? 
Nom. Pardon Mercutio, my Bullneſs was great, ard in 
ſuch a Caſe as mine, a Man may ſtrain Curtlie. 22 
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Mer. That's as much as to ſay, ſuch a caſe, as yours 
conſtrains a Man to bow in the Hams. 31 

Rom. Meaning to Curtſie. | 

Mer. Thou haſt moſt kindly hit it. 

Rom. A moſt courteous Expoſition, 

Mer. Nay, I am the very Pink of Courteſie. 

Rom. Pink for Flower. | | 

Mer, Right. n | 

Rom. Why then is my Pump well flower'd. | 

Mer. Sure Wit—tfollow me this Jeſt, now tell thou 
haſt worn out thy Pump, that when the ſtngleſole of it is 

e the Jeſt may remain after the wearing, ſole ſingu- 
ar. | b 
Rom. O ſingle-ſol d Jeſt. 

Solely ſingular, for the ſingleneſss. | 
Mer. Come between us good Benvolio, my Wit faints, 
Rom. Swits and Spurs. | 
Swits and Spurs, or I'Il cry a Match, LETS: 
Mer. Nay, if our Witsrun the Wild-gooſe Chaſe, Tam 
done: For thou haſt more of the Wild-gooſe in one of thy 
Wits, than Iam ſure I have in my whole five. Was I 
with you there for the Goole? | 
Rom. Thou waſt never with me for any Thing, when 
thou waſt not there for the Goole. wy P 

Mer: J will bite thee by = Ear for that Jeſt, 

Rom. Nay, good Gooſe bite not. | 
Mer. Thy Wit is a very bitter ſweeting, a 
It is a moſt ſharp Sauce. | > v9 

Rox. And is it not well ſerv'd into a fweet Gooſe? + 
Mer. O here's a Wit of Cheverel, that ſtretches from an 
Inch narrow, to an Ell broad. | | 6 
Rom. I ſtretch it out for that, Word broad, which added 
to the Goole, proves thee far and wide; broad Goole. / 
Mer. Why is not this better, thangroaning for Love? 

Now thou art fociable; now art thou Roxeo;.now art thou 
what thou art, by Art, as well as by Nature; for this 
driveling Love is like a great Natural, that runs lolling up 
and down to hide his Bauble in a Hole. 1 76 15 

Ben. Stop there, ſtop there. 4 e ii 

Mer. N deſireſt me to to ſtop in my Tale againſt the 

e + 31 TW 321 7 + 4» 

| Ben. Thou wouldſt elſe have made thy Tale large. 
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Very well took, I faith, wiſely, wiſeſſ. 


But a Haze chat is boat, is too much for a Scare, when it 
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Mer. o thou art deceiy d, I would have made it ſhort 
For I was come to the whole depth of my Tale, and meant 
indeed to occupy the Argument no longer. 

Enter Nurſe and her Man. 

Rem. Here's goodly gear: 

And layle, a ſayle. 
Mer. Two, two, a Shirt and, a Camel, 

Nur. Peter. 12 

. Anon. 

- Nur. My Fan, Peter, af 

Mer. Good Peter, ta hide her Face; 

For her Fan's the fairer Face. 
Nur. God ye good-morrow, Gentlemen, 
Mer. God ye good-den, fair Gentlewoman. 


Nur. Is it good-den ? 
Mer. * Tis no leſs, I tell you, for the hand E Hand of 


Nur. Out upon you; what a Man are you? 
Rom. One, Gentlewoman, 


That God hath made, himſelf to mar. | 
Nur. By my troth it is ſaid: for himſelf to mar, quoth'a ? 


Gentlemen, can any of you tell me where I may End the 
young Romeo. 

Rom. I can tell you: But young Rowyeo will be older 
when 75 have found him, than he was when you ſought 
him : I am the eee of that . for fault of a 


Nur. You ſay well. 
Mer. Yea, is the worſt well? 


Nur. If you be he, Sir, 
I defire ſome Confidence with you. 

Ben. She will invite him to ſome Supper. 
\ "Mere; A Baud, a Baud, a Baud. So ho. 

Rom. What haſt thou found? 
Mer. No Hare, Sir, unleſs a Hare Sir, ina Lenten Pye: 
that is ſomething Stale and Hoar ere it be ſpent. ; 
An old Hare hoar, and an old Hare haar, is very good 


Meat in Leni. 


hoars ere it be ſpent. > 
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Romeo, will you come to your Father's ; We'll to Dinner 
thither. 1 ag 5 
Rom. | will follow you. 
Mer. Farewel, ancient Lady: 
Fare wel Lady, Lady, Lady. [ Ex. Mercutio, Benvolio. 
Nur. I pray you, Sir, what ſaucy Merchant was this 
that was ſo full of his Roguery ? * 
Nom. A Gentleman, Nurſe, that loves to hear himſelf 
talk, and will {peak more in a Minute, than he will ſtand 
to in a Month. | | 
Nur. And a ſpeak any thing againſt me, I'll take him 


| down, and a were luſtier than he is, and twenty ſuch 


Jacks: And if I cannot, Il] find thoſe that ſhall. Scurvy 
Knave, I am none of his Flirt-gils; I am none of his 
Skainſmates. And thou muſt ſtand by too, and ſuffer 
every Knave to ule me at his Pleaſure, (To her Man 
Pet. I faw no Man uſe you at his Pleaſure ; If I had, my 
Weapon ſhould quickly have been out, I warrant you. 
dare draw as ſoon as another Man, if I ſee occaſion in a 
good Quarrel, and the Law on my ſide, | 

| Nur. Now afore God, I am ſo vext, that every Part a- 
bout me quivers—Scurvy Knave ! Pray you, Sir, a Word: 
And as I told you, my young Lady bid me enquire you 
out; what ſhe hid me lay, I will keep to my ſelf: But. 
firſt let me tell ye, if ye ſhould lead her into Fool's Pa- 


radiſe, as they ſay, it were a very grofs kind of Behaviour, 


as they ſay, for tha Gentlewoman is young ; and therefore. 
it you ſhould deal double with her, truly it were an ill 
_ to be offered to any Gentlewoman, and very weak 
ealing. | 
; — Commend me to thy Lady and Miſtreſs, I pro- 
teſt unto thee | 
Nur. Good Heart, and l' faith I will tell her as muck : 


Lord, Lord, ſhe will be a joy ful Woman. 


Rom. What wilt thou tell her, Nurſe? Thou doſt not 
mark me? | | | 
Mur. I will tell her, Sir, that you do proteſt; which, as 
I take it, is a Gentleman-like offer. | N 
Rom. Bid her deviſe ſome Means to come to Shrift, this 
And there ſhe ſhall at Friar Zawrence's Cell, | afternoon 
Be ſhriy/d and married; Here is tor thy Pains. 


Nur. 


Perchance ſhe cannot meet him That's not fo 


Oh the is Lame. Love's Heralds ſhould: be thoughts, 
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Nur. No, truly Sir, not a Penny. 
Rom. Go to, I ſay you Mall. | IE 
Nur. This Afternoon, Sir? Well, ſhe ſhall be there. 
Rom. And ſtay thou, good Nurſe, behind theAbby-wall, 

Within this Hour my Man ſhall be with thee, 

And bring thee Cords made like a tackled ſtair, 

Which to the high top-gallant of my Joy, 

Muſt be my Convoy in the ſecret Night. 

Farewel, be truſty, and I'Il quit thy Pains : 

Farewel, commend me to thy Miſtreſs. 


Nur. Now God in Heay'n bleſs thee : Hark you, Sir. 


ERom. What ſay ſt thou, my dear Nurſe? + 


Nur. Is your Man ſecret? Did you ne' er hear ſay, 
Two may keep Counſel, putting one away? 

Rom. I warrant thee my Man's as true as Steel. 
- Nur, Well, Sir, my Miſtreſs is the ſweeteſt Lady; Lord, 
Lord, when 'twas a little prating thing—O, there is a 
Noble Man in Town, one Paris, that would fain lay 
Knife aboard; but ſhe; good Soul, had as lieve ſee a 
Toad, a very Toad, as (te him; I anger her ſometimes, 
and tell her that Paris is the properer Man; but I'll war- 
rant you, when I ſay ſo, ſhe looks as pale as any Clout in 
the verſal World, doth not Roſemary and Romeo begin 
doth with a Letter ? | 

Rom. Ay Nurſe, what of that? both with an R. 

Nur. Ah mocker ! that's the Dog's name. R. is for the 
no, I know it begins with no other Letter, and ſhe hath 
the prettieſt ſententious of it, of you and Roſemary, that 
it would do you good to he ar it. | 55 
Rom. Commend me to thy Lady. [ Exit Romeo. 


Nur. A thouſand times. Peter? 


Pet. Anon. | | 
Nur. Before, and apace. | | [ Exeunt. 


SCENE VI. Capulet's Houſe. 
4% LR Enter Juliet. © Es 
Jul, The Clock ſtruck Nine, when I did fend the Nurſe : 

In half an Hour ſhe promis'd to return. | 


- 


Which 


' ̃ ene ern 
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Which ten times faſter.glide than the Sun-beams, 
Driving back Shadowsover lowring Hills. 
Therefore do nimble pinion'd Doves draw Love, 
And therefore hath the Wind-ſwift Cupid Wings, 
Now is the Sun upon the highmoſt Hill 
Of this day's journey, and from nine till twelve 
Ay three long Hours—and yet ſhe is not come; 
Had ſhe Aﬀections and warm youthful Blood, 
She'd be as ſwift in motion as a Ball, 
My Words would bandy her to my ſweet Love, 
And his to me; 55 
But old Folks, many feign as they were Dead, 
_ Unweildly, flow, heavy and pale as Lead. 
3 Enter Nurſe. 
O God, ſhe comes. O honey Nurſe, what News? 
Haſt thou met with him? ſend thy Man away. 
Nur. Peter, ſtay at the Gate. 
Jul. Now good ſweet Nurſe — 
O Lord, why look ſt thou ſad ? 


. 


Tho' News he fad, yet tell them merrily, 4 | 
If good, thou ſham'ſt the Muſick of ſweet News, 
By playing it to mè with ſo ſower a Fac. AY 
Nur. I ama weary, give me leave a while; | 
Fy, how my Bones ake, what a jaunt have I had? __ 
Jul. I would thou hadſt my Bones, and I thy. News: 
Nay, come, I pray thee ſpeak—good Nurſe ſpeak. . -- 
Nur, Jeſu ! what haſte? can you not ſtay a while? 
Do you. not ſee how I am out of Br eat? 
Jul. How art thou out of Breath, when thou haſt Breath 
To ſay to me that thou art out of Breath? 222 
The Excuſe that thou doth make in this delay, 
Is longer than the Tale thou doſt excule, - 
Is thy News good or bad? Anſwer to that, 
Say either, and I'll ſtay the Circumſtance : © 
Let me be ſatisfied, is it good or bad? 3 
Nur. Well, you haye made a ſimple Choice; you know 
not how to choole a Man: Romeo? no not he, though his 
Face be betterthan any Man's, yet his Legs excel all Mens; 
and for a Hznd and a Foot, and a Baw-dy, tho' they be not 
to be talk d on, yet they are paſt compare. He is not 
the Flower of Courteſie, but 1 warrant him as gentle a 
ITY m 
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Lamb Go thy ways Wench; ſerve God: What, have 
you dined at home? p ed Ty 

Jul. No, no—But all this did I know before - 

What ſays he of our Marriage ? What of that ? 

Nur. Lord how my Head akes! What a Head have | > 

It beats as it would fall in twenty pieces. 

My Back a t other ſide—O my Back, my Back: 

Beſhrew your Heart for ſending me about, 

To catch my Death with jaunting up and down. 

Jul. V'faith Y m ſorry that thou art ſo ill, : 
Sweet, ſweet, ſweet Nurſe, tell me what ſays my Love? 
© Nur. Your Love ſays like an honeſt Gentleman, 

And a courteous, and a kind, and a handlom 

Ard I warrant a virtuous -u here is your Mother? 

Jul. Where is my Motber? Why ſhe is within, 

Where ſhould ſhe be? How odly thou reply'&! 

Your Love ſays like an honeſt Gentleman: | 

Whereis my Mother? | LEES 
Nur. O God's Lady dear, 

Are you fo hot? marry come up I trow, 

Is this the Poultis for my aking Bones ? 

Hence-forward, do your Meſſages your ſelf. 

Jul. Here's ſuch a coil; come, what ſays Ro- neo? 
Nur. Have you got leave to go to thrift to Day? 

Jal, L have. e e 

Nur. Then hie you hence to Frier Zawrence's Cell, 

There ſtays a Husband to make you a WiſGG. 

Now comes the wanton Blood up in your Cheeks, 

They Il be in Searlet ſtraight at any News: 

Hie you to Church, I muſt another way, 

To fetch a Ladder, by the which ycur Love 

Muſt ciimb a Bird's Neſt ſoon, when it is dark. 

I am the druꝗge and toil in your Delight, 5 

But you ſnall bear the Burthen ſoon at Night. 

Go, [I'll to Dinner, hie you to the Dell. 
Jul. Hie to high Fortune; honeſd Nurſe fare wel. 
9 . . | vp | Exeunt, 

SCENE VII. The Monaſterrrg. 
| Enter Friar Lawrence and Romeo. 
Fri. So ſmile the Heaven's upon this holy Act, 
That after Hours with Sorrow chide us not! 


Ram. 
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Rom. Amen, Amen; but come what Sorrow can, 
It cannot countervail the exchange of Jo | 

T hat one ſhort Minute gives me in her fight : 

Do thou but cloſe our Hands with holy Words, 

Then Love-devouring Death do what he dare, 

It is enough I may but call her mine. | 
Fri. Theſe violent Delights have violent Ends, 

And in their triumph die like Fire and Powder, 

Which as they kils conſume. The ſweeteſt Honey 

Is loathſome in its own deliciouſneſs, * _ ; 

And in the taſte confounds the Appetite 2 _ 

Therefore love moderately, long Love doth fo, 

Too ſwift arrives, as tardy as too ſlow. 

Enter Juliet, 

Here comes the Lady. O ſo light a foot 

Will ne er wear out the everlaſting Flint; 

A Lover may bèſtride the Goſſamour, 

That idles in the wanton Summer Air, 

And yet not fall, ſo light is Vanitʒ. 
Jul. Good-even to my ghoſtly Confeſſor. 
Fri. Romeo ſhall thank thee Daughter for us both. 

Jul. As much to him, elſe are his Thanks too much. 
Som. Ab Juliet, if the meaſure of thy Joy _ x 

Be beapt like mine, and that thy skill be more 

To blaſon it, then ſweeten with thy Breath _ - 

This Neighbour Air, and let rich Muſick's Tongue 

Unfold the imagin'd Happineſs that both 

Receive in eitber, by this dear Encounter. 

Jul, Conceit mere rich in Matter than in Words, 

Brags of bis Subſtance, not of Ornament: 

They are but Beggars that can count their Worth, 

But my true Love is grow to ſuch exceſs, 

J cannot ſum up ſome halt of my Wealtitn. 

Fri. Come, come with me, and we will make ſhort 
Work, 3 ; | 

For, by your leaves, you ſhall not ſtay alone, : 

Tin holy Church incorporate two in ones [ Exeunt, 
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SCEN E, The Street. 
| Enter Mercutio, Veen and Servants. 
Ben. 1 Pray thee, good Mercutio, let's retire, 


The Day is het, the Capulet 's abroad, 
And it we meet, we ſhall not ſcape a Brawl; 


For now theſe hot Days is the mad Blood ſtirring. 


Mer. Thou art like one of thoſe Fellows, that when he 
enters the confines of a Tavern, claps his Sword upon 
the Table, and ſays, God ſend me no need of thee: And by 
the Operation of a ſecond Cup, draws him on the Drawer, 
when indeed there is no nee. 

Ben. Am like ſuch a Fellow?  - © Fe FC, 0h 

Mer, Come, come, thou art as hot a Jacł in thy mood 
as any in Italy; and as foon moved to be mood y, and as 
ſoon moady to be mov“ “. e 

Ben. And what too? 1 | TERS. 

Mer. Nay, and there were two ſuch, we ſhould have 
none ſhortly, for one would kill the other. Thou! why 
thou will quarrel with a Man that hath a Hair more, or 
a Hair leſs in his Beard than thou haſt: Thou wilt quarrel 
with a Man for cracking Nuts, having no other reaſon, but 
becauſe thou haſt Haſel Eyes; what Eye, but ſuch an Eye, 
would ſpy out fuch a quarrel? thy Head is as full of quar- 
rels, as an Egg is full of Meat, and yet thy Head hath been 
beaten as add le as an Egg for quarrelling: Thou haſt quar- 
rell'd with a Man for Coughing in the Street, becaule he 
hath wakened thy Dog that hath lain aſleep in the Sun. 
Didſt thou not fall out with a Taylor for wearing his new 


Doublet before Faſter ? with another, for tying his rew 


Shoes with old Ribband ? And yet thou wilt Tutor me 
from quarrelling! {7-1 . 190 yp 700% 10T 

Ben. And I were ſo apt to quarrel as thou art, any Man 
fhould buy the Fee - ſimple of my Life for an Hour and a 
quarter. FAST IL. ENT 
Mer. The Fee- ſimple? O ſimple? oh 


* * * — 
* 


g Romeo and Juliet. 41 


Enter Tybalt, Petruchio, and others. 
Ben. By my Head here come the Capulets. 
Mer. By my Heel I care not. , 
1b. Follow me cloſe, for I will ſpeak to them. 
Gentlemen, Good -den, a Word with one of you. 
Mer. And but one Word with one of us? couple it 
with ſomething, make it a Word and a Blow. 
D. You ſhall find me apt enough to that, Sir, and you 
will give me occaſion. 
Mer. Could you not take ſome occaſion without gi- 
Tyb. Mercutio, Thou eonſort'ſt with Romeo 
Mer. Confort! What, doſt thou make us Minſtrels! And 
thou make Minſtrels of us, look to hear nothing but Diſ- 
cords: Here's my Fiddleſt ick; here's that ſnall make you 
dance. Come, Conſort. [ Laying his Hand on his Sword. 
Ben. We talk here in the publick haunt of Men: 
Either withdraw unto ſome private place, 
Or reaſon coldly of your Grievances, 
Or elſe depart; here all Eyes gaze on uus. | 
Mer. Mens Eyes were made to look, and let them gaze, 
I will not budge for no Man's Pleaſure I. _ 
3 Euter Romeo. 
Yb. Well, peace be with you, Sir, here comes my Man 
Mer. But I'll be hang'd, vir, if he wear your Livery: 
Marry go before to Field, he'll be your Follower, 
Your worſhip in that Senſe may call him Man. 
- Thb. Romeo, the Love I bear thee can afford 
No better term than this, thou art a Villain. 


= 


Rom. Thball, the reaſon that I have to love thee, 


Doth much excuſe the appertaining Rage 

To ſuch a Greeting: {13 1, 7 

Therefore farewel, I ſee thou know'ſt me riot. 
Tyb. Boy, this ſhall not excuſe the Injuries 

That thou - haſt done me, therefore turn and draw. 
Rom. I do proteſt | never injur'd thee, 

But lov'd thee better than thou caſt deviſe : 

Till thou ſhalt know the Reaſon of my Love. 

And ſo good Capulet, which Name I tender 

As dearly as my own, be ſatisfied. 


Mer. O calm diſhonourable, vile Submiſſion! | 
; | Allaſtucatho 
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Maſtucatho carries it away, 7 pe 
Jybalt, You Rat- eatcher, will you walk? 2 

Tyb. What wouldſt thou have with me 2 
Mer. Good King of Cats, nothing but one of your 
nine Lives that I mean to make bold withal; and as 
Tou ſhall uſe me, hereafter dry heat the reſt of the eight. 
Will you pluek your Sword out of his Pilcher by the 
—_— Make haſte, leſt mine be about your Ears ere it 

Out. 5 * 
Bib. Tam for you. - 5 Drawing. 
Rom. Gentle Mercutio, put thy Rapier up. N 
Aer. Come, Sir, your Falfado, [ Mer. and Tyb. fight. 
Nom. Draw Benveliv—— beat down their Weapons 
Gentlemen Hor ſhame foxbear this Outrage — 


Dbalt . Aer cutio. the Prince expreſly bath 
Forbidden bandying in Verona Streets. 22 
Hold Y good Mercutio. LExit Ty balt. 


Mer. I am hurt | 
A Plague of both the Houſes, I am ſped 
Is he gone, and hath nothing? ?, 
En. What, art thou burt? . 

Mer. Ay, ay, a Scratch, a Scratch; marry tis enough. 
Where is my Page? Go, Villain, fetch a Surgeon. 
EK. Courage, Man, the Hurt cannot be much. 

Mer. No, tis not fo deep as a Well, nor ſo wide as a 

Church-door, but tis enough, twill ſerve: Ask for me to 
Morrow, and you ſhall find me a Grave- Man. I am pep- 
* [ warrant, for this World: A Plague of both your 

ouſes. What? a Dogs a Rat, a Mouſe, a Cat, to ſcrateh 
a Man to Death; a Braggart,:a Rogue, a. Villain, that 
fights by the Book of Arithmetick? Why the Devil came 
you between us? I was hurt under your Arm. | 

Rom. I thought all for the beſt.- T4 

Mer. Help me into ſome Houſe, Benvolio, 
Or J ſhall faint; a Plague o both your Houſes, 
They have made worms meat of me, . 
I have it, and ſoundly too--your Houſes, [ Ex. Mer, Ben. 

Rom, This Gentleman, the Prince's near Allie, 
My very Friend, hath got his mortal Hurt 
In my behalf, my Reputation ſtain c 
With Iybalt's ſlander; Tybait, that an Hour 


| Hatk 


—— — 
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| Hath been my Couſin: O ſweet Juliet, 
f Thy Beauty hath made me effeminate, 
And in my Temper ſoftned Valour's Steel. 
; | Enter Benvolio. | 
. Ben. O Romeo, Roco, brave Nes cutio s dead, 
1 That gallant Spirit hath afpir'd the Clouds, 
N Which too untimely bere did ſcorn the Earth. 
— Rom. This Day's black Fate, on more Days does depend, 
| This but begins the Woe, others muſt end. 
. Ane Tyb ale. 
Ben. Here comes the furious Tybalt back again, 
Rom. He gone in Triumph, and Mercutio lain? 
Away to Heav'n reſpective Lenity, | n 
| And Fire and Fury be my Conduct now: 
| Now, Tybalt, take the Villain baek again, 
| That late thou-gay'ſt me; for Mercutio s Soul 
Is hut a little way above our Heads, 
| Staying for thine to keep him Company: 
Either thou or I, or both muſt go with him. 
| Db. Thou wretehed Boy, that didſt eonſort him here, 
1 Shalt with him hence. 155 | 
1 Rom. This ſhall determine that. [They fight; Ty balt fall. 
1 Ben. Romeo, away, be gone: : 
The Citizens are up, and Tybalt ſlain 
Stand not amaz d, the Prince will doom. thee Death, 
If thou art taken: Hence b2 gone, away. 
Nom. O! Fam Fortune's Faol. 
Ben. Why doſt thou ſhay? ?- [ Exi4 Ramee. 
| Enter Citizens. | 
Cit. Which way ran be that kill d Mercutzo ? 
| Tybalt that Murtherer, which way ran be? 
1 Ben. There lyes that Tybalt. 
1 Cit. Up Sir, go with me: J 
1 HI charge thee in the Prince's Name obey. 9 
9 Enter Prince, Mountague, Capulet, thezr Nies Oc. 
Prin, Whereare the yile Beginners of this Fray ? 
Ben. O noble Prince, I canditcover all 
The unlucky manage of this fatal Braul : 
There lies the Man ſlain by young Romeo, 
That ſle thy Kinſman brave Mercutzio, ; 
La. Cap. Tybalt my Couſin! O my Brother's 9 
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O Prince, O Couſin, Husband, O the Blood is ſpill d 
Of my dear Kinſman Prince, as thou art true, 
For Blood of ours, thed Blood of Meuntague. 
O Couſin, Couſin. - 

Prin. Benvolio, who- began this Fray? 

Ben. Tybalt here Slain, whom Roxzeo's Hand aid Slay: : 
Romeo that ſpoke him fair, bid him bethink | 
How nice the Quarrel was, and urg'd withal 
Your high Diſpleaſure : All this uttered, 

With gentle Breath, calm Look, Knees humbly bow” , 
Could not take Truce with the unrul y Spleen 

Of TybaJt, deaf to Peace, but that he Tilts 

With piercing Steel at hold Mercutio's Breaſt, 

Who all as hot, turns deadly Point to Point, 

And with a martial Scorn, with one hand beats 
Cold Death aſide, and with the other ſends 

It back to Tybalt, whoſe Dexterity 

Retorts it: Romeo he cries aloud, 

Hold Friends, Friends part, and Gitex than his Tongue, 
His able Arm beats down their fatal Points, 
And 'twixtthem rufltes, underneath whoſe Arm, 

An envious thruſt from Tybalt, hit the Life - 

Of ſtout Mercutio, and then Tybalt fled. 

But by and by comes back to Remo, ö 

Who had but newly entertain'd Revenge, 

And to't they go like Lightning, for ere I. | 
Could draw to part them, was ſtout Tybalt ſlaing 
And as he fell, did Romeo turn to fly: 

This is the Truth, or let Benvolio die. 

Za Cap. He is a Kinſman to the Mountagues, 
Affection makes him falſe, he ſpeaks not true. 
Some twenty of them fought in this black Strife, 
And all thoſe twenty could but kill one Life. 
I beg for. Juſtice, which thou Prince muſt give; 
Romeo lew_Tybalt, Romeo muſt not Live. 

Prin. Romeo flew him, he flew Mercutio, * 
Who now the Price of his dear Blood doth Wwe. 

La. Cap. Not Romeo, Prince, he was Mercutio's Friend, 
His Fault concludes but what the Law Mould end „ 

The Life of Tybalt. ' LOR 


Prin. And for that Offence, 5 
C | [mmegliately 
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And pay no Worſhip to the Gariſh Sun, 
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Immediately we do exile him hence: 


I have an Intereſt in your Hearts Proceeding, 
My Blood for your rude Brawls doth lye a Bleeding, 
But I'll amerce you with ſo ſtrong a Fine, 

That you ſhall all repent the loſs of mine. 

I will be deaf to Pleading and Excuſes, 

Nor Tears, nor Prayers ſhall purchaſe our abuſes, 

T herefore uſe none, let Romeo hence in haſte, 

Elſe when he's found, that Hour is his laſt. 

Bear hence this Body, and attend our Will: 


Mercy but Murthers, pardoning thoſe that kill. [Exeunt 
SCEN E II. An Apartment in Capulet's Houſe. 
Enter 13 alone. 

Fed, Gallop apace, you fiiery-footed Steed 


Toward Phzbas Lodging; ſuch a Waggoner 
As Phaeton would whip you to the Weſt, 


- And bring incloudy Night immediately. 


Spread thy clofe Curtain, Loye-performing Night, 
That run-aways Eyes may wink, and Romeo 

Leap to theſe Arms, untalkt of and unſeen. 

Lovers can ſee to do their Amorous Rites, 

By their own Beauties: or if Love be blind, 

It beſt agrees with Night; Come civil Night, 
Thou ſober-ſuted Matron, all'in black, 

And learn me how to loſe a winning Match, 

Play'd for a Pair of ſtainleſs Maidenheads, 

Hood my unmann'd Blood baiting in my Cheeks, 
With thy black Mantle, till ſtrange Love grown bold, 
Thinks true Love a&ed ſimple Modeſty : 


Come Night, come Romeo, come thou Day in Night, 
For thou wilt lye upon the Wings of Night, 


Whiter than Snow upon a Ravens back # . ' - -- 
Come gentle Night, come loving black-brow'd Night, 
Give me my Romeo, and when 1 thall die 

Take him and cut him out in little Stars, 

And he will make the Fact of Heav'n ſo fine, 


That all the World will be in love with Night, 
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Ol have bought the Manſion of aLove, A - 
But not poſſeſs d it? and though I am fold, wal 8 
Not yet enjoy'd; ſo tedious is this Day, 10 Bop? | | 
As is the Night before ſome Feſtival, I 2 | 
To an impatient Child that hath new Robes, 
And may not wear them. O here comes my Nurſe! 7 
Enter Nurnſe with Cords, © = 
Ard ſhe brings'News, and every Tongue that ſpeaks I 
But Romeo s Name, ſpeaks Heay'nly Eloquence, | 
-Now Nurſe, what News ?.: what haſt thou er 85 
- The -Cords that Romeo bid thee fetch? | 
| Nur. Ay, ay, the Cords, _ 8 14 
VN. Ay me, What NU 1 
Why doſt thou ring thy Hands? | I 
Nur. A weladay he's dead, he's dead, „ 
We are undone Lady, we are undone 
Alack the Day he's gone, he's kill'd, he's dead: oa 
Jul. Can Heaven be ſo enwious ? 


n 


Nur. Romeo can, "4 ; 
Though Heav'n cannot. O Romeo , L od br... | 
Who ever would have thought it, Romeo? 555 

Jul. What Devil art thou that doſt torment me 4 2 3 

This Torture ſhould beroar'd in diſmal Hel, | 
Hath Romeo ſlain himſelf? Say thou but > 4. 0 101 W | 
And that bare Vowel Ay, ſhall poiſon more 1 
Than the Death- darting Eye of Cockatriee : 92 10 4 4 
I am not I, if there be uch an Ay, t 1 
Or thoſe Eyes ſnort that makes chr ger ay, oa - 
If he be ſlain lay Ay, or if not, NBo. Þb 45 JI: 
Brief ſounds determine of my weal or ee 115 {0 3 

Nur. I faw the Wound, I ſaw it with mine eres * 

God ſave the Mark, here on his manly Breaſt. 14 
A piteous Coarle, a bloody piteous Coarſe; cy * 
Pale, pale as Aſhes, all dedaub'd in Blood. WP: 27043 | 1 
All in gore Blood, i fivooned at the fi 10 05 17 q 

Jul. O break, my Heart HAS Err) : 

Poor Bankrupt break at one zn: 
To priſon Eyes, ne er took on LIDorrys 555 {150 0 
Vile Earth to-Earthrefign, and motion e En. f 
And thou and Romeo preſs one heavy Bier.. | 

Nur. O Dbalt, Ybalt, che beſt Friend I bad: 


Romeo and Julict. 
O courteons Tybalt, honeſt Gentleman, 
That ever I ſhould live to ſee thee Dead. 

Jel. What Storm is this that blows fo contrary ? 
Is Romeo ſhaughter'd 2 and is Tybalt-dead ? | 
My deareſt Couſin, and my dearer Lord ? | 
The d eadful Trumpet ſound the general Doom, 
For who is living, it thoſe two are gone? 

Nur. Tybalt is gone, and Romeo baniſhed, 
| Romeo that kill'd him, he is baniſhed. 
Jul. O God! ; 

Did Romeo's Hand ſhed Tybalt's Blood? 

Nur. It did, it did alas the day! it did. 

Jul. O Serpent Heart hid with a flow'ring Face, 
Did ever Dragon keep fo fair a Cave ? 
Beautiful Tyrant, Fiend Angelical, 

Ravenous Dove, feather' d Raven, 

Wolviſh ravening-Lamb, 
Deſpiſed Subſtance of divineſt Show: 

Juſt oppoſite to what thou juſtly ſeem ſt. 

A damned Saint, an honourable Villain: 

O Nature! what hadſt thou te do in Hell, 
When thou didſt bower the Spirit of a Fiend 
In mortal Paradiſe of fuch ſweet Fleſh? 
Was ever Book-containing ſuch vile matter 
So fairly bound? O that deceit ſhould d well 
In ſuch a gorgeous Palace. 1 Dei iis, | 

Nur., There's no Traft, no Faith, no honeſty in Men, 
All perjur'd; all Forſworn; all Naught; all Diſſemblers; 
Ah, where's my Man? Give me ſome Aqua vitæ 
Theſe Griefs, theſe Woes, theſe Sorrows make me old! 
Shame come to Romeo. 2 
Jul. Bliſter d be thy Tongue 
For ſuch a Wiſh, he was not born to ſhame, 
Uponchis Brow Shame is aſham'd'to fickte 
For tis a Throne where Honour may be Crown d, 
Sole Monacch ot the univerſal Earth. q 
O what a Beaſt was I to chide him fo? + 

Nur. Will you ſpeak well of kim 
That kill'd your Coutn © not oe | 

Jul. Shall 1 ſpeak il of him that is my Husband ? + 
Ah poor my Lord, what Tongue {hall fmooth thy * 
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When I thy three Hours Wife have mamgled it! 
But wherefore Villain didit thou kill my Couſin ?. - 
That Villain Couſin would have kill d my Husband: 
Back fooliſh Tears, back to your native Spring; 
Your Tributary drops belong to Woe, 
Which yau miſtaking offer up to Joy. 

My Husband lives that Y halt would have ſlain, 
And Tybalt dead that would have kill'd my Husband ; 
All this is Comfort; wherefore weep I then? | 
Some word there was worſer than Tybalt's Death 
That murdered me: I would forget it fain. a 
But oh it preſſes to my Memory, 


Like damned guilty Deeds to Sinners Minds; 8 


Tybalt is dead, and Romeo baniſhed, _ 
That baniſhed, that one word baniſhed, 
Hath ſlain ten thouſand Tybalts : Tybalt's death 


Was woe enough if it had ended there: 


Or if ſower Woe Delights in Fellowſhip, 

And needly will be rank d with other Griets, 
Why follow'd not, when ſhe ſaid Tybalt's dead, 
Thy Father or thy Mother, nay, or bot, 


Which modern Lamentatation might have mov d. 


But with a Rear- ward following Tybalt's Death, 


Romeo is baniſhedewn—to ſpeak that word, 


Is Father, Mother, Tybalt Romeo, Juliet. 
All lain, all dead: Romeo is baniſhed: , 
There is no end, nolimit, meaſure, bound, IO 
In that word's death, no words can that woe ſound, ' | 
Where is my Father, and my Mother, Nurſe? 
Nur. Weeping and; wailing; over, Tybults Coarſe, - 
Will you go tothem ? I will bring you thither. ich we 
al. Waſh they his wounds with Tears? mine fl 
When theirs are dry, for Romeo s banihment. 
Take up thoſe Cords, poor Ropes you are beguil'd, 
Both you and I, for Rexzeo is exit d!1!1?:?ßzß⅜ 
He made you for an Highway to my Bed, 
But I a Maid, die Maiden-widowed. . ] - |} 
Come Cord, come Nurſe, Il to my Wedding:bed, ,. 
And Death, not Romeo, take my Maiden-head. 
Nur. Hie to your Chamber, Fll find Romeo | 
To comfort you, I wot well where he is: 11 I 
1 ; ar 
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Hark ye, your Romeo will be here at Nights 


I'll to him he is hid at Lawrence Cell. a 
Jul. O find him, give this ring to my true Knight, 
And bid him come, to take his laſt fare wel. [ Excuni. 


SCENE III. The Mnaſtery. 


Enter Friar Lawrence and Romeo. ES 
Fri. Romeo, come forth, come forth, thou ſearful Man, 
Affliction is enamour'd of thy Parts; 
And thou art wedded to Calamity. 
Rom. Father, What News ? 
What is the Prince's Doom ? 


What Sorrow craves admittance at my Hand, 


That I yet know not? 
Fri, Too familiar 
Is my dear Son in ſuch ſower Company. 


Þ bring the Tydings of the Prince's Doom ? 


Rom. What, leſs than Nooms-day, is the Prince's Doom 2? 
Fri. A gentle Judgment vaniſh'd from his Lips, ; 


Not Body's Death, but Body's Baniſhment. 


Rom. Ha, Baniſhment! Be merciful, ſay Death; 


For Exile hath more terror in his look, 


Much more than Death : Do not ſay Baniſhment. 

Hi. Here from Verena art thou baniſhed : 

Be patient, for the World is broad and wide, 

Rom. There is no World without Verena Walls, 
But Purgatory, Torture, Hell it ſelf: | 
Hence baniſhed, is baniſhed from the World, 

Ard World's Exile is Death. Then baniſhed 
Is Death miſ-term'd, calling Death baniſhed, 
Thou cut'ſt my Head off with a Golden Ax, 


And ſmil'ſt upon the ſtroak that murders me. 


Fri. O deadly Sin! O rude Unthankfulneſs ! 

Thy Fault our Law calls Death, but the kind Prince 
Taking thy part hath ruſht aſide the Law, 

And turn'd that black Word Death to Baniſhment, 
That is dear Mercy, and thou ſeeſt it not. 

Rom. Tis Torture, and not Mercy: Heav'n is here 
Where Juliet lives, and every Cat and Dog, 
And little Mouſe, every unworthy thing 

: C | Lives 


Fo Romeo and ſuliet. 

Lives here in Heaven, and may look on her, 3 

But Romeo may not. More Validity | 

More honourable State, more Courtſhip lives 

In Carrion Flies, than Romeo: They may ſeize 

On the white wonder of dear Jul iets Hand, 

And ſteal immortal Bleſſings from her Lips, 

Who even in pure and veſtal Modeſty „5 

Still bluſh, and thinking their own Kiſſes fan. DE Ln $ 

This may Flies do, when I from this muſt fly, 

And ſay'ſt thou yet, that Exile is not Death? 

But Romeo may not, he is baniſhed. | 

Hadſt thou no Poiſon mixt, no ſharp-ground Knife, 

No ſudden mean of Death, tho? ne'er ſo mean, 

But baniſhed*fo kill me? baniſhed ? 5 

O Friar, the damned uſe that Word in Hell; 
Howlings attend it, how haſt thou the Heart, 
Being a Divine, a Ghoſtly Confeſſor, | 

Sin- Abſolver, and my Friend profeſt, _ Wer | 

6 mangle me with that Word baniſhed ? RS Tis 

Fri, Fond Mad-man, hear me ſpeak. - 

Rox, O thou wilt ſpeak again of Baniſiment. 

Fri VII give thee Armour to keep off that Word, 
Adverſity's ſweet Milk, Philoſophy, Ze 
To comfort thee, tho' thou art baniſhed. 

Rom. Yet baniſhed ? hang un Philoſophy, 

Unleſs Philoſophy can make a Juliet, #4 

Diſplant a Town, reverſe a Prince's Doom, 

It helps not, it preyails not, talk no more 
Fri. O then 1 lee that mad Men have no Ears. = | 
%% „ ö 

When wiſe Men have no Eyes? 5 
Fri. Let me deſpair with thee of thy Eſtate. 

Rom. Thou canſt not ſpeak of that thou doſt not feel: 

Wert thou as young as Juliet my Love, . 

An hour but married, Tybalt murdered, . 

Dating like me, and like me baniſhed, OO 

Then might! ſt thou ſpeak, then might'ſt thou tear thy Hair, 

And fall upon the Ground as I do now Wr) 

Taking the Meaſure of an unmade Gravemeee. 

© ._ . [Throwing himſelf on the Ground. 

Hi. Ariſe, one knocks; | [Knocks 2 

wo, | 00 
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Why ſhould you fall into ſo deep an Oh! 
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Good Romeo hide thy (elf. | 
Rom. Not I 5 
Unleſs the Breath of Heart-ſick Groans, | 
Miſt-like, infold me ſrom the ſearch of Eyes. [ Knoeks 
Fri. Hark how they knock. 
Who's there ? Romeo, ariſe, | 
Thou wilt be taken ſtay a while—ſtand up; [ Kncck, 
Runto my Study—By and by—God's Will ; 
What Simp eneſs is this I come, I come, { Knock, 
Who Knockslo hard ? ; 
Whence come you? what's your Will? 
Nur. [ Vithin.] Let me come in, 


And you ſhall know my Errand: 


I come from Lady Juliet. 

Fri, Welcome then. 

Enter Nurſe. | 

Nur. O holy Friar, O tell me holy Friar, 
Where is my Lady's Lord? whece's Romeo? 

Fri. There, on the Ground, 
With his own Tears made drunk. 

Nur. O he is even in my Miſtreſs's Caſe, 
Juſt in her Cafe, O woful Sympathy ! 
Piteous Predicament, even ſo lies ſne, 
Blubbering and weeping, weeping and blubbring. 


Stand up, ſtand up, ſtand an you be a Man, 


For Juliet's ſake, for her fake riſe and ſtand: 


Rom. Nurſe. N 
Nur. Ah Sir! Ah Sir Death's the end of all. 
Rom. Speak ſt thou of Juliet? how is't with her ? 

Poth not ſhe think me an old Murtherer, 

Now have I ſtain d the Child-hood of our Joy 

With Blood, removed but little from her own ? 

Where is ſhe ? and how does ſhe ? and what ſays 

My conceal'd Lady to our conceal'd Love? - | 
Nur. O ſhe ſays nothing, Sir, but weeps and weeps, 

Ard now falls on her Bed, and then ſtarts up, 

And Tybalt calls, and then on Romeo cries, 

And then down falls again, 
Rom. As if that Name 


Shot from the deadly level of a Gun 
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Did murder her. as that Names curſed Hand 
Murder'd her Kinſman. O tell me, Friar, tell me, 
In what vie Part of this Anatomy 

Doth my Name lodge? tell me that I may ſack 

The hateful Manſion. 

Fri, Hold thy deſperate Hand: Et 
Art thou a Man? Th» form cries out. thou art. - 
Thy Tears are womaniſh, thy wild Acts do note 
The unreaſonable Fury of a Beaſt. 

Unſeemly Woman, in a ſeeming Man, 


And ill beſeeming Beaſt in ſeeming both, 


I Thou haſt amaz'd me. By my holy Order, 


T thought thy diſpoſition better temper'd : | 

Haſt thou ſlain Halt? Wilr thou ſlay thy (elf ? 

And ſlay thy Lady, that in thy Lite lives, 

By doing damned hate upon thy ſelf ? 
Why rail'ſt thou on thy Birth? the Heav'n and Earth ? 
Since Birth, and Heav'n and Earth, all three do meet 
In thee at once, which thou at once would'it loſe. 

Fie, fie, thou fham'ſt thy ſhape, thy love, thy wit; 
Who like an Uſurer abound'ſ in al, | 
And uſeſt none in that true ule indeed, | 

W hich ſhould bedeck thy ſhape, thy love, thy wit : 
Thy noble ſhape is but a Form of Wax, N 


Digreſſing from the valour of a Man; 


Thy dear Love ſworn, but hollow perjury, | 
Killing that Love which thou haſt vow'd to cheriſh; 
Thy Wit, that Ornament to Shape and Love, 
Mil-ſhapen in the Conduct of them both, bs 
Like Powder in a skill-leſs Soldier's Flask, 

Is ſet a Fire by thine own Ignorance, 

And thou diſmembred with thine own Defence. 
What, rouſe thee, Man, thy Juliet is alive, 

For whole dear ſake thou waſt but lately dead. 
There art thou happy. Tybalt would kill thee, 
But thou flew'ſt Halt; there art thou happy too. 
The Law that threatned Death became thy Friend, 
And turn'd it to Exile ; there art thou happy, 

A pack of Bleſſings light upon thy Back, 

Happineſs courts thee in her beſt Array, 

But like a miſ-hav d and a ſullen Wench, 


Thou 


— 
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Thou putteſt up thy Fortune and thy Love; 
Take heed, take heed, for ſuch die miſerable. 
Go get thee to thy Love, as was decreed, 
Aſcend her Chamber, hence and comfort her: 
But look thou ſtay not till the Watch be ſet, 
For then thou canſt not paſs to Mantua, 
Where thou ſhalt live, till we can find a time 
To blaze your Marriage, reconcile your Friends, 
Beg pardon of thy Prince, and call thee back, 
With twenty hundred thouſand times moi e joy, 
Than thou went'ft forth in Lamentation. 
Go before, Nurſe, commend me to thy Lady, 
And bid her haſten all the Houle to Bed, 
Which heavy Sorrow makes them apt unto, 
Romeo is coming. | 
Nur. O Lord, I could have ſtaid here all Night, 
To hear good Counſel: Oh, what Learning is! 
My Lord, I'll tell my Lady you will come, 
Rom. Do ſo, and bid my Sweet prepare to chide. 
Nur. Here, Sir, a ring ſhe bid me give you, Sir: 
Hie you, make haſte, for it grows very late. 
Rem. How well my Comfort is reviv'd by this, 
Fri. Go hence. | | 
Good Night, and here ſtands all y our State: 
Either be gone bef re the Wat ch be ſet, 
Or by the break of Day diſguis'd, from hence, 
Sojourn in Mantua; V1] find out your Man, 
And he ſhall ſignifie from time to time, 
Every good hap to you that chances here: 
Give me thy Hand, tis late, ſarewel, good Night. 
Rom. But that a Joy, paſt Joy, calls out onme, 
It were a Grief, ſo brief to part with thee : 
Farewel. [ Exeunt, 


SCENE IV.  Capulet's Houſe. 


Enter Capulet, Lady Capulet, and Paris. 
Cap. Things have faln out, Sir, lo unluckily, 
That we have had no time to move our Daughter : 
Lock you, ſhe lov'd her Kinſman Tybalt dearly, 
And fo did 1. Well, we were born to die. 
C3 | 'Tis 
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Tis very late, ſhe'll not come down to Night: 

I promiſe you, but for your Company, 

I vould have been a bed an hour ago. 
Par. Theſe times of Woe afford no time to woo : 

Madam, good night, commend. me to your Daughter. 
La. Cap. I will, and know her Mind early toMorrows 

To Night ſhe ismew'd up to het heavineſs. 

Cap. Sir Paris, I will make a deſperate tender 

Of my Child's Love: I think ſhe will be rul'd 

In all Reipe&s by me, nay more, I doubt it not. 

Wife, go you to her ere you go to Bed, 

Acquaint her here of my Son Paris's Love, 

And bid her, mark you me, on Ay next cnn 

But ſoft; what Day is this? | 
Par. Menday, my Lord. SA 
Cap. Menday ? ha hat well, Wedneſday i is too ſoon, . 

A Turſday let it be: A Thurſday tell her 

She ſhall be married to this noble Earl: | 

Will you be ready ? do you like this haſte ?. 

We'll keep no great a-do—a Friend or t . A} 

For, hark you, Tybalt being lain ſo late, TM DEE 

It may be thought we held him careleſly, - | K 

Being our Kiniman, if we reve] much: 

Therefore we'll have ſome half a dozen Friends, b 

And there's an end. But what ſay you to Thurſday? 12 
Par. My Lord, bY 

I would 1 45 Thurſday were to Morrow. 
Cap. Well, get you gone — a Thurſday be it charts | 

_ Go you to Juliet ere you go to bed, {| Lo Lach Capulet. | 

Prepare her, Wife, againſt this Wedding day. 

Farewel, my. Lord Light to my Chaniber, hoa! 

*Aforz me, it is ſo late, an we may call it early by and by. 

Good Night. ¶Exeunt. 


* 


SCENE V. The Garden. 


Enter Romeo and Juliet above at à Window; a Ladder of 
Ropes jet. © 
Jul. Wilt thou be gone ? 
It was the Nightingale, and-not the Lark, 


＋ hat en * fearful hollow of thine Sar} bib bak 
5. Nightly 
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Nightly ſhe ſings on yond Pomgranate Tree: 
Believe me Love, it was the Nightingale, ' 
© Roz. It was the Lark, che Herald of the Morn, _ 
No Nightingale. Look, Love, what enyious Streaks 
Do lace the ſevering Cleuds in yonder Eaſt : , ; 
Night's Candles are burnt out, and jocund Day 
| Stands tiptoe on the miſty Mountain tops, 
l muſt be gone and live, or ſtay and dye. 
Jul. Yon Light is not Day-light, I — 5 it; 48 
It is fome meteor that the Sunexhales, | 
To be to thee this Night a Torch-hearer, - 
And light thee on thy Way to Mantua; 
Therefore ſtay,” yet thou need't not to be gane. 
Rom. Let me be taen, let me be put to Death, 
I am content, fo thou wilt have it fſo. C 
Fl! ſay yon gray is not the Morning's Eye, 
| * Tis but the pale reflex of Cynth;a's Bro, 
— Nor that is not the Lark whoſe Notes do beat 
The vaulty Heay'ns ſo bigh above our Heads. 
I have more Care to ſtay, than Will to go: | 
Come Death and welcome, Juliet wills it ſo. 
- How.ist, my Soul ? let's talk, it is not Day, 
_— Jul. It is, it is, hie hence, be gone, aways 
It is the Lark that fings ſo out of Tune, 
Straining harſh Diſcords, and unpleaſing Sharps. 
Some ſay the Lark makes ſweet Diviſion; _ 
This doth not ſs: For ihe divideth us. 
Some ſay, the Lark and loathed Toad chang' d Eyes, 
O now I would they had chang'd voices too 
Since Arm from Arm, that Voic? doth us affray, 
Hunting thee hence, with Hunt up tothe Day. _ 
O now be gone, more light and light it grows. 


Enter Nurſe, 

Nur. Madam. | 
„„ 1 
Nur. Your Lady Mother is coming to your Chamber: 

The Day is broke, be Wary, look about. | 
Jul. Then Window let Day iv, and let life out. 

Rom. Farewel, fare wel, one Kiſs, and.['ll deſcend, _. 
Jul. Art thou gone fo ? Love!Lord! ahHusband! Friend! 
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Rom. More light and light, more dark and dark our Woes. 
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I mull hear from thee every Hour in the Day, 3 
1 [homes comes down by the Ladder into the Garden. 
For in a Minute there are many Days. | 
O by this Count I ſhall be much in Years, 
Ere [ again behold my Romeo. | 
Nam. Farewel: 3 
Iwill omit no opportunity, EEG 
That may convey my Greetings, Love, to thee. 
Jul. O think ſt thou we ſhall ever meet again? _ 
Ram. I doubt it not, and all theſe Woes ſhall ſerve 
For ſweet Diſcourſes, in our time to come. 
Jul. O God! I have an ill Divining Soul, 
Methinks I ſee thee now, thou art ſo low, X, 
As one dead in the bottom of a Tomb: 
Either my eye · ſight fails, or thou look'ſt pale. | 
Rom. And truſt me, Love, in mine Eye ſo do you: 
Dry Sorrow drinks our Blood, Adieu, adieu. | Exeunt, 


SCENE VI. Juliet's Chamber, 


| Enter Juliet, | g 
Jul. Oh Fortune, Fortune, all Men call thee fickle, 
If thou art fickle, what doſt thou with him 
That is renown'd. for Faith? be fickle Fortune: 
For then [ hope thou wilt not keep him long, 
But ſend him back. 5 
| Enter Lady Capulet. 
Za. Cap. Ho Daughter, are you up? SHER 
Jul. Who is't that calls; is it my Lady Mother ? 
Is ſhe not down ſo late or up ſo early? 5 
What unaccuſtom'd Cauſe procures her hither? 
Za. (ap. M hy, how now, Juliet ? | 
Jul. Madam, I am not wel). | wy 
Za. Cap. Evermore weeping for your Couſin's Death! 
What, wilt thou waſh him from his Grave with Tears? 
And if thou couldſt, thou could not make him live:? 
Therefore have done, ſome Grief ſhews much of Love 
But much of Grief ſhews {till ſome want of wit. | 
Jul. Vet let me weep, for ſuch a feeling loſs. 
Ta. Cap. So ſhall you feel the loſs, but not the Friend 
Which you weep tor, W l b 
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al. Feeling ſo the loſs. 
I cannot chule butever weep the Friend, 8 | 
La. Cap. Well Girl, thou weep'ſt not ſo much for his deaih, 
As that the Villain lives which flaughter'd him. 
Jul, What villain, Madam? 
La. Cap, That ſame Villain, Romeo. 
Jul. Villain and he be many Miles aſunder: 
God pardon him, I do with all my Heart, 
And yet no Man like he doth grieve my Heart. 
Ta. Cap. That is becaule the Traitor lives. 
Jul. Ay, Madam. from the reach of theſe my Hands: 
Would none but 1 might venge my Couſin's Death. 
Za. Cap. We will have vengeance. for it, fear thou not; 
Then weep no more, [I'll ſend to ore in Mantua, 
M here that ſame baniſh'd Runagate doth live, 
Shall give him ſuch an unaccuſtom'd Dram, 
That he ſhall ſoon keep-Tybalt Company. 
And then I hope thou wilt be latished 
Jul, Indeed I never ſhall be ſatisfied. 
With Romeo, till F behold him Dead 
Is my poor Heart, ſo fora Kinſman vext : 
Madam, If you could find out but a Man 
To bear a Poiſon, | would temper it; 
That Romeo ſhould, upon receipt thereof, 
Soon ſleep in quiet. O how my Heart abhors 
To hear him nam'd, and cannot come to him, 
To wreak the love I bore my Couſin Tybalt, 
Upon his Body that hath (laughter'd him. ji 
La. Cap. Find thou the means, and V1] find ſuch a Man 
But now ['l]tell thee joyful tidings Girl. 
Jul. And joy comes well in ſuch a needy time. 


Wbat are they, I beſeech your Ladyſhip - 


La. Cap. Well, well, thou haſt a careful Father, Child; 
One, who to put thee from thy heavinels, 
Hath forted out a fudden day of Joy, | 
That thou expect ſt not, nor I look'd not for. 
Jul. Madam, in happy time, what day is this? | 
La. Cap. Marry, my Chile, early next Thurſday morn, 
The gakant, young, and noble Gentleman, 
The Count of Paris, at St. Peter's Church, 


Shall happily make thee a joyful Bride. 
ES 2 5 Ju J. 
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Jul. Now by St. Peter's Church, and Peter too, 

He ſhall not make me there a joyful Bride. Tow 

I wonder at this haſte, chat I muſt wed 

Ere he that ſhould be Husband comes to woe. 

Fpray you tell my Lord and Father, Madam, 

I will not marry yet, and when I do, I ſwear 

It ſhall be Romeo, whom you know I hate, 

Rather than Paris. Theſe are Nenvs indeed. | 

Ta. Cap. Here comes your Father, tell him ſo your ſelf, 

And fee how he will take it at your Hands. . 5 

E Enter Capulet and Nurſe. 


Cap. When the Sun ſets, the Earth doth drizzle Dew; 
But for the Sunſet of my Brother's Son, 


It rains down- right. | 
How now a Conduit, Girl? What {till in Tears? 
Evermore ſhow'ring in one little Body? 
Thy Counterfeit's a Bark, a Sea, a Wind; 
For ſtill thy Eyes, which I may call the Sea, 
Do ebb and flow with Tears, the Bark thy Body 
Sailing in this ſalt Flood, the Winds thy Sighs, 
Who raging with the Tears, and they with them, 
Without a ſudden Calm will over-ſet 
Thy tempeſt-toſſed Body. How now, Wife? 
Have you deliver'd to her our Decree? 
La. Cap. Ay, Sir; . 
But ſhe will none, ſhe gives you thanks: 
I would the Fool were married to her Grave. ny 
Cap. Soft, take me with you, take me with You, Wiſe, 
How, will ſhe none ? doth ſhe not give us thanks? 
Is ſhe not proud ? doth ſhe not count her bleſt, 
Unwortby as ſhe is, that we have wrought 
So worthy a Gentleman to be her Bridegroom? | 
Jul. Not proud, you have; But thankful, that you have. 
Proud can I never be of what I hate, LI 
But thankful even for Hate, that is meant Love. 
Cap. How now ? | ; 


How now? 22 Logick ? what is this? 


Proud ? and I thank you! and I thank you not ! 
Thank me no thankings, nor proud me no prouds, 
But ſettle your fine Joints gainſt Thurſday next, 
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Or] will drag thee ona Hurdle thitheerr,r 
Out-you green. ſickneſs Carrion, out you Baggage, 
Out you Tallow face. gs, | 
Za. Cap. Fie, fie, what are you madꝰ | 
Jul. Good Father, I heleech you on my Knees, 
Hear me with Patience, but to ſpeak a word. 
Cap. Hang thee, young Baggage, diſobedient wreteh, 
„ _ I tell thee what, get thee to Church a Thurſday, | 
Dr never after look me in the Face. 4 
Speak not, reply not, do not anſwer me, 
My Fingers itch, Wife; we ſcarce thought us bleſt, 
That God had lent us but this only Child, | 
But now I ſee this one is one too much, n 
And that we have a Curſe in having her; q 
Out on her, Hilding. . g 
Nur, God in Heay'nbleſs her: | 9 
Vou are to blame, my Lord, to rate her ſo. 1 1 
— Cap. And why, my Lady Wiſdom? hold your Tongue, be 
Good Prudence, {matter with your Goſſip, go. 
Nur, I {peak no Treaſon, ; 
O God-ye good-den— 
May not oneſpeak ? 
Cap. Peace you mumbling Fool, 
Utter your Gravity o'er a Goſlip's Bowl, 
For here we need it not. 
La. Cap. Mou are too hot. 
Cap. God's Bread, it makes me mad: | 
] Day, night, hour, tiac, 1 work, and play, 
—] — Alone, in company, ſtill my care hath been 
. To have her match d, and having now provided 
A Gentleman of noble Parentage, 5 
Of fair Demeans, Youthtul, and nobly Allied, 
Stuff d, as they ſay, with, honourable Parts, 
Proportion d as ones thought would aviſh a Man; 
And then to have a wretched puling Fool, 
A whinning Mammet, in her, Fortunes tender, | 
| To anſwer I'll not wed, I cannot love, 28 
I am roo young, I pray you pardon mm. 3 
But, and you will not wed, 1 not pardon ou Te 
Graze where you will, you ſhall not Houle Wich me; = 
Look to't, think on t, I do not uſe to jeſt. 1 N | 
Thurſday is near, lay Hand on Heart, adyilg,;; - 


And 
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And you be mine, l' give you to my Friend: 
And you be not, hang, beg, ſtarve, die inthe Streets, 
For, by my Soul, I'll ne'er acknowledge thee, hf 
Nor what is mine, ſhall never do thee good : 
Truſt to't, bethink you, I'll not be forſworn. 
Jul. Is there no pity ſitting in the Clouds, 
That ſees into the bottom of my Grief? 
| O ſweet my Mother, caſt me not away, 5 
| Delay this Marriage fora Month, a Week, Er : 
| Or if you do not, make the bridal Bed | 
1 In that dim Monument where Tybalt lyes. ; 
Ta. Cap. Talk not to me, for I'll not ſpeak a Word: 
Do as thou wilt, for I have done with thee, '[ Exit, 
Je. © God? : 
O Nurſe, how ſhall this be prevented ? 
My Husband is on Earch, my Faith in Heav'n, 
How ſhall that Faith return again to Earth, 
Vnleſs that Husband ſend it me from Heay'n, 
By leaving Earth + comfort me, counſel me, 
Alack, alack, that Heav'n ſhould practiſe Stratagems 
Upon ſo ſoft a Subject as my ſelf. | 
What ſay'{t thou? baſt thou not a word of joy; 
Some Comfort, Nurſe. : 
Nur. Faith here it is: 
Nonneo is baniſh'd, and all the World to nothing 
That he dares ne er come back to challenge you: 
Or if he do, it needs muſt be by ſtealth. 
Then ſince the caſe ſo ſtands as now it doth, - 
I think it beſt you married with the Count, 
Oh he's a lovely Gentleman; 
Nomeo's a Diſh-clout to him; an Eagle, Madam, 
Hath not ſo green, ſo quick, ſo fair an Eye 
As Paris hath: beſhrew my very Heart, 
I think you are happy in this ſecond Match, 
For it excels your firſt: Or if it did not, {FRET 
Vour firſt is dead, or *twere as good he were 43 
As living here, and you no ute of him. Exe: ; 
: Jul. Speakeſt thou from thy Heart? | 
Nur. And from my Soul too, | 
Or elle beſhrew them both. 8 f 
of Nur. 


5 
Exit. 
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Nur. What? 1 | : | 
Jul. Well, thou haſt comforted me marvellous much: 
Goin, and tell my Lady I am gone, p 
Having diſpleas'd my Father, to Lawrence Cell, 
To. make Confeſſion, and to be abſolved. 
Nur, Marry I will, and this is wiſely done. [ Exit. 
Jul. Ancient Damnation! O moſt wicked Fiend ! 
Is it more Sin to wiſh me thus forſworn, 5 
Or to diſpraĩſe my Lord with that ſame Tongue 
Which ſhe hath prais'd him with above compare, 
So many thouſand times? Go, Counſellor, 
Thou and my boſom henceforth ſhall be twain: 4 
I'll to the Friar to know his remedy, vv 
If all elſe fail, my ſelf have power to die. [Zxeunt9 


ACT IV. SCENE I. 
SCENE. The Monaſtery. 
Enter Friar Lawrence and Paris, 


Fri. N Thurſday, Sir! the time is very ſhort. 
, Par. My Father Capulet will have it ſo, 
And l am nothing flow to ſlack his baſte, 
Fri. Lou ſay you do not know the Lady's Mind: 
Uneven is the Courſe, I like it not. | 
Par. Immoderately ſhe weeps for Tybalt's Death, 
And therefore have I little talk of Love, of 
For Venus ſmiles not in a Houſe of Tears: 
Now, Sir, her Father counts it dangerous 
That ſhe ſhould give her Sorrow ſo much ſway ; 
And in his Wiſdom, haſtes our Marriage, © 
To ſtop the Inundation of her Tears, | = 
Which too much minded by her ſelf alone, = 
May be put from her by Society. = 
Now do you know the Reaſon of this haſte, 
Fri, I wauld I knew not why it ſhould be ſlow d, 
Look, Sir, here comes the Lady towards my Cell. 
| Enter Juliet. 


Par. Happily met, my Lady and my Wiſe, 


In 
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Jul. That may be, Sir, when I may be a Wife. 
ar. That may be, muſt be, Love, on er nent. 


Jet. What muſt be, ſhall be. * 


Fri. That's a certain Text | 

Tar. Come you to make Confeſſion to this Father: ?, 

* To anſwer that, I ſhould confeſs to you. 
_ Par. Do not deny to him that you love me. 
Jul. I will confeſs, to you that 1-love him. _ 

Par. So will ye, I am ſure, that you love we, 
Jul. If Ido ſo, it will be of more Price,, 

Being ſpoke behind your Back, than to your Face. 
x Par. Poor Soul, thy Face is much abus d with Tears. 
Jul. The Tears} have got ſmall Victory by that: | 
7 For i it was bad enough before their ſpight. . 
Par. Thou wrong it it, more than Tears, with that report, 
Jul. That is no Slander, Sir, which is but truth, 

And what I ſpeak, I Tpeak it to my Faco. | 
Par, Thy Face is mine, and thou haſt flander'd it. 
. It may be io, for it is not mine own. 

ou at leiſure, holy Father, now, 
all I come to you at Evening Maſs? 
Fs My leiſure ſerves me, penſive Daughter, : now. 

My Lord, I muſt intreat the time alone. 

Par. God ſhield Tſhould diſturb Devotion: 


Juliet, on Thurſday early will Lrowze - 5 1 bark © 
Till then adieu, and keep this holy kiſfs. [Exit Paris. 


Jul. O ſhut the Door, and when thou haſt done ſo, 
Come weepwith me, paſt hope; paſt cure, patt 2905 | 
Fri. O Juliet, Jalresdy know thy Grief, © 
It ſtrains me paſt the compaſs of my Wits: 
I hear thou muſt, and nothing may prorogue it, 
On Thurſday next be married to this Count. 
Jul. Tell me not, Friar, that thou heareſt of as, 
N Unleſs thou tell me how I may prevent it. 
If in thy Wiſdom, thou canſt give no 1 00 
Do thou but call my Reſolution wiſe, 2 
And with this Knife I'll help it preſentl 1 - | 
God join'd my Heart and:Romreo's, thou our Hands, 
And ere this hand, by thee to Romeo ſeal d. 
Shall be the Label to another Deed, ; 
Or my true Heart, with treacherous Revolt, = 7 
Aurn 


3 
| 
«| 
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Turn to another, this ſhall lay them both : 
Therefore out of thy long experienc'd Time, | 
Give me ſome preſent Counſel, or behold 
*Twixt my Extreams and me, this bloody Knite 


Shall play the Umpire; arbitrating that, 


Which the Commiſſion of thy Years and Art 
Could to no iſſue of true Honour bring: 
Be not ſo long to ſpeak, I long to die, 
If what thou ſpeak ſt ſpeak not of Remedy. 

Fri. Hold, Daughter, I do ſpy a kind of hope, 
Which craves as deſperate an Execution, 
As that is deſperate which we would prevent. 
If rather than to marry County Paris, , 
Thou haſt the Strength of Will to ſlay thy ſelf, 
Thenit is likely, thou wilt undertake 
A thing like Death to chide away this ſhame, 
That cop'ſt with Death himſelf, to*ſcape from it: 
And if thou dar'ſt, I'l] give thee remedy. 

Jul. O bid me leap, rather than marry Paris, 
From off the Battlements of any Tower, 
Or walk in thieviſh Ways, or bid me lurk 
Where Serpents are: Chain me with roaring Bears, 
Or hide me nightly in a charnel Houſe, 
O'er covered quite with dead Men's ratling Bones, 
With reeky Shanks, and yellow chaplels Skulls: 
Or bid me go into a new-made Grave, Se 
And hide me with a dead Man in his Grave, «+ 
Things that to hear them told, have made me tremble, 
And Iwill do it without fear or doubt, 1 
To live an unſtain d Wife to my ſweet Love. 

Fri, Hold then. Go home, be merry, give conſent, 
To marry Paris. Wedneſday is to- Morrow; | 
To-Morrow Night look that thou lye alone, 
Let not thy Nurle lye with thee in thy Chamber: 
Take thou this Viol being then in Bed, | 
And this diſtilling Liquor drink thou oft. 
When preſently, through all thy Veins, ſhall run 
A cold and drowyſie Humour: For no Pulſe . 
Shall keep his native Progreſs, but ſurceaſe: 
Nomwarmth, no breath ſhall teſtifie thou liveſt; 
The Roſes in thy Lips and Cheeks ſhall fade 


—— 
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To mealy Aſhes, the Eyes Windows fall 
Like Death, when he ſnuts up the Day of Life; 
Each part depriv'd of ſupple Government, 
Shall ſtiff and ſtark, and cold appear like Death, 
And in this borrowed likeneſs of ſhrunk Death 
Thou ſhalt continue two and forty Hours, 
And then awake as from a pleaſant Sleep. 
Now when the Bridegroom in the Morning comes 
To rowſe thee from thy Bed, there thou art Dead: 
Then as the manner of our Country is, 
In thy beſt Robes uncover' d on the Bier, 
Be born to Burial in thy Kindreds Grave: 
Thou ſhalt be born to that ſame ancient Vault, 
Where all the Kindred of the Capulet's lye.f 
In the mean time, againſt thou thalt awake, 
Shall Romeo by my Letters know our Drift, 
And hither ſhall he come; and that very Night 
Shall Romeo bear thee hence to Mantua. 
And this fhall free thee from this preſent Shame, 
If no unconſtant Toy or Womaniſh fear, 
Abate thy Valour in the acting it. 3 
Jul. Give me, give me, O tell me not of fear. 
Fri. Hold, get you gone, be ſtrong and proſperous 
In this reſolve, I'll ſend a Friar with ſpeed 
To Mantua, with my Letters to thy Lord. | 
Jul. Love give meStrength,and Strength ſhall help afford. 
Farewel, dear Father, | 


SCENE II. Capulet's Houſe. 


Enter Capulet, Lach Capulet, Nurſe, and two or three 
Servants, %6o8*' | 
Cap. So many Gueſts invite as here are writ : 
Sirrah, 7 hire me twenty cunning Cooks. 
Ser. You ſhall have none ill, Sir, for PII try whether 
they can lick their Fingers. gs Ts 
Cap. How can'ſt thou try them fo ? 

Ser. Marry, Sir, it is an ill Cook that cannot lick his 
own Fingers: Therefore he that cannot lick his Fingers, 
goes not with me. 3 
Cup. Go, be gone. We ſhall be much unfurniſh'd for 
this time: What, is my Daughter gone to * 


8 
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Nur. Ay forſooth. | 
Cap. Well he may chance to do ſome good on her, 
A peeviſh ſelf-will'd Harlotry it is. 
Enter June. 
Nur. See where ſhe comes from Shrift, with merry look. 
Cap. How now, my Headſtrong? 
| Where have you been gadd ing? | 

— 1 — Jul. Where J have ſearnt me to repent the Sin, 

Ot diſobedient Oppoſition, 

To you and your beheſts, and am enjoyn d 

By holy Tawrence, to fall proſtrate here, 

To beg your Pardon: Pardon I beſeech you, 

Henceforward I am ever rul'd by you. 

Cap. Send for the Count, go, tell him of this, ? 

F'l] have this Knot knit up to-Morrow Morning. s 

Jul. I met the youthful Lord at Lawrence Cell, ; 

And gave him what becoming Love I might, 

Not ſtepping o'er the bounds of modeſt y. 5 

Cap. Why I am glad or't, this is well, ſtand up, 

This is as't thould be, let me ſee the County: 

Ay, marry, go I ſay, and fetch him hither. 

Now afore God, this reverend Holy Friar, 

All our whole City is much bound to him. 

Jul. Nurſe, will you go with me into my Cloſet, 

To help me ſort ſuch needful Ornaments, 

As you think fit to furniſh me-to-Morrow ? 
Za. Cap. No, not till Thurſday, there is time enough. 
Cap. Go Nurle, go with her; Ea 

We'll to Church to-Morrow. [ Exeunt Juliet and Nurſe. 

La. Cap. We ſhall be ſhort in our Proviſion; . 
| Tis now near Night. 
Cap. Tuſh, I will ſtir about, : 
J And all things ſhall be well, Vl] warrant thee, Wife: 
f So thou to Juliet, help to deck up her, | 
III not to Bed to Night, let me alone: 
I'll play the Houſwife for this once. What ho? 
They are all forth; well I will walk my ſelf 
| To County Paris, to prepare him up 
#\ fe Againſt to- Morrow. My Heart is wondrous light, 
Since this ſame way-ward Girl is lo reclaim d. 
; | ©  [ Exeunt Capulet and Lady Cap. 
SCENE 
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1 Fo EN. E III. Juliet's Chamber. 


Enter Juliet and Nurſe.” | 
Jul. Ay, thoſe Attires are belt ;. but, gentle N ue, 
I pray thee leave me to my ſelf to Night: 
For I have need of many Orilons, . . . 5 | 
Jo move the Heav'ns to {mile upon my State: a 
Which well thou know'ſt is croſs and full of Sin. 17 
Enter Lady Capulet. 

Ta. Cap. What are you buſie, ho? Need you my help? 1 
Jul. No, Madam, we have cull'd ſuch Neceſſaries | 
; As are behoveful for our State to- Morrow: 1 
So pleaſe you, let me now be left alone, iN 
And let the Nurſe this Night fit up with you 
Forl am ſure you have your Hands full all, 
In this ſo ſudden Buſinels. | 

Za. Cap. Good Night, __ 
Get thee to bed and 6 1 for thou haſt need. Thos 

Jul. Farewel; | 
God knows, when we ſhall meet again. 
I have a faint cold fear thrills through my "Fro 
That almoſt freezes up the heat of Fire: be: 
I'll call them back again to comfort me. * 
Nurſe what ſhould ſne do here? 
My diſmal Scene I needs muſt act alone: 
Come Vial what if this Mixture do not work at all? 2 
Shall I be married to-Merrow Morning ? | | 
No, no, this ſhall forbid it; lye thou there. 155 
* toa Dagger, | 
What if it be a Poiſon, which the Friar , _ 
Subtilly hath miniſtred to have me dead, | | 

Leſt in this Marriage he ſhould be diſhonour' 4, | 
Becauſe he married me before to Romeo? 
fear it is, and yet methinks it ſhould not, 
For he hath &ill been tried a Holy Man. 
How, if when Iam laid into the Tomb, ö 
I wake before the time, that Romeo 5 
Come to redeem me? There's a fearful Point . py 
Shall I not then be ſtifled inthe Vault, | Y | 
I 0 hole ſoul Mouth no healthſome Air breaths in, 4 
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And there die ſtrangled ere my Romeo comes? 
Or if I live, it is not very like, | 
The horrible Conceit of Death and Night, 
Together with the Terror of the place, 
As in a Vault, an ancient Receptacle, ' | 
Where, for theſe many hundred Vears, the Bones 
Of all my buried Anceſtors are/packt; 
Where bloody Tybalt, yet but green in Earth, _ 
Lies feſtring in his Shrowd; where, as they ſay, 
At ſome Hours in the Night, Spirits reſor t 
Alack, alack! is is not like that I | 
So early waking, what with loathſome ſmells, - 
And ſhrieks like Mandrakes torn out of the Earth, 
That living Mortals, hear ing them, run mad 
Or if I walk, ſhall I not be diſtraught, : 
Invironed with all theſe hideous Fears, 
And madly play with my Fore-fathers Joints, 
And pluck the mangled Tybalt from his Shrowd ? 
And in this Rage, with tome great Kinſman's Bone, 
As with a Club, daſh out my deſperate Brains ? 
O look! methinks I {ee my Coulin's Ghoſt, 
Sceking out Romeo that did ſpithis Body 
Upon his Rapier's Point: Stay, Tybalt ſtay! - 
Romeo] Romeo! Romeo! here's drink -I drink to thee. Ex. 
S CEN E IV. 4 Rab 
| Enter Lady Capulet and Nurſe. 
Ta. Cap. Hold, 5 | | 
Take thele Keys and fetch-more Spices, Nurſe, 
Nur. They call for Dates and Quinces in the Paſtry. 
pant "or Enter Capulet. | 
Cap. Come, tir, ſtir, ſtir, 
The ſecond Cock hath crow'd, WY 
The Curphew Bell hath rung, tis three a Clock: 
Look to the bak'd Meats, good Angelica, | 
Spare not for coſt. N 
Nur. Go you cot-quean, go; 
Get you to bed; faith you'll be fick to morrow 
For this Night's watching. ST 
Cap. No not a whit, I have watch'd ere now 


All 
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All Night for a leſs Cauſe, and ne&er been ſick. 


Ta. Cap. Ay, you have been a Mouſe hunt in your time, 


But [ will watch you from ſuch watching now. 
[ Exeunt Lady Capulet and Nurſe. 


Cap. A jealous hood, a jealous hood 
Now Fellow, what's there ? 
Enter three or four with Spits, and Logs, and Baskets. 
Ser. Things for the Cook, Sir, but 1 know not what. 

Cap. Make haſte, make haſte, Sirrah, fetch drier Logs. 
Call Peter, he will ſhew thee where they are., 
Ser. I have a Head, Sir, that will find out Logs, 
And never trouble Peter for the matter. 3 
Cap. Maſs and well ſaid, a merry Horſon, ha! 
Thou ſhalt be Logger-head—— good Faith, tis Day. 

WT PTV randy: Play Muſick, 
The County will he here with Muſick ſtraight, 
For ſo he ſaid he would. I hear him near, 
Nurſe, Wife, what ho? What Nurſe | ſay? 

9 Enter Nurſe. | 
Go wa ken Juliet, go and trim her up, | 
I'll zo and chat with Paris: Hie, make haſte, - 0 
Make haſte, I ſay. [Exit Capulet. 


| SCENE draws and diſcovers Juliet on a Bed. 
Nur, Miſtreſs, what Miſtreſs! Juliet! — Faſt I warrant 


er, 
Why Lamb why Lady Fie you ſlug- a- bed 
Why Love, I ſay— Madam, Sweet · heart Why Bride 
What, not a Word! you take your Pennyworths now; 
Sleep for a weck, for the next Night I warrant, l 
The County Paris hath ſet up his reſt, 

That you ſhould ref but little -— God forgive me— 
Marry and Amen How ſound is ſhe aſleep? 

I muſt needs wake her: Madam, Madam, Madam, 

Ay, let the County take you in your Bed — 

He'll fright you up i'faith. Will it not be? | 
What dreſt, and in your Cloaths —and down again ! 
I muſt needs awake you: Lady, Lady, Lady 

Alas ! alas! help! help! my Lady's dead. ” 

O well a day, that ever 1 was born! 


Some Aqua · vitæ ho! my Lord, my Lady 


Enter 


— 
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O Day! O Day! O Day! O hateful Day 
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Enter Lach Capulet. 
Ta. Cap. What Noiſe is here? 
Nur. O lamentable Day 
La. Cap. What is the Matter? 
Nur. Look, look oh heavy Day! 
La. Cap. O me, O me, my Child, my only Lite! 
Revive, look up, or I will die with thee: 
Help, help, call help. 
| | Enter Capulet. 
Cap. For ſhame bring Juliet forth, her Lord is come. 
Nur. She's dead, Deceas'd, ſhe's dead: Alack the Day. 
Ta. Cap. Alack theDay, ſhe's dead, ſhe's dead, ſhe's dead. 
Cap. Ha! Let me ſee her Out alas, ſhe's cold, 
Her Blood is ſettled, and her Joints are Stiff, 
Life and. theſe Lips have long been ſeperated : 
Death lies on her, like an untimely Froſt 
Upon the ſweeteſt Flower of the Field. 
Nur. O lamentable Day ! 
La. Cap. O woful time | 
Cap. Death, that hath ta'en her hence to make me wail, 
Ties up my Tongue, and will not let me ſpeak. 
Enter Friar Lawrence, and Paris. 
Fri. Come, is the Bride ready to go to Church? 
Cap. Ready to go, but never to return. 
O Son, the Night before the Wedding-day, 
Hath Death lain with thy Wife : ſee, there ſhe lies, 
Flower as ſhe was, deflower d now by him: 
Death is my Son-in-Law, Death is my Heir, 
My Daughter he hath wedded. I will die, 
And leave him all, Life, living, all is Death's. 
Par. Have I thought long to ſee this Morning's Face, 
And doth it give me ſuch a fight as this? 
Ta. Cap. Accurſt, unhappy, wretched, hateful Day, 
Moſt milerable Hour, that time e' er ſaw 
In laſting Labour of his Pilgrimage. 
But one, poor one, one poor and loving Child, 
But one thing to rejoice and ſolace in, | 
And cruel Death hath catch'd it from my ſight, 
Nur. O wo! O woful, woful, woful, Day! 
Moſt lamentable Day ! moſt woful Day! 
That ever, ever, I did yet behold, 


Never 
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Never was ſeen ſo black a Day as this: 
O woful Day; O woful Day! | 8 
Par. Beguil'd, divorced, wronged, ſpighted, ſlain! ] 
Moſt deteſtable Death, by thee beguil'd, _ 5 
By cruel, cruel thee quĩte overthrown u 
O Love! © Life! not Life, but Love in Death. 1 
Cup. Deſpis'd, diſtreſſed, hated, martyr d, kill'd =— __ 
Uncomfortable time, why cam'ſt thou now 
To murther, murther our Solemnity ? | 
O Child! O Child! my Soul, and not my Child! 
Dead art thou alack my Child is dead, 
And with my Child, my Joys are buried. 3-3 
Fri. Peace ho for ſhame—=Confuſtons ? Care lives not g 
In theſe Confuſions. Heav'n and your ſelf | 4 
Had part in this fair Maid, now Heav'n hath all. '| 
And all the better is it for the Maid: | 
Your part in her, you could not keep from Deaths, = 
But Heav'n keeps his part in eternal Life: | 
The moſt you fought was her Promotion, | 
For *twas your Heav'n that ſhe ſhould be adyanc'd; ö 
And weep you now, ſeeing ſhe is advanc'd | 17 
Above the Clouds, as high as Heay'n it ſelf? 
O in this Love, you love your Child ſo ill, 
That you run mad, ſeeing that ſhe is well. 
She's not well Married that lives married long, 
But ſhe's beſt Married that dies married young. 
Dry up your Tears, and ſtick your Roſemary 
On this fair Coarſe, and as the Cuſtom is, — 
All in her beſt Array, bear her to Church: 
For tho' fond Nature bids us all lament, 
Yet Nature's Tears are Reaſon's Merriment. 
Cap. All things that we ordained Feſtiyal, 
Turn from their Office to black Funeral : 
Our Inſtruments to melancholy Bells 
Our wedding Chear to a ſad burial Feaſt; 
Our ſolemn Hymns to ſullen Dirges change: 
Our Bridal Flowers, ſerve for a buried Coarſe: 
And all things change them to the contrary. 
Fi. Sir, go you in, and Madam, go with him, 


* 
J 


. 


And go, Sir Paris, every one prepare 


Io follow this fair Coarſe unto her Grave. The 
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The Heav'ns do lowre upon you for ſome ill : 


Move them no more, by croſſing their high Will. Cet 
Ma. Faith we may put up our Pipes and be gone. 
Nur. Honeſt good Fellows: Ah, put up, put up, 

For well you know this is a pitiful S 
Mu. Ay, by my Troth, the Caſe may be amended. 

Enter Peter. 
pet. Muſicians: Oh Muſicians, 

Heart's eaſe, Heart's eaſe; | 

Oh, and you will have me live, play Heart's eaſe, 
Mau. Why Heart's eaſe? 

0 Muſicians, 


Becauſe my Heart it ſelf Plays, my thus, is full. 


Mu. Not a dump we, tis no time to play now. 
Pet. Vou will not then? 
Mau, No. 
Pet, I will then give it you ſoundly. 
Mu. What will you give us? 
Pet. No Mony on my Faith, but the Gleek. 
I will give you the Miniſtrel. 

Mu. Then will give you the ſerving Creature. 

Pet. Then will 1 lay the ſerving Creature's Dagger on 
your Pate. I will carry no Crotchets, I'll Re you, I'll 
Fa you, do you Note me ? | 

Miu. And you Re us and Fa us, you Note us. 

2 Mau. Pray you put up your Dagger. 

And put out your Wit. | 
Then have at you with my Wit. | 

Pet, I will dry-beat you with an Iron Wks 

And put up my Iron Dagger. 

Anſwer me like Men: 

When griping Griefs the Neun doth wound, 

Then Muſick with her filyer found 
Why filver ſound ? Why Muſick with her ſilver ſound ? 
What ſay you, Simen Catling 

Mu. Marry, Sir, becauſe Silver hath a ſweet ſound. 

Pet. Prateſt? what ſay you Hugh Rebeck ? 

2. Mu. I ſay Silver ſound; becauſe Muſicians ſound for ſil- 

Pet. Prateſt too? what la y you James ſound-Poſt? | ver. 

3 Mau. Faith I know not what to lay, 

Pet. O Lery you mercy, you are the Singer, 
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I will ay for you, it is Muſick with her filver ſound, 
. Becauſe Muſicians have no Gold for ſounding : « 
Then Muſick with her ſilver Sound, with ſpeedy help 
doth lend redreſs. [ Exit, 
Mu. What a peſtilent Knave is this ſame ? 3 
2 Mu. Hang, him, Jack, come, we'll in here, tarry for 
the Mourners, and ſtay Dinner. GA 


J . 1 
SCENE, Mantua. . 


Enter Romeo. ; 
Rom. IF I may truſt the flattering truth of Sleep, 
| My Dreams preſage ſome joyful news at hand: 
My Bolom's Lord fits lightly in his Throne, To 
And all this winged, unaccuſtom'd Spirit, : „ 
Lifts me above the Ground with cheerful Thoughts. 
I dreamt my Lady came and found me dead, 
(Strange Dream! that gives a dead Man leave to think) 
And breath'd ſuch Life with Kiſſes ir. my Lips, 

That I reviv'd, and was an Emperor. 
Ab me! how ſweet is Love it ſelf poſſeſt, 
When but Love's Shadows are fo rich in Joy ? 

| Enter Romeo's Man. 
| News from Verona How now Balthazar ? 
Doſt thou not hring me Letters from the Friar ? 
How doth my Lady? is my Father well? 
How doth my Lady Jaliet? That J ask again, 
For nothing can be ill, if ſhe be well. 5 

Man. Then ſhe is well, and nothing can be ill, 

Her Body ſleeps in Capulet s Monument, 
And her immortal part with Angels lives: 
I aw her laid low in her Kindreds Vault, 
And preſently took Poſt to tel} it you: 
O pardon me for bringing theſe ill News, 
Since you did leave it for my Office, Sir. 
Kam. Is it even fo 7 
Then I deny you Stars. 1 | | 
Thou knoweſt my Lodging, get me Ink and Paper, 
And hire Poſt-Horſes. I will hence to Night, 1 

| an. 
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Man. I do beſeech you, Sir, have patience: 
Your looks are pale and wild, and do import 
Some Miſad venture. 

Rom. Tuſh, thou art deceiy'd, 
Leave me, and do the thing I bid thee do: 
Haſt thou no Letters to me from the Friar ? 

Man. No, good my Lord. 

Rom. No matter: Get thee gone, 
And hire thoſe Horſes, I'll be with the ſtrait. [ Zxit Man. 
Well Juliet, I will lye with thee to Night; 
Let's ſee for means O Miſchief thou art ſwift 
To enter in the Thought of deſperate Men: 
I do remember an Apothecary, 


And hereabouts he dwells, which late I noted 


In tatter'd Weeds, with overwhelming Brows, 


Culling of Simples; meager were his Looks, 


Sharp Miſery had worn him to the Bones: 

And in his need y Shop a Tortoiſe hung, 

An Alligator ſtuft, and other Skins 

Of ill-ſhap'd Fiſhes, and about his Shelves 

A beggarly Account of empty Boxes; LEON 
Green earthen Pots, Bladders, and muſty Seeds, 
Remnants of Packthread, and old Cakes of Roles 
Were thinly ſcattered to make up a ſhew. 


Noting this Penury, to my ſelf 1 ſaid, + 


Andif a Man did need a Poiſon now, 

Whoſe ſale is preſent Death in Mantua, 

Here lives a Caitiff Wretch would ſell it him. 

O this ſame thought did but fore-run my need, 

And this ſame needy Man muſt fell it nme. 

As I remember, this ſhould: be the Houſe, 

Being holy-day, the Beggar's Shop is ſhut. 

What ho! Apothecary! ' © 

Enter Apothecary. 

Ap. Who calls fo loud? © © 5 
Rom. Come hither Man, I fee that thou art poor, 

Hold, there is forty Ducats, let me have 

A Dram of Poiſon, ſueh ſoon ſpeeding Geer, 


As will diſperſe it ſelf thro' all the Veins 


That the Life-weary taker may fall dead, © 
And that the Trunck may be difcharg'd of Breath, = 


r - 
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As violently, as haſty powder fir d 
a 


Doth hurry from the fatal Cannon's eee nile aca 
Ap. Such mortal Drugs I have, but Mantua's Lav 
Is Death to any he that utters them. F 
Rom. Art thou lo bare and full of Wretchednefs, - 
And fear'ſt to die? Famine is in thy Cheeks, 
Need and Oppreſſion ſtareth in thine Eyes, 
Contempt and Beggary-hayg on thy Back: | 
Xo World is not thy Friend, nor the World's Law; 
he World affords no Law to make thee rich, 
Then be not poor, but break it and take this. 
Ap. My poverty, but not my Will nn] 
Rom. I pay thy Poverty, and not thy Will. 
Ap. Put this in any Liquid, thing you will, 
And drink it off, and if you had the Strength 
Of twenty Men, it would diſpatch you ſtraight. | 
Ram. There is thy Gold, worſe Poiſon to Mens Souls, 
Doing more Murder in this loathſom World. | 
Than theſe poor Compounds that thou may ſt not fell : 
J ſell the Poiſon, thou haſt fold me none. 5 
Farewel, buy Food, and get thy ſelf in Fleſu. 
Come Cordial, and not Poiſon, go with me 
To Juliet s Grave, for there muſt I uſe thee. 


SCENE II. The Menafiry at _ 


Enter Friar John to Friar Lawrence, 
John. Holy Franciſcan Friar'! Brother! ba! | 
-Law, This ſame ſhould be the Voice of Friar Abe. 445 
Welcome from Mantua, what fays Rowe? / 
Or if his Mind be writ, give me his Letter. 
Jobn. Going to find a bare - foot Brother out, 
One of our Order, to aſſociate me, 


Here in this City viſiting the Sick, e 8 


And ſinding him, the Searchers of the Towns | 

Suſſ pecting that wWe both were in a Heuſe 

Where the infectious Peſtilence did rein, 

Seal'd up the Doors, and would not let us forth, 

So that my ſpeed to Mantua there was Raid. 
Law. Who bare my Letter then to Romeo? 


Jobn. I could not ſend it; here it is again, Ok 
| | 0 


[Exceut: 
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Nor get a Meſſenger to bring it thee, 
So fearful were they of Infection. 
Law. Unhappy Fortune! by my Brotherhood, 
The Letter was not nice, but full of Charge, 
Of dear Import, and the neglecting it | 
May do much Danger. Friar John, go hence, 
Get me an Iron Crow, and bring it ſtraight 
Unto my Cell 
John. Brother, I'll go and bring it thee. Exit. 
Law. Now mutt | to the Monument alone, 


Within this three Hours will fair Jaliet wake, 


She will beſhrew me much, that Romeo 

Hath had no notice of thele Accidents : 

But I will write again to Mantua, 

And keep her at my Ceil' till Romeo come, 

Poor living Coarſe, clos d in a dead Man's Tomb. [ Ex, 


SCENE. III. A Church-yard, in it, a noble Mow 
nument belonging to the Capulets. 


Enter Paris and his Page, with a Light. 
Par. Give me thy Torch, Boy; hence, and ſtand aloof: 
Vet put it out, for I would not be ſeen: 
Under yond* young Trees lay thee all along, 
Laying thy Earclote to the hollow ground; 
So ſhail no Foot upon the Church- yard tread, 
Being looſe, unfirm, with digging up of Graves, 
But thou ſhalt hear it: Whiſtle then to me. 
As Signal that thou hear'ſt ſomething approach. 
Give me thoſe Flowers. Do as I bid thee, go. 
Pag. I am almoſt afraid to ſtand alone 
Here in the Church-yard, yet I will adventure. [ Exit. 
Par. Sweet Flower, with Flowers thy bridalBed I ftrew : 
O Woe, thy Canopy is Duſt and Stones. 
Which with ſweet Water nightly I will dew, 
Or wanting that, with Tears diſtill'd by Mones; 
The Obſequies that I for thee will keep, 
Nightly ſhall be, to ſtrew thy Grave and weep, 
[ The Bey whiſtles, 


The Boy gives warning, ſomething doth approach. 


What curted Foot wanders this way to Night, 
2 | D 2 To 


4 
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To croſs my Obſequies, and true Lov's right? 


What with a Torch? MuMeme, Night, 3 while. 


Enter Romeo and Peter mith a Ligbt. 
Rom. Give me that Mattock, and the wrenching Iron. 
Hold, take this Letter, early in the Morning 
See thou deliver it to my Lord and Father. TRY 
Give me the Light; upon thy Life I charge thee, 7955 
Whate er thou hear'ſt or ſeeſt, ſtand all aloof, F 
And do not interrupt me in my Courſe, | 


Why deſcend into this Bed of Death, 


Is partly to behold my Lady's Face: 

But chiefly to take thence from her dead Finger, 

A precious ring, a ring that I muſt uſe 

In dear Employment, therefore hence be gone : 

But if thou, Jealous, doſt return to Pry _ 

In what I further ſhallintend to do. 172 

By Heaven I will tear thee Joint by Joint, 

And ſtrew this hungry Church-yard with thy Limbs; 
The Time and my [ntents are ſayage wild, | 
More fierce, and more inexorable far, 


Than empty Tygers, or the roaring Sea. 


Pet. I will be gene Sir, and not trouble you. 3 3 
Roms. So ſhalt thou ſne me Friendſhip: Take thou that, 


Live and be proſperous, and farewel good Fellow. 


Pet. For all this fame, I'll hide me here about, 


His Looks [| fear, and his Intents I doubt, [ Ext. 


Rom. Thou deteſtable Maw thou Womb of Death, 
Gorg'd with the deareſt Morſel of the Earth : 


Thus I enforce thy rotten Jaws to open. | 
[ Breaking open the M nument. 


| And in deſpipht, Ill cram thee with more Foods: 


Par. I his is that baniſht haughty Mountague , 
That murthered my Love's Couſin; with which Grief, 


It is ſuppoſed the fair Creature died, 


And here is come to do ſome villainous Shame 


To the dead Bodies: Iwill apprehend him. 


Stop thy unhollowed Toil, vile Mcuntagae : 
Can vengeance be purſu'd further than Death? 
Condemned Villain, I do apprehend thee 
Obey, and go with me, for thou muſt die. 
Rem. I muſt indeed, and therefore came I hither Tea 
85 g 5 
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Good gentle Vouth, tempt not a deſperate Man, 
Fly hence and leave me, think upon thoſe gone, 
Let them affright thee, I beſeech thee, Youth, 
Pull not another Sin upon my Head, 
By urging me to Fury, O be gone, ö 
By Heav'n [ love thee better than my ſelf; 
For I come hither arm'd againſt my ſelf: 
Stay not, be gone; Live, and hereafter ſay, 
A mad Man's Merey bid thee run away. 
Par. I do deſie thy Commiſeration, 
Ard apprehend thee for a Felton here. 
Rom. Wilt thou provoke me? Then have at thee, Pov, 
1 [| They fg+ht, Paris falls, 
Pag. O Lord they fight, T will go call the Watch. 
Par. O am flain; if thou be Merciful, 
Open the Tomb, lay me with Juliet. 
Rom. In Faith I'wil]: Let ms perufe this Face 
Mereutzo's K infman! Noble County Paris 
What ſaid my Man, when my betoſſed Soul 
Did not attend him as we rode ? | think p 
He told me Paris ſhould have married Juliet. 
Said he not fo? Or did I dream it ſo? 
Or am | mad, hearing him talk of Juliet; 
To think it was ſo? O give me thy Hand, 
One writ with me in four Misfortune's Book, 
I'll bury thee in a Triumphant Grave. 
A Grave? O no aLanthorn, flaughter d Youth: 
For here lyes Juliet, and her Beauty makes 
This Vault a Feaſting Preſence full of Light. 
Death, lye thou there, by a dead Man interr'd. 
How oft when Men are at the point of Death, 
Have they been merry 2 Which their Keepers call 
A Lightning before Death? Oh how may | 
Call this a Lightning > O my Love, my Wife, 
Death that hath ſuck d the Honey of thy Breath, 
Hath had no power yet upon thy Beauty : 
Thou art not conquer'd, Beauty's Enlign yet 
Is Crimſon in thy Lips and in thy Cheeks, 
And Death's pale Flag is not advanced there, 
Tybalt, ly'ſt thou there in thy blood y Sheet? 
O what more Fayour can 1 do to thee, 13 
* g 2; 7p 
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Than with that Hand that cut thy Youth in-twain, 
To ſunder his that was thy Enemy? =» 


Forgive me Couſin. | Ah dear Juliet, 
Why art thou yet lo fair? I will believe, 
Shall I believe, that unſubſtantial Death is Amorous 2? 
And that the lean abhorred Monſter. keeps | 
Thee here in Dark, to be his Paramour ? 
For fear of that, I ſtill will ſtay with thee, 
And never from this palace of dim Night 
Depart again: Come lie thou in my Arms, 
Here's to thy Health, where- e er thou tumbleſt in. 
A true Apothecary ! Chr 3 
Thy Drugs are quick. Thus with a Kiſs I die, 
Depart again; here, here will I remain, 
With Worms that are thy Chamber-maids; Oh here 
Will I ſet up my Everlaſting Reſt; AR 
And ſhake the Yoke of inauſpicious Stars ita 
From this World's wearied Fleſh. Eyes look your laſt, 
Arms take your laſt embrace; and Lips, O you 
The Doors of Breath, ſeal with a righteous Kiſs 
A dateleſs Bargain to engrofling Death: _ 
Come bitter Conduct, come unſayoury Guide, 
Thou deſperate Pilot, now at once run on 
The daſhing Rocks thy Sea-ſick weary Bark: 
Here Sto my Love. O true Apothecary ! 
Thy Drugs are quick. Thus with a Kiſs I die. 
Enter Friar Lawrence with Lanthorn, Crow, and Spade. 
Fri. St. Franc's be my Speed, how oft to Night 
Have my old Feet ſtumbled at Graves? Who's there ? 


Pet. Here's one, a Friend, and one that knows you well. 


Fri. Bliſs be upon you. Tell me, good my Friend, 
What Torch is yond, that yainly lends his Light 

To Grubs and eyeleſs Sculls? As i diſcern, . 
It burneth in the Capulets Monument. 
V 
And there's my Maſter, one that you Love. 
5 Fri, Who is it? . 

Pet. Romeo. | 2 

Fri · How long hath he been the re? 

Pet. Full half an Hour. _ 

Hi. Go with me to the Vault. 


Pet; 
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Pet. I dare rot, Sir. 
My Maſter knows not but I am gone henee, 
And fearfully did menace me with Death, 
If I did ſtay to look on his Intents. | 
Fri, Stay, then I'll go alone; fear comes upon me; 


O much I fear ſome il] unlucky thing. 


Pet. As I did fleep.under this young Tree here, 
I dreamt my Maſter and another fought, 
And that my Maſter flew him. | 

Fri, Romeo! 


Alack, alack, what Blood i is this which ſtains 


The ſtony Entrance of this Sepulchre ? . 

What mean theſe Maſterleſs and Goary Swords 
To lie diſcolour d by this place of Peace? 
Romeo] oh pale! Who elſe? What Paris too? 
And ſteep'd in Blood? Ah what an unkind Hour 


Is guilty of this lamentable Chance ? 


The Lady ſtirs. 
Jul. O comfortable Friar, where's my Lord? 
I do remember well where I ſhould be? 
And there I am! where is my Romeo? 
Fri. J hear, ſome noiſe, Lady, come from that Neſt 


| Of Death, Contagion, and unnatural Sleep; 


A greater Power chan we can contradict 

Hath thwarted our intents; come, come away, 
Thy Husband in thy. Boſom there lyes Dead, 
And Paris too. -Come, I'll diſpole of thee, 


Among a Siſterhood of Holy Nuns. 


Stay not to queſtion, for the Watch is coming, 


Come, go good Juliet, I dare no longer ſtay. [ Exit. 


wi Go, get thee hence, for I will not away. 
at's here? A Cup. clos'd in my true Love's Hand? 
Pollen [ ſee hath been his timeleſs End. # 
O Churl, drink all, and left no Friendly drop, 
To help me after? I will Kiſs thy Lips, 
Haply ſome Poilon yet doth hang on them, 
To make me die with a Reſtorative. 
Thy Lips are warm. 
Eater Bey and Matech. 
Watch, Lead Boy, which way? 
Jel. Yea, noiſe ? 


Then Tu be brief. O happy Daggar, 
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*Tis in thy Shꝰath, there ruſt and let me die. L Kalls hen ſelf. 
Bey. This is the place, A he 
There where the Torch doth burn. 
Watch The Ground. is bloody. 
Search about the Chureh- yard, 
Go ſome of you, who: e' er you find attach. | [| 
Pitiſul ſight! here lies the County ſlain, * 
And Juliet bleeding, warm, and newly dead, 
Who here hath lain theſe two Days buried. 
Go tell the Prince, run to the Capulets, 
Raiſe up the Mountaguss, fome others ſearch 
- We ſee the Ground whereon theſe Woes do lye; ' | 
But the true Ground of all theſe pitious Woes 
| We cannot without Circumſtance: deſcry. 
| Enter ſome of the Watch with Romeo's Man. 
| | 2 Watch, Here's. Romeo's Man, — 2 


We found him in the Church-yare. 

NB I Watch, Hold him in ſafety, till the Prince comes hither. 
178 \ Enter Eriar and a thirdWatchman. 

it 3 Watch. Here is a Friar that trembles, ſights and weeps: 
78 We took this Mattock and this Spade from him, | 


i 
| | As he. was coming from this Church-yard fide. 
[ IVatch, A great Suſpicion, ſtay the Friar too. 
| Enter the Prince and Attendants. 
| Prince. What miſadventure is ſo early u 
| That calls our, Perſon from our Morning's Reſt ? 
{1 Enter Capulet and Lady Capulet. a 
Cap. What ſhould it be that they ſo ſhriek abroadꝰ 
Fl Ta. Cap. O the People in the Street cry Romeo, 
1 | Same Juliet, and ſome Paris, and all rm 
| With open out-cry toward our Monument, 
Prince. What fear is this which ſtartles in your Ears? 
Watch, Sovereign, here lyes the County of Paris lain, 
And Romeo dead, and Juliet dead before, | 
Warm and new kilfd. e | 
Prince. Search, - _ : | 
Seek, and know how this foul Murther comes. 
f JS: Here is a F 8 and L Romes s Man, 
ith Inſtruments upon them, At to open : 
Theſe dead Mens Tombs 25 
Cap. O Heav'n! 0 | 
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Oo Wife, look how our Daughter bleeds! - - 
This Dagger hath miſta'en, for loe his houſe 


Is empty on the back of Muuntague, .. 
And is miſ-ſheathed in my Daughter's Boſom . 
La. Cap. O me, this fight of Death is as a Bell.. | - 
Thar warns my old Age to a Sepulcher. | 
„„ Eten Mountagnes: (i o0 n 
Pri, Come Mountague, for thou art. early up, 


| To ee thy Son and Heir now early down. 


Moun, Alas, my Liege, my Wife is dead to Night, 


Grief of my Son's Exile hath ſtop'd her Breath: 
What further Wo conſpires againſt my Age? 


Pri. Look, and thou ſhalt ſee. . 

Moun. O thou untaught, what Manners is in this, 
To preſs before thy Father to a Grave ? Why 

Pri, Seal up the mouth of Out-rage for a while, 
Till we canclear theſe Ambiguities, ! . 
And know their Spring, their Head, their true Deſcentz 
And then-will-I- be General of your Woes, _ 
And lead you even ta Death. Meantime: forbear, 
And let Miſchance be Slave to Patience. | 
Bring forth the Parties of Suſpicion. 

Fri. | am the greatsſt, able to do leaſt, _ 
Yet moſt ſuſpected, as the Time and Place 
Doth make againſt me, of this direful Murther: 
And here | ſtand both to Impeach and Purge 
My felf Condemned, and my ſelf Excus'd, 

Pri, Then ſay at once what thou doſt know in this? 

Fi. I will be brief, for my ſhort date of Breath 
Is not ſo long as is a tedious Lale. | 
Romeo, there dead, was Husband to that Juliet; 
Ard ſhe there dead, that Romeo's faithful Wife: 
I Married them; and their ſtoln Marriage Day 
Was Tybalt's Dooms-day, whoſe untimely Death 
Baniſh'd the new made Bridegroom from this City 
For whom, and not for Tybalt, Juliet pin d. 
You, to remove that Siege of Grief from her, 
Betroth'd, and would have Married her perforce 
To County Paris, Then comes ſhe to me, 
And, with wild Looks, bid me deviſe ſome means 
To. rid her from this {ſecond Mariiage, _ . 


Or in my Cell there would ſhe kill her ſelf. 

Then gave I her (ſo tutor'd by my Art) 

A fleeping Potion, which ſo took effet 

As I intended, for it wrought on her 7 

The form of Death. Mean time I write to Romeo, 

That he ſhould hither come, as this dire Night,” 

To help to take her from her borrowed Graye, - 

Being the time the Potior᷑ s force ſhould ceaſe, 

But he which bore my Letter, Friar Jchn, 

Was ſteid by Accident and yeſternight 

Return d my Letter back; then all alone, 

At the prefixed. Hour of her awaking. 

| || Came l to take her from her Kimdreds Vault, 

if Meaning to-keep her cloſely at my Cell, 

Till I conyeniently could ſend to Romeo. 

But when F came (fome Minute ere the time 

Of her awaking) here untimely lay  _ 

The Noble Paris, and true Romeo dead. 

#/' She wakes? and I intreat her to come forth, 

And bear this Work of Heav'n with Patience: 

But then a Noiſe did ſeare me from the Tomb, 

And ſhe, too deſperate, would not go with me, 

But, as it ſeems, did Violence on her ſelf. . 

All this I know, and to the Marriage her Nurſe is privy :. 

If ought in this miſcarried by my fault, 5 

Let my old Life be ſacrifie d, ſome Hour before the time, 

Unto the Rigour of ſevereſt aw. 1 
Pre. We ſtill have known thee for an Holy Man. 

Where's Renee Man? What can he ſay to this? | 

718 Peter. | brought, my Maſter News of Juliet s Death, 

ral And then in Poſt he came from Mantua | ae,” 

| To this ſame Place, to this fame Monument. 

#3 This Letter he early bid me give his Father, 

1 And threatned me with death, going in the Vault, 


r 


* 


r 


— —— —— — — 
m ˙ — 
— 
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If I departed not, and left him there. . 

j Pri. Give me the Letter, I will look on it. | 

Hl Where is the County's Page that rais'd the Watch ? 

Sirrah, what made your Maſter in this Place ? 

4 Page. He came with Flowers toſtrew his Lady's Grave, 

| | And bid meftand aloof, and fo I did: 
Anon comes one with Light to ope the Tomb. 


And 
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And by and by my Maſter drew on him, : 
And then I ran away to call the Watch. Þ _ . 

Pri. This Letter doth make good the Friar's words, 
Their Courſe of Love, the Tidings of her Death: 
And here he writes, that he did buy a Poiſon _ 
Of a poor Pothecary, and therewithal | 
Came to this Vault to die, and. lye with Juliet. 
Where be theſe Enemies? Capulet, Mountague, 
See what a Scourge is laid upon yaur Hate, | 
That Heay'n finds Means to kill your Joys with Love: 
And I, for winking at your Diſcords too.. 
Have loſt a brace of Kinſmen: All are punidh'd. 

Cap. O Brother Mountague, give me thy Hand, 
This is my Daughter's Jointure; for no more 

Moun. But I can give thee more, 
For [ will raife her Statue in pure Gold, 
That while Verona by that Name is known, 
There ſhall no Figure at that rate be ſet, 
As that of true and faithful ſulzef | 

Cap. As rich ſhall Rowzeo by his Lady ye, 

Poor Sacriſices of our Enmity. -. _. . 
Pri. A gloomy Peace this Morning with it brings, 

The Sun for Sorrow will not ſhew his Head; 
Go hence to have more talk of theſe {ad things; 
Some ſhall be pardon d, and ſome puniſhed. 
\ For never was a Story of a We, 
Than this of Juliet, and her Romeo. | Exeunt Omnes. 
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PR O- 


wo H . both alike in Dignity, 

(In fair Verona, where we lay our Scene) 
From ancient Grudge, break to Mutiny, 

Where Givil Blood makes Civil Hands unclean: 
Erom forth the fatal Loins of theſe two Foes, 

A pair of Star-croſs'd Lovers take their Tiſe; ; 
Whoſe miiſ-adventur' d pitioas. Goerthrows, | 

Do, with. their Death, bury their Parents Strife. 


The fearful Paſſage of their Death-mark d Tove, 


And tbe Continuance of their Parents Rage, 


Which but their Childrens End nought could removes. Wo 
is now the tuns Fours Traffick of our * n c 
' The which, if'y you. with patient Ears attend, : 
What miſs, our Toil mere to ; mend. iis 


PROLOGUE, 


. 
TR" 
9 1 
p 5 7 
e Ln. . * 


— — — 


A 


— 


"7 


4 mags. 9 *%% 


rr 


2 . LET'S ; 
- nr. ia =— #*, 7 2 
2 : 


Se: 
3 
* [ 
b, 2 * G eM + 
at Wir 
A | 


15% Ak 2 * 
wr * 1 159 » : 


* x — 
* ** 
7 dN R * 
. 7 *. » 
„ ˖ 


> - 
N * „ 3 
2 oy 
+ a With 
\ 5 tht 
© Pp 4. 3 
” 3 4% 4 
8 12 N 


** 


ann 
N 1 


„ L. 0 8 * 


* 4 . — 
f * ee 
5 4 4 #4. + "4. — 3 * 4 
1 * * 7 . n ; of 
, , Fu . # L * | 
1 * I E . . *. N ” 


14 * f 
W 4 * * by 
. 
; © ; 
? * 
8 1 
+ 
| 
q N 
* 
. 
* b 


. 1 
£ rt * 
. ; 72 n 
l el W r 4 
? r 1 
. - 
1 | 
> — 5 
. 
2 


1 
„ Is 


„* 


8 - bs * 2 "x64 F 
> | * 4 1 * % Ap 4 * ; 2 
$3 pad nn WV * ; = 2. 2 
- . a" . * 0 


Ou ee 5 e 1 64 
8 


„ 1 
* bk 


We Ic, 


* 


. 
8 7 6 #: ks 
Ty IS . 9 i 8; £ . 8 


4 
=> 


8 Py | * 
. * 77 * 4 75 
* ; e. [2 


2 4 IDF ED ©. 


TIT TE 


% ; out 
war” Grit 


OF BESWErST 5 


* * 


R * £24 
Peers"; 
eee 


.rar e 


$1? N 5 
i fo. 


„ 
i! 
U 


A 
— 


— 


r 


. 
* 


Mm 


— 


„ 4// 


— 


e 1 BY — 
7 
it 


*F, . Vi 7 ö ＋ | i 
LL VIM UG ſ 
# 14 0 : SEU 
4 5 » 8 o — 77 "Ke — — * 
* : : ; l „ 


— 


- 
B U — — 


o 
pl 4 
U 
o 


Ix 


— =" —— 
. . TEE 


LT 
„ 


— K -- 


— 


N 


4 4 


ROY _ , 
* N 
| ll Wo 


IK 


N 
e 


— 


„ 
HOG pas, 


— 
— 


— —— 


— 
_ 


RS eng 


< 


— x 


+0 
IP 


| N 779 „ i 
\ nk 
Wan 1 
l oe : 


| —_—_ 

l ; 3 1 
ö Mijn | 
| j 115 

> TY | . "hy 7 | 

oo Hy 00 


ne LT HIRY 


- — 


— 
— — 8 


— 


—— —— 


— 22 
— 
— — 2 
— — — 
— 
— 


\ 
= . 

—_— 
— 


—— I IR 


" gh” 
mn 


Wl. 


is. 


nn — 0 —ü—ẽ—— — . Ae ——— — MA — 2 * A ES rw KS. n . 


£ 


THE 


x : „ * % 
| r 
4 : 
E : | 
: * : 1 | 
A | | | 
2 
* 
, ir * 
0 * . * 8 % P 0 : - Z 
. * s - 4 © 7 / ; 
- ; — WF N i 4 a 
. ; 5 > = | | 
i 3 | 
— 
U | | 
i ; | 
89 7 1 . LY 5 1 2 * 
c - 
£ | 
N | | 
\ - ; | 
1 j h | 
' | 
N 8. ; : | | 
< | P o = 
: S „„ 0 : 
| 1 | q * wh 
: BT 
2 2 | | 
7 
| $4 : A 5 
, & | | 
* 1 
f | ; 
"44 
* : | 
+ 4} ; 8 
* = * ws # 1 * 1 ; | 
2 | a 2 * - Py 7 * 
Di: : : 4 * 4 * . L 4 4 : — £ Rn 
BY | f 
5 ; < 2 
iy i 5 | 
* (1 4 : 12 — 
5 7 i * 2 7 8 8 f : ; 
: 7 k 3 6 ps 8 ; 
| | 5 K 1 
4 4 1 | | 
302 5 ＋ 4 b , f : — 
PR. + — *» TY 4 | | | 
3" : — * 5 1 s i * : * 
| F : $4.4 { 
| 3 


* 


* 


— 
- 
* 
— 


. 


1 IS | 
| 9 ; : | | . = | : 
l * B S «4 - ; . | 55 4 
! 3 | | - * hs @ RY 7 * — — 

10 5 7 4 2 2 1 | 


_ — — 


— OS 


»*, 
1 4 
/ A 
4, [ 
4 
; 
nf 


LONDON: WAG 42 
Printed by R. WALKER, at Shakeſpear's Head in 
Thrn-agaiu-Lane, by the Ditch-ſide; and may be had 
at his Slrop, the Sign of Shakeſpear's-Head, in Changes 
Alley, Cornhill, Dh 


. 


Lord, before whom the Play is ſuppo d to be play'd 

Chriſtophec Sly, a he Pl 12 5 | FO 

Hoſteſs 

Page, Players, Huntſmen, aber Servant: attending on 1 
the Lord. 3 


| } The Perſons of. the Play itſelf, are 


Baptiſta, Father to Katharina and Biancha, very rich. 
Vincentio, an old Gentleman of Piſa: Fg 
Lucentio, Son to Vincentio, in Love wich Fachs. | 
Petruchio, 4 Gentleman of Verona, 4 Sultor 2 Ka- 
tharina. 3 
Jr, J Pretenders to Biancha $ 4 
Tranio, 
Biondello, 
Grumio, Servant te Petruchio. 8 
Pedant, aw old Felow ſer 209 perſenate, Vincentio, | 


erw, to Lucentio. 


Katharina, the Shrew. 
Biancha, her Siſter. 
Widow. 


Taylor, Haberdaſbers, with Servants 3 1g on r iſta | 
and Petruchio, bi 


GSD, 


SCENE in the latter End of the third, *' 
and beginning of the fourth Aft, in petru- Le 
chio's Houſe in the won i for the reft of 5 
the Play in Pane IP 
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Taming of the Shrew. 


3s — 


E 
3 | Enter Hoſteſs ani Sly. 
3 
L pheeze you, in faith. 
A Hoſt. A pair of ſtocks, you rogue: 
Sh. Lare a baggage ; the Shes are 
| no rogues. Look in the Chronicles, we 
came in with Richard the Conqueror; 
therefore Paucas Pallabris let the world 
5 "©: hide: Seſſa. oy 
Hoſt. You will not pay for the glaſſes you have 
. 
| . Sly. No, not a deniere: go, by St. Jeronimy, go to 
thy cold bed, and warm thee. 
Ss Hoſt. I know my remedy; I muſt go fetch the 


headborough. Exit. 
0 Sly. Third, or fourth, or fifth borough. Pil an- 
| ſwer him by law ; Pll not budge an inch, boy ; ler 
him come, and kindly. Falls aſleep. 


Wind horns. Enter a lord from hunting with a train. 


Lord. Huntſman, I charge thee tender well my 
o hounds, | 2 i; 
Brach Merriman, the poor cur is imboſt, 

And couple Clowder with the deep-mouth'd brach. 

| ; 2 Saw ſt 
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Saw'ſt thou not, boy, how ſilver made it good 
At the hedge-corner in the coldeſt faulr ? 1 
I would not loſe the dog for twenty pound. 71 
Hun. Why, Belman is as good as he, my lord; 
He cried upon it at the meereſt loſs, 
And twies to day pick'd out the dulleſt ſcent: 
Truſt me, I take him for the better dg. 
Lord. Thou art a fool, if Eccho were as fleet, 
IT would eſteem him worth a dozen ſuch. 
But ſup them well, and look unto them all, 
To-morrow I intend to hunt again. r 
Hun. Iwill, my lord. | 5 | | 
Lord. What's here? one dead, or drunk ? See, 
doth he breathe ? „„ b/c 
2 Hun. He breathes, my lord. Were he not warm'd 
with ale, Ton | B 
This were a bed but cold to ſleep ſo ſoundly. 3 
Lord. O monſtrous beaſt ! how like a ſwine he lies! 
Grim death, how foul and loathſome is thine image ! 
Sirs, I will praQtſe on this drunken man. 
What think you if he were convey'd to bed, | 
Wrapt in ſweet cloaths ? rings put upon his fingers; 
A moſt delicious banquet by his bed, | 
And brave attendants near him when he wakes, 
Would not the beggar than forget himſelf? _ 
1 Hun. Believe me, fir, I think he cannot chuſe. | 
2 Hun. It would ſeem ſtrange unto him when he 
wak'd. | W 
Lord. Even as a flatt ring dream, or worthleſs fan- 
Then take him up, and manage well the jeſt: (cy 
Carry him gently to my faireſt chamber, 4 
And hang it round with all my wanton pictures; 
Balm his foul head with warm diſtilled waters, 
And burn ſweet wood to make the lodging ſweet. 
Procure me muſick ready when he wakes, 
To make a dulcer and a heav'nly ſound ; 
And if he chance to ſpeak, be ready ſtraight, 
And with a low ſubmiſſive reverence, © . 
Say, what is it your honour will command: | 
Let one attend him with a filver baſon # 
Full of roſg-water ,and beſtrew'd with flowers. 
Fa e Another 


S 3 


her | 
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Another bear the ewer ; a third a diaper, 


And ſay, wilt pleaſe your lordſhip cool your hands? 
Some one be ready with a coſtly ſuir, 5 
And ask him what apparel he will wear; 
Another tell him of his hounds and horſe, 
And that his lady mourns ar his diſeaſe; 
Perſuade him that he hath been lunatick, | 
And when he ſays he's poor, ſay that he dreams, 
For he is nothing but a mighty lord: 
This do, and do it kindly, gentle firs : 
It will be paſtime paſſing excellent, 
If it be husbanded with modeſty. . | 

1 Hun. My lord, T warrant you we'll play our 
As he ſhall think by our true diligence, (part. 


He is no lefs than what we ſay he is. 


Lord. Take up gently, and to bed with him; 
And each one to his office when he wakes. 

; | [Sound trumpets. 
Sirrah, go ſee what trumpet 'tis that ſounds. _ 
Belike ſome noble gentleman that means, 
Travelling ſome journey, to repoſe him here. 

CODES, ONQGQ PmVUn_ 0H 
How (ew 7 who ix fe HT SE 
Ser. An't pleaſe your honour, players 
That offer ſervice to your lordſhip. 
Tord. Bid them come near: 
| | | Enter Players. 
Now fellows you are welcome. 
Play. We thank your honour. _ 
Tord. Do you intend to ſtay with me to night? 

2 Play. So pleaſe your lordſhip to accept our duty. 

Lord. With all my heart. This fellow I remem- 
Since once he play'd a farmer's eldeſt ſon; (ber, 
. Twas where you woo'd the gent le woman ſo well: 
J have forgot your name; but ſure that part 
Was aptly fitted, and naturally perform'd. 

Sim. I think 'twas Soros that your honour means. 
Tord. Tis very true, thou didſt it excellent; 
Well, you are come to me in happy time, 

The rather for I have ſome ſport in hand, 


'Wherein your cunning can aſſiſt me much. 


A3 There 
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There is a lord will hear you play to Night; 
But I am doubtful of your modeſties, | 
Leſt over eying of his odd behaviour, 
* (For yet his honour never heard a play) 
You break into ſome merry paſſhon, 
And ſo offend him: For I tell you, firs, 
If you ſhould ſmile, he grows impatient. | 
Play. Fear not, my lord, we can contain ourſelyes, 
Were he the verieſt antick in the world. 
Lerd. Go, firrah, take them to the buttery, 
Let them want nothing that the houſe affords. 
[Exit one with the P.ayers, 
Sirrah, go you to Bartholomew my page, 
And ſee him dreſt in all ſuits like a lady: ud 
That done, conduct him to the drunkard's chamber, 
And call him madam, do him obeiſance. 
Tell him from me, as he will win my love, 
Ile bear himſelf with honourable action, 
Such as he hath obſerv'd in noble ladies 
Unto their Lords, by. them accompliſhed ; 
Such duty tv the drunkard, let him do, 
With ſofr low tongue, and lowly courteſy ; 
And fay ; what is't your honour will command, 
Wherein your lady, and your humble wife, 
May ſhew her duty, and make known her love? 
And then with kind embracemears, tempting kiſſes, 
And with declining head into his boſom, 
Bid him ſhed tears, as being overjoy'd 
To lee her noble lord reſtor'd to health, .. Mñ 
Who for theſe feven Years hath eſteem'd himſelf 
No better than a poor and loathſome beggar ; . 
And if the boy have not a woman's gift 
To rain a ſhower of commanded tears, 
An onion will do well for ſuch a ſhift, 
Which in a napkin being cloſe convey'd, 
Shall in deipight enforce a watry eye. | 
See this diſpatch'd with all the haſte thou canſt, 
Anon [I'll give thee more inſtruftions. [Exit Serv. [ 
I know the boy will uſurp the grace, 1 
Voice, gait, and action of a gentlewoman. 
I long to hear him call the drunkard, mend, » 


of ſack? 
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And how my men will ſtay themſelves from laugh- 


When they do homage to this ſingle peaſant; (ter, 
I'll in to counſel them: haply my preſence 
May well abate the over-merry ſpleen, | 
Which otherwiſe would grow into extreams. _ 
Euter Siy with attendants, ſome with apparel, baſon and 
| ewer, and other. appurtenances. 
Sly. For God's ſake a Pot of ſmall ale. 
x Serv. WilPt pleaſe your lordſhip drink a cup 
2 Serv. Willt pleaſe your honour taſte of theſe 
conſerves? | 11 | 
, 3 Serv, What raiment will your honour wear to 
day? oY | | 
| 80. 1 am Chri ſtcpher? Sly, call not me honour, nor 
lordibip : I ne'er drank ſack in my life? and if you 
give me any conſerves, give me conſerves of beef: 
ne'er ask me what raiment I'll wear, for I have no 
-more doublets than backs, no more ſtockings than 
legs, nor no more ſhoes than feet; nay, ſometimes 


more feet than ſhoes, or ſuch ſhoes as my toes look 


through the over-leather. _ - 


Lord. Heav'n ceaſe this idle humour in your ho- 


Oh that a mighty man of ſuch deſcent, (nour, 


Of ſuch poſleflions, and ſo high eſteem, 
Should be infuſed with ſo foul a ſpirit. 

Sly. What, would you make me mad? am not J 
Chriſtophero Sly, old Sly's ſon of Burton-Heath, by birth 
a pedlar, by education a card-maker, by tranimu- 
tation a bear-herd, and now by preſent profeſſion a 
tinker ? ask Marrian Hacker, the fat ale-wife of Mincot, 
if ſhe know me not; if ſhe fay I am not fourteen. 
pence on the ſcore for ſheer ale, ſcore me up for the 
lying'ſt knave in chriſtendom. What I am not be- 
ſtraught: here's------- _ 

1 Man. Oh! this it is that makes your lady mourn. 

2 Man, Oh this it is that makes your ſervants droop. 

Aord. Hence comes it that your kindred ſhun your 
As beaten hence by your ſtrange lunacy. (houſe, 
Oh, noble lord, bethink thee of thy birth, 

Call home thy ancient thoughts from baniſhment, 
Ke | | A 4 And 


* 
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And baniſh hence theſe abje& lowly dreams: 
Look how thy ſervants do attend on thee, 
Each in his office ready at thy beck. . 
Wilt thou have muſick? hark, Apollo plays, [Muſick.. 
And twenty caged nightingales do ſing. 2 
Or wilt thou ſteep? we'll have thee to a couch, 
Softer and ſweeter than the luſtful bed 
On purpoſe trimm'd up for Semiramis. & Is 
Fay thou wilt walk, we will beſtrow the ground: 
Oc wilt thou ride? thy horſes ſhall be trapp'd, 
Their harneſs ſtudded all with gold and pearl. 
Doſt thou love hawking ? thou haſt hawks will ſoar. 
Above the morning lark. Or wilt thou hunt, 
Thy hounds ſhall make the Welkin anſwer them, 
And fetch ſhrill ecchoes from the hollow the earth. 

1 Man. Say thou wilt courſe, thy greyhounds are as 
As breathed flags ; ay, fleeter than the roe. (ſwift 
2 Man. Doſt thou love pictures? we will fetch 

*  MAaonis, painted by a running brook, (thee ſtraight 
And Cirherea all in ſedges hid, 5 
Which feem to move, and wanton with her breath, 
Even as the waving fedges play with wind. 1 

Lor i. We'll ſhew thee, 7, as ſhe was a maid, 

And how ſhe was beguiled and ſurpris'd, 

As lively painted as the deed was done. 

z Man. Or Dapbne roaming thro' a thorny wond, 
Scratching her legs, that one ſhall ſwear ſhe bleeds; 
And at the fight ſhall ſad Apo wee: 

So workmanly the blood and tears are drawn. 

Lord. Thou art a lord, and nothing but a lord: | 

Thou haſta lady far more beautiful, 

Than any woman in this waining age. 
1 Mn. And *rill the tears that ſhe hath ſhed for 
Like envious floods, o'er-run her lovely face, (thee, 
She was the faireſt creature in the world, q 
And yet ſhe is inferior to none. | 
S.. Am a lord, and have I ſuch a lady? 

Or do I dream? or have I dream'd 'till now 

I do not ſkep ;-I ſee, I hear, I ſpeak; | 
I ſmell ſweet favours, and I feel ſoft things: 
Upon my life I ama lord indeed, "ls 


0 
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And not a tinker, nor Chriſtophero Sly. 
Well, bring our lady hither to our ſight, 
And once again a pot o'th' ſmalleſt ale. 5 
2 Man. Will't pleaſe your mightineſs to waſh your 
Oh how we joy to ſee your wits reſtor'd, (hands; 
Oh that once more you knew but whar you are ? 
Theſe fifteen years you have been in a dream, 
Or when you wak'd, you wak d as if you ſlept. 
Sh. Theſe fifreen years! by my fay, a goodly 
Bur did I never ſpeak of all that time?  (napy 
1 Man. Oh yes, my lord, but very idle words. 


* For tho' you lay here in this goodly chamber, 


Yet would you ſay, ye were beaten out of door, 
And rail'd upon the hofteſs of the houſe, * 


And fay you would preſent her at the leet, 


Becauſe ſhe bought ſtone jugs, and no ſeal'd quarts: 
Sometime you would call out for Cicely Hacker. 
Sly: Ay, the woman's maid of the houſe, 
3 Han. Why, fir, you know no houſe, nor no ſuck 


Nor no ſuch men as you have reckon'd up, (maid, 


As Stephen Sly, and old John Naps of Greece, 
And Peter Turph, and Henry Pimpernell, 


And twenty more ſuch names and men as theſe, 


Which never were, nor no man ever ſaw. 
Sly. Now lord be thanked for my good amends. 
All. Amen. VVV | 

MM Enter lady with nttendants. 


Sh, I thank thee, thou ſhalt not loſe by it. 


Lady. How fares my noble lord ? 


© Sly. Marry, I fare well, for here is cheer enough. 
Where is my wife ? LE, 


Lady. Here, noble lord, what is thy will with her ? 
Sly. Are you my wife, and will not call me huſ- 
1 band ? a | T 
My men ſhould call me lord, F am your good man. 
Lady. My husband and my lord, my lord and huſ- 
I am your wife in all obedience. (band, 
Sly. I know it well, what muſt I call her? © 
Lord. Madam. | 
Sly, Alce madam, or Joan madam! 
Lord, Madam, and nothing 2 ſo lords call _ 
o CT „„ 
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Sly. Madam wife, they fay that I have dre am'd 
And ſlept above ſome fifteen years and more. 
Lady. Ay, and the time ſeems thirty unto me, 
Being all this time abandon'd from your bed. 

Sly. Tis much. Servants leave me, and her alone: 
Madam, undreſs you, and come now to bed. 
Lady. Thrice, noble lord, let me entreat of you, 
Fo pardon me yet for a night or two: 

Or if not ſe, until the ſun be ſet; 
For your phyficians have expreſly charg'd, 
In peril to incur your former malady, 
That I ſhould yet abſent me from your bed ; 
J hope this reaſon ſtands for my excuſe. 

Shy. Ay, it ſtands ſo, that I may hardly tarry ſo long; 
But I would be loath to fall into my dreFm again: 
T will therefore tarry in deſpight of the fleſh and 
the blood. | 

Enter a meſſenger. 

Meß. Your honour's players, hearing your amend- 
Are come to play a pleaſant comedy; (ment, 
For ſo your doQtors hold it very meet, 
Seeing ſo much ſadneſs hath congeal'd your blood, 
And melancholly is the nurſe of phrenzy, 
Therefore they thought it good you hear a play, 
And frame your mind to mirth-and merriment, 
Which bars a thouſand harms, and lengthens life. 

Sly, Marry, IJ will, let them play, is it not a co- 
. monty, a Chriſtmas gambol, or a-tumbling trick ? 

Lady. No, my good lord, it is more pleaſing ſtuff. 

Sly, What, houſhold-ſtuff? ” 

Lady. It is a kind of hiſtory. 

ell, we'll ſee t: 

Come, madam wife, ſit by my ſide, 

And let the world ſlip, we ſhall ne'er be younger. 
Flouriſh. Enter Lucentio and Tranio. 

Tuc. Tranio, ſince for the great deſire I had 

To ſee fair Padua, nurſery of arts, 
I am arriv'd for fruitful Lombaray, 

The pleaſant garden of great 7:aly. | 
And by my father's love and leave am arm'd 

With tis good will, and thy good company. 1 

F 9 | oft” 
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Moſt truſty ſervant well approv'd in all, 
Here let us breath, and haply inſtitute 

A courſe of learning, and ingenious ſtudies. 
Piſa, renowned for grave citizens, 

Gave me my being, and my father firſt 

A merchant of great traffick thro' the world: 
Pincentio's come of the Bentivolit, | 


Vincentio's ſon, brought up in Florence, 


It ſhall become to ſerve all hopes conceiv'd 
To deck his fortune with his virtuous deeds 2 
And therefore, Tranio, for the time I ſtudy, 
Virtue and that part of philoſophy _ 
Will I apply to, that treats of dank, 
By virtue ſpecially to be atchiey'd. 
Tell me thy mind, for I have Piſa left, 
And am to Padua come, as he that leaves 
A ſhallow plaſh to plung him in the deep, 
And with ſatiety ſeeks to quench his thirſt. - 
Tra. Me Pardonato, gentle maſter mine, 
Jam in all affected as yourſelf; 


Glad, that you thus continue your reſolye, 


To ſuck the ſweets of ſweet philoſophy : 
Only, good maſter, while we do admire 
This virtue, and this moral diſcipline, 


Let's be no ſtoicks, nor'no ſtocks, I pray; 


Or ſo devote to Ariſtotle's checks, 
As Ovid be an outcaſt quite abjur'd. 


Talk logick with acquaintance that you have, 


And practice rhetorick in your common talk; 
Muſick and poeſy uſe to quicken you, 
The mathematicks, and the metaphyſicks, 


Fall to them as you find your nene, ſerves 


„ | | 
No profit-grows, where is no pleaſure ta'en: 
In brief, fir, ſtudy what you moſt affect. 

Luc. Gramercies, 7/4nio, well doſt thou adviſe 3 


Tf, Biondello, thou wert come aſhore, 


We could at once put us in readineſs, 
And take a lodging fit to entertain 

Such friends, as time in Padua ſhall beget: 
But ſtay a while, what company 1s this ? 1 
1885 525 i, 


Fra. Maſter, ſome ſhew to welcome us to town. 

Enter Baptiſta with Katharina end Bianca, Gremio, 

ann Hortenſio, Lucentio and Tranio ſtand by, 

Bap. Gentlemen, importune me not farther, 

For how I firmly am reſolv'd you known: 
That is, not to beſtow my youngeſt daughter, 
Before ET have a husband for the elders 

If either of you both love Katharina, 

Becauſe I know you well, and love you well, 

Leave ſhall you have to court her at your pleafure. 
Gre. To cart her rather. She's too 9 1 for me, 

There, there, Hbytenfio, will you any wife? 
Kath. I pray you, far, is it your will 

To make a ſtale of me amongſt thoſe mates ? 

Hor. Mates, maid, how mean you that? 
No mates, for you; EP 3.07 
Unleſs you were of gentler milder mould. 

Kath, F faith, fir, you ſhall never need to fear, 
F wis it is not half way to her heart: RENT 
But if it were, doubt not, her care ſhall be 

To comb your noddle with a three-legg'd ſtool, 
And paint your face, and uſe you like a fool. 
Her. From all ſuch devils, good lord deliver us, 
Gre. And me too, goed lorfx e. 
Tra. Huſh, maſter, here's ſome good paſtime 
comwnrd, . - . . 
That wench is ſtark mad, or wonderful froward. 
Tac. But in the other's ſilence I do ſee, : 
Maid's mild behaviour and ſobriety. 

Peace, Tranio 1 „„ 
Tra. Well ſaid, maſter, mum, and gaze your fill. 
Bap. Gentlemen, that I may ſoon make good 

What Thave ſaid, Blanca get you in 

And let it not diſpleaſe thee, good Blanca, 

For I will love thee ne'er the leſs my girl. 

' Kath. A pretty Peat, it is beſt put finger in the eye. 

And ſhe knew why. 15 
Bian. Siſter, content you in my diſcontent. 

Sir, to ore pleaſure humbly I ſubſcribe : 

My books and inſtruments ſhall be my company, 

On them to Took, and practife by my fel, 


Luc. 


- 
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Luc. Heark, Tranio. thou maiſt hear Minerva ſpeak. 
Hoy. Signior Baptiſte, will you be ſo ſtrange ? 
Sorry am I that our good will effects 


Biancas grief, 


Gre. Why will you mew her up, 

Signior Bapeiſta, for this fiend of hell, 

And make her bear the penance of her tongue? 
Bap. Gentlemen, content ye, I am reſoly'd ; . 


Go in, Bianca. | | 
And for I know ſhe taketh moſt delight 


In muſick, inſtruments, and poetry, 


School-maſters will I keep within my houſe, 
Fit toinſtru@& her youth. If you, Hortenſia, 


Or ſignior Gremio, you know any ſuch, 


Prefer them hither, for to cunning men 
Iwill be very kind and liberal, | 


To mine own children: in good bringing up, 


And ſo farewel. Katharina, you may ſtay, 

For I have more to commune with Bianca, [Ex. 
Kath. Why, I truſt I may go too, may I not? 

What ſhall I be 1 hours, as tho?, : 

Belike, I knew what to take, 

And what to leave? ha! 5 


rs 


Gre. You may go to the devil's dam: your gifts 


are ſo Ho here is none-will hold you. Our love 
is not ſo great, Hortenſio, but we may blow our nails 
together and faſt it fairly out. Our cake's dough on 
both ſides. Fare wel; for the love I bear my ſweet 
Bianca, if I can by any means light on a fit man to 
teach her that wherein ſhe delights, I will wiſh him 
to her father. 157 | 

Hor. So will I, ſignior Gremio: but a word, I pray; 


tho' the nature of our quarrel yet never brook'd 


parle, know now upon advice, it toucheth us both, 
that we may yet again have acceſs to our fair miſtreſs, 


and be happy rivals in Bi4nca's love, to labour and 


effect one thing ſpecially. 


Gre, What's that, I pray ? | 
Hor. Marry ſir, to get a husband for her ſiſter. - 
Gre. A husband! a devil. | 
Hor, I ſay a husband. | 
” Gre, 
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If love hath touch'd you, nought remains but ſo, 
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- "Gre. I ſay a devil. Think'ſt thou, Hortenſio, tho 
her father be very rich, any man is ſo very a fool. 
to be married to hell? 5 | 5 

Hor. Tuſh, Gremio; tho' it paſs your patience and 
mine to endure her lewd alarms, why, man, there be 
good fellows in the world, and a man could light on 
them, would take her with all her faults, and 
money enough... __ 3 

Gre. I cannot tell; but J had as lief take her dow- 
ry with this condition, to be whip'd at the high- 
croſs every morning. 

Hor. Faith, as you ſay, there's ſmall choice in 
rotten apples: come, ſince this bar in law makes 
us friends, it ſhall be ſo forth friendly maintain'd, 

till by helping Bapriſta's eldeſt daughter to a huſ- 
band, we ſet his youngeſt free for a husband, and 
then have to't afreſh. Sweet Bianca, happy man be 
nis dole ; he that runs faſteſt gets the ring; how . 
ſay you, ſignior Gremio ? 75 
Gre. I am agreed, and would I had given him 
the beſt horſe in Padua to begin the wooing that 
would throughly woo her, wed her, and bed her, 
and rid the houſe of her. Come on. 
[ Zxeunt Gre. and Hor. Manet Tra. and Lucen. 
Ta. I pray, fir, tell me, is it poſſible - 
That love ſhould: on a ſudden take ſuch hold? 
Luc. Oh Tranio, till I found it to be true, 
I never thought it poſſible or likely. 
But ſee, while idly I ſtood looking on, 
I found the effect of love in idleneſs, 
And now in plainneſs to confeſs to thee, 
That art to me as ſecret and as dear 
As Auna to the queen of Carthage was. 
Tyanio, I burn, I pine, I periſh, Tranio, 
If I atchieve not this young modeſt girl - 
Counſel me, Tranio, for I know thou canſt ; 
Aſſiſt me, Tranio, for I know thou wilt. 

Tra. Maſter, it is no time to chide you now; 
Affection is not rated from the heart. 
Reai me te captum quam queas minim 8 

2 Buc. 
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Luc. Gramercy, lad, go forward, this contents, 
The reſt will comfort, for thy counſel's found. 
Tra. Maſter, you look'd ſo longly on the maid, 
Perhaps you mark'd not what's the pith of all. 
Luc. O yes, I ſaw ſweet beauty in her face, 
Such as the daughter of Agzenor hadj, 
That made great Jove to humble him to her hand, 
When with his knees he kiſs'd the Cretan ſtrand. 
Tra. Saw you no more? mark'd you not how her 
Began to ſcold, and raiſe up ſuch a ſtorm, (ſiſter 
That mortal ears might hardly endure the din? 
Luc. Tranio, I ſaw her coral lips to move, 
And with her breath ſhe did perfume the air; 
Sacred and ſweet was all I ſaw in her. | 
Tra. Nay, than tis time to ſtir him from his trance: 
I pray awake, fir; if you love the maid, | 
Bend thoughts and wit to atchieve her. Thus it 
Her eldeſt ſiſter is ſo curſt and ſhrewd, (ſtands: 
That *till the father rids his hands of her, 
Maſter, your love muſt live a maid at home, 
And therefore has ſhe cloſely mew'ſt her up, 
Becauſe ſhe ſhall not be annoy'd with ſuitors. 
Luc. Ah, Tranio, what a cruel father's he ! 
But art thou not advis'd, he took ſome care 
To get her cunning ſchool-maſters to inſtruQ her? 
Tra. Ay marry, am I, fir, and now tis plotted. 
Luc, J have it, Tranio. h | 
Tra, -Maſter, for my hand. 
Both our inventions meet and jump in one. 
Luc. Tell me thine firſt. _ 
Tra. You will be ſchool-maſter, | 
And undertake the teaching of the maid : 
That's your device. | 
Lic, It is: may it be done? 
Tra. Not poſſible: for who ſhall bear your part, 
And be in Padua here Viucentio's fon, | 
Keep houſe, and ply his book, welcome his friends, 
Viſit his countrymen, and banquet them? _ 
Luc. Baſſa, content thee, for I have it full. 
We have not yet been ſeen in any houſe. 
Nor can we be diſtinguiſh'd by our faces, i 
| : or 
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For manor maſter : then it follows thus. 
Thou ſhalt be maſter, Tranio, in my ſtedd 
Keep houſe, and port, and ſervants, as I ſhould. 
Iwill ſome other be, ſome Florentine, * 1 
Some Neapolitan, or meaner man of Piſs. | 
Tis hatch'd, and ſhall be ſo: Tranio, at once 
Uncaſe thee : take my colour'd hat and cloak, 
When Biondello comes, he waits on the, 
But I will charm him firſt to keep his Tongue. 
Na. So had you need. | 
In brief, fir, ſith it your pleaſure is, | 
And I am tied to be obedient, 
For ſo your father charg'd me at our parting 3 
Be ſerviceable to my ſon, quoth he, 
Altho', I think, twas in another ſenſe, 
Tam content to be Luceutio, FP 
Be cauſe ſo well I love Lucentio. | 
Tuc. Tranio, be ſo, becauſe Lucentio loves: 
And let me be a ſlave t'atchieve that maid, . 
Whoſe ſudden ſight hath thra ld my wounded eye. 
. | Enter Biondello. . 
Here comes the rogue. Sirrah, where have you been? 
Bion. Where have T been ? nay, how now, where are 
you? maſter, has my fellow Tyanis ſtoll'n your cloaths, 
or you ſtoll'n his, or both? pray what's the news ?. 
Tuc. Sirrah, come hither, tis no time to jeſt, 
| And therefore frame your manners to the time. 
F Your fellow T-anio here, to ſave my life, 8 
Puts my apparel and my count'nance on, 
5 And I for my eſcape have put on his: 
For in a quarrel, ſince I came aſhore, 
I kil'd a, man, and fear I am deſcry'd: 
Wait you on him, I charge you, as becomes; 
While I make way from hence to ſaye my Life. 
You underſtand me? „ 
Bion. Ay, fir, ne er a whit. 8 
Tuc. And not a jot of Trauio in your mouth, 
Tranio is chain'd into Lucent io. : 
| Biem. The better for him, would I were ſo too. 


Tra. So would I, faith boy, to have the next wiſh af- 
ter, that Lucent is indeed had Bapriſta's youngelt 
e 


* 1 
% — 


The 7. aming of th the Shrew. 17 


But ſirrah, not for my ſake, but your maſter's, I 
adviſe you uſe your manners diſcreetly in all kind 
of Companies: when I am alone, why then I am 
Tranio ; but in all places elſe, your "maſter Tucentio. 
Luc. Tranio, let” od 
One thing more reſts, that thy: ſelf execute, 

To make one mong theſe wooers; if thou ask me why, 
Sufficeth my reaſons are both good and weighty. [Exe. 
| The Preſenters above ſpeak. 

1 Man. My lord, you nod, you do not mind the- play. 

. Sly. Yes, by ſaint Aune, do I; a good matter furely, 
= o_ s there any more of it; 
g Fm My lord, tis but begun, | | 
A . 'Tis a very excellent piece of work, madam 
5 1649; would *rwere done. _ [yſfe and mark. 
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ACT H. SCENE I. 


Enter Petruchio, and Grumio. 


Fa by 


PE 7 RUCHIO. 
Erona, for a while I take my leave, 
To ſee my friends in Padua; but of all 

| My beſt beloved and approved friend, | 
| Mertenſro-; and I trow this is the houſe. N 
Here ſirrah, Grumio, knock I ſay, 

Gru. Knock, fir > whom ſhould I knock: ? is chers 
any man has rebus'd your worſhip ? f 7 

Per. Villain, I ſay, knock me here ſoundly. 

Gru. Knock you here, fir ? why, fir, what am I, ar, 
That I ſhould knock you here fir ? 

Petr. Villain, 1 ſay, knock me at this gate, 
And rap me well, 9 "Il knock your knave's pate. 

Gre. My maſter is grown qQUArTeliomne : x 
I ſhould knock you firſt, 
And then Fknow after, who comes by the worſt. 

Per. Will it not be? 
Faith, firrah, and you'll not knock, Pl! ring it, "ph 
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| ru try how you can Sol, Fa, and ſing it. 


FEY my 5 [Ie wrings him by the Ears. 
Gru. Help, miſtreſs, help, my maſter is mad. 
Pet. Now knock when I bid you: ſirrah, villain, 

Enter. Hortenſio. 5 
- Her. How now, what's the matter? my old friend 


' Grumio, and my good friend Perrzchio! how do you 


. oftra caſa ben venuto multo honorato gui or 1 


3 


Haply to wive and t 


all at Verena. . | ” 
Pet. Signior Hortenſio, come you to part the fray ? 


Con tutti lo core bene trovato, may I fay. 


mio Petruchio. r 
Riſe, Grumio, we will compound this quarrel. 
Su. Nay, tis no matter, what he leges in Latin. 


If this be not a lawful cauſe for me to leave his ſer- 
vice, look you, ſir: he bid me knock him, and rap 


him ſoundly, fir. Well, was it fit for a fervant to uſe 


his Maſter ſo, being perhaps, for ought I ſee, Two | 


and thirty, a Pip out? 
Whom would to God I had well knock'd at firſt, 
Then had not Gramio come by the worſt. 
Pet. A ſenſeleſs villain. Good Horten ſio, 
I bid the raſcal xnock upon your gate, 
And could not get him for my heart to do it. 
Gru. Knock at the gate? G heav'ns! ſpake you 


not theſe words plain? firrah, knock me here, rap 
me here, knock me well, and knock me ſoundly ; 


and come you now with knocking at the gate, 
Pet. Sirrah, be gone, or talk not, I adviſe you. 
Hor. Petruchio, patience, I am Grumio's pledge: 
Why this is a heavy chance 'twixt him and you, 
Your. ancient truſty pleaſant ſeryant Grumio; 
And tell me now, ſweet friend, what happy gale 
Blows you to Padua here, from old Verena 
Pet. Such wind as ſcatters young men through the 


To ſeek their fortunes farther than at home, (world, 


Where ſmall experience grows but in a few. 
Signior Hort enſio, thus it ſtands with me, 
Antonio my father is deceaſed, |. _ 
And I muſt thruſt my ſelf into this maze, 
Ee, at beſt I may: 
Crowns 
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Cr owns in my purſe T have, and goods at home, 
And ſo am come abroad to ſee the world. 

Hor. Petruchio, ſhall I then come roundly to thee, 
And wiſh thee to a ſhrewed ill-favour'd wife ? 
Thou'dſt thank me but a little for my counſel, 
And yet I'll promiſe thee ſhe ſhall be rich, 

And very rich: but thou'rt too much my friend, 
And I'll not wiſh thee to her. 6 40 

Pet. Signior Hortenſio, twixt ſuch friends as us 
Few words ſuffice; and therefore, if you know 
One rich enough to be Perruchio's wife; | 
As wealth is burthen of my wooing dance; 

Be ſhe as foul as was Florentias love, 
As old as Sybil, and as curit and ſhrewd 
As Socrates Zantippe, or a worſe, ; 
She moves me not, or not removes, at leaſt, 
Affections edge in time. Where ſhe as rough 
As are the ſwelling Aariatick ſeas, | 
I come to wive it wealthily in Padua: 
If wealthily, then happily in Padua. 1 en 26H 
Gru. Nay, look you, fir, he tells you flatly what 
his mind is: why give him gold enough, and marry 
him to a puppet, or an aglet baby, or an old: trot 
with ne'er a tooth in her head, tho ſhe. have as ma» 
ny diſeaſes as two and fifty horſes; why nothing 
JU comes amiſs, ſo many comes wit hall. 
ap Hor. Petruchio, fince we are ſtept thus far in, 
7 T will continue that I broach'd in jeſt, 
I can, Petruchio, help thee to a wife 
With wealth enough, and young and beauteous, 
Brought up as beſt becomes a gentlewoman. 
Her only fault, and that is fault enough, 
Is, that ſhe is intolerable curs'd, | 
And ſhrewd, and froward, ſo beyond all meaſure, 
That were my ſtate far worſer than iris, . | 
I would not wed her for a mine of gold. 
Pet. Hortenſio, peace; thou know'ſt not gold's effect; 
Tell me her father's name, and *tis enough: 
For I will board her, tho' ſhe chide as loud 
As thunder, when the clouds in autumn crack. 


thr. 
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' Her: Her father is Baptiſta Minols, 
An affable and courteous Gentleman, | 
Her name is Katherina Mi —A k 6d 


Renowned in Padua for her ſcolding tongue. 
Per. I know her father, tho' I know not her, 


And he knew my deaceaſed father well : 


I will not ſleep, Hertenſio, till I ſee her, 
And therefore let me be thus bold with you, 
To give you over at this firſt encounter, 


VUnleſs ”_ will accompany me thither. 


Gru. I pray you, fir, let him go while the humour 
laſts. O' my word and ſhe knew him as well as I do, 
ſhe would think ſcolding would do little good upon 
him. She may perhaps call him half a ſcore knaves, 
or ſo: why that's nothing ; and he begin once, he'll 
rail in his rope tricks. Il tell you what, fir, and ſhe 
ſtand him but a little, he will throw a figure in her 
face, and ſo disfigure her with it, that ſhe ſhall have 
no more eyes to ſee withal than a cat: you know 
him not, ſir. 0 
2 Her. Tarry, Petruchio, T muſt go with thee, 
For in 9 houſe my treaſure is 
He hath the jewel of my life in hold, 


His youngeſt daughter, beautiful Blanco, 


And her with- holds he from me. Other more 
Suitors to her, and rivals in my love: 
Suppoſing it a thing impoſſible, .  _ 
For thoſe defects I have before rehears d. 
That ever Katharina will be woo'd ; 

Therefore this order hath Baptiſta ta'en, 
That none ſhall have acceſs unto Bianca, 


Till Kerharina the curs'd have got a husband. 


Gru. Katharine the curs d, 

A title for maid; of all titles the worſt. 

Hor. Now ſhall my friend Petruchio do me grace, 
And offer me diſguis'd in ſober robes, PP 
The old Baptiſta as a ſchool-maſter, 

Well ſeen in muſick to inſtruct Bianca, 
That ſo I may by this device, at leaſt, 
Have leave and leiſure to make love to her, 
And unſuſpected Court her by her ſelf. | 
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| Enter Gremio and Lucentio diſguird. . 
Gru. Here's no knavery! ſee, to beguile the old 
How the young folks lay their heads together [folks, 


Maſter, look about you: who goes there ? ha. 


Hor. Peace, Grumio, it is the rival of my love. 
Petruchio, ſtand by a while. 
ru. A proper ſtripling, and an amorous. 
Gre. O very well, I have perus'd the note. 
Hark you, fir, I'll have them very fairly bound, 


All books of love, fee chat at any hand; 


And ſee you read no other lectures to her: 

You underſtand me, over and beſide 

Signior Bapeiſta s liberality, „ 4 
Fll mend it with a largeſs. Take your paper too, 
And let me have them very well perfum'd, * 


For ſhe is ſweeter than perfume it ſelf 
To whom they go: what will you read to her? 


Lac. Whate'er I read to her, I'll plead for you, 
As for my patron, ſtand you ſo aſſured : 


As firmly as your ſelf were ſtill. in place, 


Yea, and perkaps with more ſucceſsful words 
Than you, unleſs you were a ſcholar, fir. 
Gre. Oh this learning, what a thing it is! 
ru. Oh this woodcock, what an aſs it is! 
Pet. Peace, ſirran. 1 je 
Hor. Grumio, mum! God fave you, ſignior Gremio. 
Gre. And you are well met, ſignior Hortenfe. 
Trow you whither I am going? to Baptiffs Minols ; 
I promzs'd to-enquire carefully | 
About a ſchool maſter for the fair Bianca, 
And by good fortune I have lighted well 
On this young man: for learning and behaviour 
Fit for her turn, well read in poetry, 
And other books, good ones, I warrant ye. 
Hor. Tis well.; and I have met a gentleman 
Hath promis d me to help me to another, 
A fine · muſician to inſtru& our miſtreſs, 


So ſhall I no whit be behind in duty 


To fair Bianca, ſo beloy'd of me. 


Gre: 


Gre. Belov'd of me, and that my deeds ſhall prove. 


Gru. And that his bags ſhall prove. 

Hor. Gremio, tis now no time to vent our love. 
Liſten to me, and if you ſpeak me fair, 
I'll tell you news indifferent good for either. 
Here is a gentleman whom by chance I met, 

on agreement from us to his liking, K 3 


U 
; Will undertake to woo curs'd Katherine, | 
Yea, and to marry her, if her Dowry pleaſe, | 


Gre. So ſaid, fo done, is well; 
Hort enſio, have you told him all her faults ? 
Pet. I know ſhe js an irkſome brawling ſcold ; 
If that be all, maſters, IJ hear no harm 
Gre. No, ſayeſt me ſo, friend? what countryman? 
Per. Born in Verona, old Antonios ſon; . 
My father's dead, my fortune lives for me, 
And 1 do hope good days, and long to ſee. 
Gre. Oh ſir, ſuck a life with ſuch a wife were ſtrange; 
But if you have a ſtomach, to't a God's name, 
Vou ſhall have me aſſiſting you in all. 


But will you woo this wild cat? 


Per. Will I live? 18 80 „ 
Gru. Will he woo her? ay, or Pl hang her. 
Pet. Why came I hither, but to that intent? 
Think you a little din can daunt my ears ? 
Have I not in my time heard lions roar? "| 
Have I not heard the ſea, puff d up with winds, 


Rage like an angry boar, chafed with ſweat? 


Have I not heard great ordnance in the field? 
And heav'ns artillery thunder in the skies? 
Have I not in a pitched Battle heard ©. | 
Loud Larums,neighing ſteeds, and trumpets clangue? 
And do you tell me of a woman's tongue, 
That give not half ſo great a blow to hear, 
As will a cheſnut in a farmer's fire? 
Tuſh, tufh, fear boys with bugs. 
Gru. For he fears none. 


Sre. Hortenſio, hark: 


This Gentleman is happily arrived, A | 
My mind preſumes, for his own good, and yours. 


— 


Hor. 
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Hor. I promis'd we would be contributors, 
And bear his charge of wooing whartſoe're. 
Gre. And ſo we will, provided that he win her. 
Gru. I would I were as ſure of a good dinner. 
Enter Tranio brave, and Biondello. 
Tra Gentlemen, God ſave you. If I may be bold, 


Tell me, I beſeech you, which is the readieſt way 
To the houſe of ſignior Baptiſta Minds? ; 


Bion. He that has the two fair daughters? js't he 


Tra. 


Tra. 
Per. 
Tra. 
Luc. 


hence. 
Tra, 


vou mean ? 


Even he, Biondelb. 
Gre, Hark you, fir, you mean not her to 


Perhaps 


him and her, what have you to do:? 


Nor her that chides, fir, at any hand, I pray. 
T love no chiders, fir : Biondello, let's away. 
Well begun, Tranio. 
Hor. Sir, a Word ere you go: | 
Are you a ſuitor to the maid you talk of, yea or 
Tra. And if I be, fir, is it any offence ? (no; 
Gre. No ; if without more words you will get you 


Why, 


ſir, I pray, are not the ſtreets as free 


For me as for you? 


Gre, But ſo is not ſhe. 

Tra. For what reaſon, I beſeech you? 

Gre. For this reaſon, if you'll know, 
Thar ſhe's the choice love of ſignior Gremio. 


Hoy. That ſhe's the choſen love of ſignior Hortenſis. 
Tra. Softly, my maſters: if you be gentlemep, 

Do me this right ; hear me with patience. 

Baptiſta is a noble gentleman, | 

To whom my father is not all unknown, 

And were his daughter fairer than ſhe is, 

She may more ſuitors haye, and me for one. 

Fair Leda's daughter had a thouſand wooers, 

Then well may one more fair, Bianca have, 

And ſo the ſhall. Lucentio ſhall make one, 

Tho” Paris came, in hope to ſpeed alone. TA 
Gre, What, this gentleman will out-talk us all. 


Luc. Sir, g 


jade. 


ive him head, I know he'll prove a 


Pet. 
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Pet. Hortenſio, to what end are all theſe words? 
Her. Sir, let me be ſo bold as to ask you, | 
Did you yet ever ſee Baptiſtas daughter? 

Tra. No, ſir 5 but hear I do that he hath two: 
The one as famous for a ſcolding tongue, | 
As is the other for beauteous modeſty. pe) 

Per. Sir, fir, the firſts for me, let her go by. 

Gre. Yea, leave that labour, to great Hercules, | 
And let it be more than Alcides twelve, © X! 

Per. Sir, underſtand: you this of me, inſooth, 
The youngeſt daughter, whom you hearken for, 
Her father keeps from all acceſs of ſuitors, | 

Aud will not promiſe her to any man, 
— Until the eldeſt ſiſter firſt be wed :' © 
The younger than is free, and not before. 

Tra. If jt be ſo, fir, that you are the man 
Muſt ſteed us all, and me amongſt the reſt - 
And if you break the Ige, and do this fear, 
Atchieve the Elder, ſet the younger free, 
For our acceſs, whoſe hap ſhall be to have her, 
Will not fo graceleſs be, to be ingrate. 55 

Hor. Sir, you ſay well, and well you do conceive: 


And ſince you do profeſs to be a ſuitor, 


You muſt, as we do, gratify this gentleman, 

To whom we all reſt generally beholden. 
Tra. Sir, I ſhall not be ſlack, in ſign whereof, 

Pleaſe ye, we may contrive this afternoon, 

And quaff ca rouſes to our miſtreſs? health, 

And do as adverſaries do in law.. 

Strive mightily, but eat and drink as friends. 
Gru. Bion. O excellent motion: fellows, let's be gone. 
Hor. The motion's good indeed, and be it ſo, 

Petrachio, I ſhall be your Ben venuto. IZxeunt. 

Enter Katharina and Bianca. | 

Ban. Good fiſter, wrong me not, nor wrong your 

To make a bondmaid and ſlave of me; en, 

Thar I diſdain : but for theſe other goods, 

Unbind my hands, I'Il pull them off my ſelf, 

ea, all my raiment, to my Petticoat, 

Or what you will command me will Ido; 


So 


4 


* 


/ 
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So well I know my Duty to my Elders. 


Kath. Of all thy Sutors here I charge thze tell 
Whom thou lov'ſt beſt: See thou diffemble not. 
Bian. Believe me Siſter, ofall the Men alive 
I never yet beheld that ſpecial Faze, 
Which I could fancy more than any other. 
Kath. Minion, thou lieſt; is it not H.rtenſo ? 
Bian, If you affect him, Siſter, here | ſwear 
I'll plead for you my lelf, but you ſhall have him. 
Kath. Oh then belike you fancy Riches more, 


Tou will have Gremzo to keep you fair. 


Bian. Is it for him you do envy meſo? 


Nay then you jeſt, and now I well perceive 


You have but jeited with me all this while; 
I prithee, Siiter Kate, untie my Hands, 
Kath. If that be Jeit, then all the reſt was ſo. 
" OA 8 [ Strikes her. 
: Enter Paptiſta. ny 
Bap. Why how now ame, whence grows this Inio- 
Brian's, ſtand aſide; poor Girl, ſhe weeps; [ lence ? 
Go ply thy Needle, meddle not with her. 


For ſhame, thou Hilding of a devilith Spirit, 


Why doſt thou wrong her, that did ne'er wrong thee ? 
When did ſhe crols thee with a bitter word? 
Kath. Her Silence flouts me, and I'll be reveng'd. 
| | [ Flies after Biane2. 
Bap. What, in my ſight ? Bianca, get thee in. Ex.Bian. 
Kath. What, will you not ſuffer me? nay, now I lee 
She is your "Treaſure, ſhe muſt have a Husband, 
I muſt dance bare- foot on her Wedding- day, 
And for your Love to her lead Apes in Hell: 
Talk not to me, I will go ſit and weep, | 
Till Ican find occaſion of Revenge. Exit! Kath. 
Bap. Was ever Gentleman thus griey'd as 1? | 
But Who chmes here | 
Euter Gremio, Lucentio in the Habit of a mean Mar, Pe 
truchio with Hortenſio like a Muſician, Tranio ard Zi- 
ondetlo bearing a Lute and Boks, 
Gre, Good morrow, Neighbour'Pai 7a. 


Pp | Hoy: 
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Bap. Good morrow, Neighbour Gremio: God ſave * 
you Gentlemen. | _ 
Pet. And you, good Sir; Pray have you not a Daugh- 
ter call'd Katherina, fair and virtuous ? 5 
Pap. I have a Daughter, Sir, call'd Katharina. 
Gre. Vou are too blunt, go to it orderly. . 
Pet. Vou wrong me, Signior Gremio, give me leave. 
Jam a Gentleman of Verona, Sir, : 
That hearing of her Beauty and her Wit, 
er Afﬀability and baſhſul Modeſty, 
Her wondrous Qualities, and mild Behaviour, 


Am bold to ſhew my ſelf a forward Gueſt 
Within your Houſe, to make mine Eye the Witneſs 


Of that Report, which I ſo oft have heard. 
And for an entrance to my Entertainment, [ Preſenting Hor, 
I] do preſent you with a Man of mine, : | 
Cunning in Muſick, and the Mathematicks, 
To inſtru& her fully in thoſe Sciences, | 
Whereof I know ſhe is not ignorant: 
Accept of him, or elſe you do me wrong, 
His Name is Licio, born in Mantua. | 
Bop. Mare welcome, Sir, and he for your good ſake, 
But tor my Daughter Katharine, this I know, 
She is not for your turn, the more's my Grief. 
Pet. I ſee you do not mean to part with her, 
Or elſe you like not of my Company. | 
Bap. Miſtake me not, I ſpeak hut what I find. 
Whence are you, Sir? What may I call your Name? 
Pet. Petruchio is my Name, Antonio's Son, 
A Man well known throughout all 7taly. 
Bap. | know him well: You are welcome for his ſake. 
Gre. Saving your Tale, Petruchio, I pray let us that 
are poor Petitioners ſpeak too. Baccare, you are mar- 
vellous forward. . . 
Pet. Oh, pardon me, Sig nior Gremio, I would fain be 
doing. . | 
Cre. I doubt it not, Sir, but you will curſe 
Your wooing. Neighbours this is a Giſt 
Very grateful, Tam ſure of it: To expreſs 
The like kindneſs of my felf, that have been 
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More kindly beholding to you than any: 
Free leave give unto this young Scholar, that hath 


Been long itudying at Rhemes, as cunning [ Preſenting Luc, 
In Greek, Latin, and other Languages, 


As the other in Muſick and Mathematicks ; 


His Name is Cambio; pray accept his Service. 
Bap. A thouſand thanks, Signior Gremis : 
Welcome, good Cambio, But, gentle Sir, 
Methinks you walk like a Stranger, - [To Tranios, 
May I be fo bold, to know the Cauſe of your coming? 
Tra. Pardon me, Sir, the Holdnels is mine own, 
That being a Stranger in this City here, 


Do make my ſelſ a Suitor to your Daughter, 


Unto Bianca, Fair and Virtuous: 
Nor is your firm Reſolve unknown to me, 
In the Preferment of the eldeſt Siſter. 

This Liberty is all that I requeſt, 

Tha: upon knowledge of my Parentage, 


I may have welcome mongſt the reſt that woog 


And free Acceſs and Fayourasthe reſt. 
And toward the Education of your Daughters, 
I here beſtow a {imple Inſtrument, 


And this ſmall packet of Greek and Latin Books. 


If you accept them, then their Worth is great. 
Bap. Lucentio is your Name? of whence, I pray? 
Tra. Of Piſa, Sir, Son to Vincent io. 
Bap. A mighty Man of Piſa; by Report 

I know him well; you are very welcome, Sir. 


Take you the Lute, and you the Set of Books, 


You ſhall go ſee your Pupils preſently. 
Holla, within, | 
| Enter a Servant. 
Sirrah, lead theſe Gentlemen 
Tomy two Daughters, and then tell them both 
Thele are their Tutors, bid them ule them well, 
We will go walkalittle in the Orchard, | 
And then to Dinner. You are paſſing Welcome, 
And ia I pray you all to think your ſelves. 
Pet. Signior Bapti la, my Buſineſs asketh haſte, 
And every day I cannot come to woo | 
EA "M6 | You 
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You know my Father well, and in him me, \ 
Lett ſolely Heir to all his Lands and Goods, | 
W hich I have better'd rather than decreas d; 
Then tell me, if I get your Daughter's Love, 
What Dowry ſhall I have with her to Wife? 
Bap. After my Death, the one half of my Lands, 
And in poſſeſſion twe: ty thouſand Crowns. 
Pet. And for that Dowry, I'll aſſure her of 
Her Widowhood, be it that ſhe ſurvive me, 
In all my Lands and Leaſes whatſoever Y 
Let Specialities be therefore drawn between us, 1 
I hat Covenants may be kept on either hand. = 
Bap. Ay, when the ſpecial thing is well obtain' d, 
That is, her Love: for that is all in all. | 
Fet, Why that is nothing: For I tell you, Father, 
I] am as peremptory as ſhe proud-minded. | 
And where two raging Fires meet together, 
They do conſume the thing that feeds their Fury. 
Tho'little Fire grows great with little Wind, 
Yetextream Guſts wiii hlow out Fire and all: 
So ] to her, and ſo ſhe yields to me, 
For I am rough, and woo not like a Babe. 
Bap. Well may'ſt thou woo, and happy be thy ſpeed : 
But be thou arm'd for ſome unhappy words. 1 
Pet. Ay, to the proof, as Mountains are for Winds, 
That ſhake not, tho they blow perpetually. 
Enter Hortenſio with his Head broke. 
Bap. How now my Friend, why doſt thou look ſo pale? 
Her. For fear, I promiſe you, if I look pale. 
Bap. What, will my Daughter prove a good Muſician? 
Hor. I think ſhe'll ſooner prove a Soldier; | 
Iron may bold with her, but never Lutes. 
Bap. Why then thou canſt not break her to the Lute? 
Hor. Why no, for ſhe hath broke the Lute to me; 
T did but tell her ſhe miſtook her Frets, 9 
And bow'd her Hand to teach her Fingering, 
When, with a moſt impatient deviliſh Spirit, 
Frets call you them? quoth ſhe, I'll fume with them: 
And with that word ſhe ſtruck me onthe Head, 
And through my Inſtrument my Pate made way, 
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And there I ſtood amazed for a while, 

As on a Fillory, looking through the Lute; 

While ſhe did call me Raſcal, Fidler, 

And twangling Jack, with twenty ſuch vile Terms, 

As the had ſtudied to miſuſe me ſo. : 
Pet. Now, by the World, it is a luſty Wench, 


J love her ten times more than e' er did; 


Oh how I long to have ſome Chat with her. 
Bap. Well, go with me, and be not ſo dilcomfited. ; 


Proceed in Practice with my younger Daughter, 


She's apt to learn, and thankſul for good turns; 
Sipnior Petruchis, will you go with us, 
Or ſhall 1 ſend my Daughter Kate to you? 

Pet. I pray you do. I will attend her here, ; 

: | Ext. Bap. Manet Petruchio. 

And woo her with ſome Spirit when ſhe comes. 
Say that ſhe rail, why then VII tell her plain 9 
She ſings as ſweetly as a Nightingale: 


Say that ſhe frown, VII ſay ſhe looks as clear 


As Morning Roſes newly waſh'd with Dew; 
Say ſhe be mute, and will not ſpeak a Word, 
Then I'll commend her Volubility, 
And ſay ſhe uttereth piercing Elcquence : 
If the do bid me pack, I'!l give her Thanks, 
As tho' ſhe bid me ſtay by her a Week; © 
If. ſhe deny to wed, Vil crave the Day 
When 1 ſhall ask the Banes,” and when be married. 
But here ſhe comes, and now Petruchio ſpeak, * 

; Enter Katharina, 


Good Morrow Kate, for that's your Name I hear, 


Kath. Well have you heard, but ſomething hard of 
hearing. | VVV | | 
They call me Katharine, that do talk of me. : 


Pet. You lye in faith, for you are call'd plain Kate, 
And bonny Kate, and ſometimes Kate the Curſt : 


But Kate, the prettieit Kate in Ohriſtendom, 


Kate of Kate-ha, my Super- dainty Kate, 
For Dainties are all Kates; and therefore Kate 
Take this of me, Kate of my Conſolation, _ 
Hearing thy Mildneſs FOES inevery Town, 
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Thy Virtues ſpoke of, and thy Beauty ſounded, 
Vet not ſo deeply as to thee belongs, RT 


My ſelf am mov'd to woo thee for my Wife. | 
Kath. Mov'd !ingood time; let him that mov'd 


You were a Moveable. 
Pet. Why, what's a Moyeable ? 


. __ Kath, A join'd Stool. 


Het. Thou haſt hit it; Come, ſit on me. 
Kath, Aſſes are made to bear, and ſo are you. 
Jet. Women are made to bear, and ſo are you. 
Kath. No ſuch Jade, Sir, as you, if me you mean 
Pet. Alas, good Kate, I will not burthen thee, 
For knowing thee to be but young and light 
Kath. Too light for ſuch a Swain as you to catch; 
And. ret as heavy as my weight ſhould be. 
* Pet. Should be! ſhould! buz, 
Kath. Well ta'en, and like a Buzzard. 


Pet, Oh ſlow-wing d Turtle, ſhalla Buzzard take t 
Kath. Ay, for a Turtle, as he takes a Buzzard. 


Pet. Come, come you Walp, I'faith you are too 


Sry. | | 
1 Kath. If T be waſpiſh, beſt beware my Sting. 
Pet. My Remedy is then to pluck it out. 
' Kath, Ay, ifthe Fool eould find it where it lyes. 
Pet. Who knows not where a Waſp doth wear his S 
In his Tail. | 
Keth. In his Torgue. 5 
Pet. Whoſe Tongue? 82 
Kalb. Vours if you talk of Tails, and ſo ſarewel. 
i ef, What, with my Tongue in your Tail? 
Nay, come again, good Kate, I am a Gent'eman. 
Kath. That I'l] try. 15 [ She ſtrikes 
F et. I ſwear, I'll cuff you, if you ſtrike again, 
Kath. Sa may you loſe your Arms. 
If you ſtrike me you are no Gentleman, 
And if no Gentleman, why then no Arms. | 
Pet. A Herald, Kate? Oh put me in thy Books. 
Kath, What is your Creſt, a Coxcomb? * 


you 


Remove you hence; I knew you at the firſt chither, 
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Pet. A combleſs Cock, ſo Kate will be my Hen. 
Kath. No Cock of mine, you crow too like a Craven: 
Pet. Nay, come Kate; come, you mult not look lo ſower. 
Kath, It is my Faſhion when I ſee a Crab. 7 
Pet. Why here's no Crah, and therefore look not ſower. 
Kath. There is, there is. | 
Pet. Then ſhew it me. 
Kath, Had la Glaſs I would. 
Pet. What, you mean my Face? 
Kath. Well aim'd of ſuch a young one. 
Pet. Now, by St. Gecrge | am too young for you. 
Kath. Yet you are wither'd. OO 
Pet. Tis with Cares. 
Kath. I (are not. 3 | 
Pet. Nay, hear you Kate. Inſooth you ſcape not ſo. 
Kath. I chafe you if I tarry ; let me go. | 
Pet. No, not a whit, I find you paſting gentle: 


«iv 


*T was told me you were rough, and coy, and ſullen, 


And now I find Report a very Liar, 
For thou art pleaſant, gameſome, paſſing courteous, 
But flow in ſpeech, yer ſweet as ſpring-time Flowers, 


| Thou can'ſt not frown, thou can'ſt not look aſcance, 


Nor bite the Lip, as angry Wenches will, 

Nor haſt thou Pleaſure to be croſs in Talk: 

But thou with miidnels entertain ſt thy Wooers, 

With gentle conference, ſoft, and affable. 3 

Why doth the World report that Kate doth limp ? 

Oh fland'rous World: Kate, like the Hazle Twig, 

Is ſtrait, and ſlender, and as brown in hue 

As Hazle Nuts, and ſweeter than the Kernels. 

Oh let me ſee thee walk: thou doſt not halt. 

Kath. Go Fool, and whom thou keep'ſt command. 
Pet. Did even Pian to become a Grove. 

As Kate this Chamber with her princely Gaite? 

O be thou Dian, and let her be K ate, 

And then let Kate be cha t, and Dzanſportful, 3:6 
Kath. Where did you ſtudy all this goodly Speech? 
Pet. it is extewpore from my Mother-wit. Py 
Kath, A witty Mother, witleſselſe her Son. 

Pet. Am I not wile ? | 
B 4 Kath, 
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Kath. Yes; keep you warm. 9 5 | 
Pet. Marry io I mean, ſweet Katharine, in thy Bed: 
And therefore ſetting all this Chat afide, 5 
Ihus in plain Terms: Your Father hath conſente 
That you ſhall be my Wife; your Dowry 'greed on, 
And will you, nill you, I will mar:y you. 
Now, Kate, I ama Husband for your turn, 
For by this Light, whereby I ſee thy Beauty, 
Thy Beauty that doth make me like thee. well, 
Thou muſt be married to no Man but me. 
Enter Baptiſta, Gremio, and T ranios 
For I am he am born to tame you Kate, 
And bring you fiom a wild Cat to a Kate, 
Conformable as other Houfhold K ates; 
Here comes your Father, never make Denial, 
I muſt and will have Katharine to my Wife. . 
Bap. Now, Signior Petruchio, how ſpeed you with 
my Daughter? ES | 
Pet. How but well, Sir? How but well? 
It were impoſſible I ſhould ſpeed amis. 
Bap. Why how now Daughter Katharine, in your 
Dumps? ; OS 
Kath. Call you me Daughter? Now I promiſe you 
You have thew'd a tender fatherly Regard, 
To wiſh me ved to one half Lunatick, 
A madcap Ruffian, and a {wearing Jack, 
That thinks with Oaths to face the matter out. | 
Pet. Father, tis thus; your ſelf and all the World 
That talk'd of her, have talk'd amiſs of her; . 
If ſhe be curſt, it is for Policy, * | 
For ſhe's not froward, but modeſt as the Dove: 
She is not hot, but temperate as the Morn ; 
For Patience ſhe will prove a ſecond Griſſel, 
Ard Reman Lucrece for her Chaſtity, 
And to conclude, we have greed ſo well together, 
] hat upon Sunday is the wedding Day. 
Kato. Ill ice thee bang'd on Sunday firſt. 


Erk. Hark : Petruchio, the ſays ſhe'll ſee thee hang'd firſt, 
Tra. Is this your Speeding ? Nay, then good night our 


pa rt. 
| Pet. 
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Pet. Be patient, Gentlemen, I chuſe her for my ſelt, 


If ſhe and | be pleas d, what's that to you? 


*Tts bargain'd *rwixt us twain being alone, 
That ſhe ſhall ſill be curſt in Company. 
J tell you tis incredible to believe 
How much the loves me; oh the kindeſt Kate! 
She hung about my Neck, and kiſs and kiſs 
She vy d ſo faſt, proteſting Oath on. Oath, 
That in a twink the won me to her Love. 
Oh you are Novices: tis a World to ſee 
How tame, when Men and Women are alone, 
A meacock Wretch can make the curſteſt Shrew 3 
Give me thy Hand, Kate, I will unto 7enzee, 
To buy Apparel gainſt the Wedding Day; 
Provide the feaſt, Father, and bid the Gueſts, 5 
I will be ſure my Katherine ſhall be fine. 

Bap. I know not hat to ſay, but give me your Hands, 
God lend you Joy, Petruchio, tis a Match. 

Gre. Tra. Amen ſay we, we will be Witneſſes, 

Pet, Father, and Wife, and Gentlemen, adieu, ; 


J will to Venice, Sunday comes apace, 


We will have Rings and Things, and fine Array, 


And kils me Kate, we will be married a Sunday. 


[ Ex. Petruchio and Katharina. 
Gre. Was ever Match clapt up fo ſuddenly ?_ 
Bap. Faith, Gentlemen, now I play a Merchant's Part, 
Ard venture madly on a deſperate Mart. 
99 = ' Twas a Conimodity lay fretting by you, 
? Twill bring you Gain, or periſh on the Seas, 
Bap. The Gain I ſeek, is quiet in the Match. 
Gre, No doubt but he bath got a quiet Catch: 


But now Baptifa, to your younger Daughter, 


Now is the Day we have long looked for: 

I am your Neighbour, and was Suitor firſt. 
Tra. And I am one that love Bianca more 

Than Words can witneſs, or your Thoughts can guefs. 
Gre. Youngling, thou canſt not love lo Dear as l. 
Tra. Grey-beard, thy Love doth freeze. 

Gre, But thine doth fry. 


Wai ſtand back; Lis Age that nouriſheth, 
B J ; Da. 
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Tra. But Youth in ladies eyes that flouriſheth. 
Bap. Cortent you Gentlemen, I will compound this 
Series 
»Tis Deeds muſt win the Prize, and he of both 
T hat can aſſure my Daughter greateſt Do wer, 
Shall have Biancas Love. 
Say, Signior Gremio, what can you aſſure her? 
| Gre. IA as you know, my Houte within the City 
Is 1ichly furniſhed with Plate and Gold, 
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Baſons and Ewers to lave her dainty Hands: 
My Hangings all of ſyr/an Tapeſtry ; 
In Ivory Coffers I haye ſtuft my Crowns; 
In Cypreſs Cheſts my Arras, Counterpanes, 
Coſtly Apparel, Tents and Canopies, 5 
Fine Linnen, Twrkey Cuſhions boſt with Pearl, 
Vallens of Venice Gold, in Needle-work; 
Fewter and Braſs, and all things that belong 
To Houſe, or Houſe-keeping : Then at my Farm 
J have a hundred Milch-kine to the Pail, 
Sixſcorefat Oxen ſtanding in my Stalls; 
And all things anſwerable to this Portion. 
My ſelf am ſtrook in Years, I muſt confeſs, 
And if I die to Morrow, this is hers, 
If whilſt I live ſhe will be only mine, 
Tra. That only came well in: Sir, liſt to me; 
Jam my Father's Heir, and only Son; | 
If I may have your Daughter to my Wife, 
III leave her Houſes three or four as good, 
Within rich Piſa Walls, as any one 
Old Signior Gremio has in Padua,  _ 
Beſides two thouſand Ducats by the Year 
Of fruitful Land; all which ſhall be her Jointure, 
M hat have I pinch'd you Signior Gremio: w 
Gre. Iwo thouſand Ducats by the Year of Land! 
My Land amounts not to fo much in all: 
That ihe ſhall] have, beſides an Argcſie 
That nowis lying in Mar ſellies Road. 5 ; 
What have I choak'd you with an Argoſie ? 1 
Tra. Gremio, tis well known my Father hath no less 
Than three great Argaſies, beſides two great — A | 
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And twelve tight Gallies; theſe Iwill aſſure her, 
And twice as much, whate'er thou offer ſt next. 
Gre. Nay, I have offer'd all; T have no more; 
And ſhe can have no more than all I have; 
If you like me, ſhe ſhall have me and mine. | 
Tra. Why then the Maid is mine from all the Worl 
By your firm Promiſe ? Gremio is out-vied., 
Bap. I muſt confeſs your offer is the beſt; 
And let your Father make her the Aſſurance, 
She is your own, elſe you muſt pardon me: 
If you ſhould die before him, where's her Dower? 
Tra. That's but a Cavil, he is old, I young. 
Gre. And may not young Men die as wellas old ? 
Bap. Well, Gentlemen, I am thus refoly'd, 
On Sunday next, you know, 
My Daughter Katherine is to be married : 
Now onthe Sunday following ſhall Bianca 
Be Bride to you, if you make this Aſſurance ; 
If. not, to Signior Gremio: 1 | 
And fo I take my leave, and thank you both. [ Exit. 
Gre. Adieu good Neighbour. Now i fear thee not: 
Sirrah, young Gameſter, your Father were a Fool 
To give thee all; and in his waining Age 
To let foot under thy Table : tut, a Toy; 
An old Italian Fox is not ſo kind my Boy. [ Exit, 
Tra. A Vengeance on your crafty withered Hide 
Yet I have fac'd it with a Card of ten: 
*Tis in my Head to do my Mafter good; 
I ſee no Reafon, but ſuppos'd Lacentio 
May get a Father call'd ſuppos' d 77ntentio; 
And that's a Wonder; Fathers commonly 
Do get their Children; but in this Caſe of wooing, 
A Child ſhall get a Sire, if I fail not of my CR 
| Exit, 


ACT. 
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m ern 1 
Enter Lucentio, Hortenſio, and Bianca. 


Tuc. LE Idler, forbear; you grow too forward, Sir: 

| HFave you lo ſoon forgot the Entertainment 

Her diuer Katherine welcom'd you withal? 

Hr. But w angling Pedant, this is 

The Patroncſs of Heav 'nly-Harmony; 

1 hen give me leave to have Prerogative; 

And when in Muſick we haye ſpent an Hour, 

Your Lecture ſhall have Leiſure for as much. 

Tuc. Prepoſterous Als, that never read fo far, 

To know the cauſe why Muſick was ordain'd : 

Was it not to refreſh the Mind of Man 

After his Studies, or his uſual Pain? 

1 hen give me leave to read Philoſophy, 

Ard while I pauſe, ſerve in your Harmony. 

Hor. Sirrah, I will not bear theſe Braves of thine. 
Pian. Why, Gentlemen, you do me double Wrong, 

To ſtrive for that which reſteth in my Choice: 

I am no breeching Scholar in the Se haols; 

I not be ty'd to Hours, nor pointed Times, 

But learn my Leſſons as I pleaſe my 1-1f; 

And to cut off all Strife, here fit we down, 

Fake you your Inſtrument, play you the whiles, 

His Lecture will be done ere you have tun'd. 3 
Her. Vou' ll leave his Lecture when I am in Tune? 
Luc. That will be never: Tune your Inſtrument. 
Bran. Where left welaſlt? 3 2885 
Luc, Here, Madam: Hic ibat Simois, hit eſt Sigeia tellus, 

Hic ſteterat Priami regia celſa ſenis. . 
Bian. Conſt rue them. | 
Luc. Hic ibat, As I told you before, Simois, I am Tu- 

eentio, hic eſt, Son unto Vincentio of Piſa, Sigeia' telus, 

_ diſguiſed thus to get your Love, Hic ſteterat, and that Zu- 

centio that comes a wooing, Priami, is my Man T. anio, 

1egia, bearipg my Port, celſa ſenis, that we might be- 
guile the old Pantaloon. | ; ph 
— ; 167. 
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Hor. Madam, my Inſtrument's in tuve, 4 
Bian. Let's hear. O fie, the Treble jars. 
Luc. Spit inthe Hole, Man, and tune again. 
Bian. Now let me ſee if I canconſtrue it: Hie ibat S7- 
mois, 1 know you not, Hic eft Sigeia tellus, I truit you 
not, hic ſteterat Priami, take heed he hear us not, regza, 
preſume not, celſa ſens, deſpair not. SEED 
Hor. Madam, tis now in tune. 
Luc. All but the Baſe. 
Hor. "The Baſe is right; tis the baſe Knave that jars. 
How fiery and froward our Pedant is | 
Now for my Life that K nave doth court my Love; 
Pedaſcule, VT] watch you better yet: 7 
In time I may believe, yet I miſtruſt. 
Bian. Miſtruſt it not, for ſure Eacides 
Was Ajax, call'd ſo from his Grandfather. 
I muſt believe my Maſter, elſe i promiſe you, 
I ſhould be arguing ſtill upon that Doubt; 
But let it rei. Now Lzczo to you: 
Good Maſters, take it not unkindly, pray, 
That I have been thus pleaſant with you both. 
Hor. You may go walk, and give me leave a while; 
My Leſſons make no Muſick in three Parts. 
Luc. Are you ſo formal, Sir? well, I muſt wait, 
And watch withal ; for, but I be deceiy'd, 
Our fine Mufician groweth amorous. 
Hor. Madam, before you touch the Inſtrument, } 
Tolearn the Orderof my Fingering, a 
I muſt begin with Rudiments of Art, 
To teach you Gamut ina briefer ſort, 
More pleaſant, pithy, and effetual, 
Than hath been taught by any of my Trade; 
And there it is in Writing fairly drawn. 
Bian. Why, I am paſt my Gamut long ago. 
Hor. Yet read the GCamut of Hortenſio. | 
Brian, Gamut | am, the Ground of all Accord, 
Are, to plead Hortenfio's Paſſion, | | 
Beeme, Bianca, take him for thy Lord, 
a” that loves thee with all Affection, 
el re, one Cliff, two Notes have I, 


Elams, 
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Elami. Show Pity, or I die. 


Cali you this Gamut? Tut, Ilike it not; 


Old Faſhions pleaſe me beſt, I am not ſo nice 

To change true Rules for new Inventions. 

41:49 Enter @ Servant. - . | 
Serv. Miſtreſs, your Father prays you leave your Books, 
And help to dreſs your Siſter's Chamber up; 


You know to Morrow is the Wedding-day, 


Bian. Farewel, ſweet Maiters both; I muſt be gone. Ex. i 
Tuc. Faith Miſtreſs, then have no cauſe to ſtay. | Ex. 
Hor. But I have cauſe to pry inte this Pedant ; 


Methinks he looks as tho he were in love: 


Yet if Thoughts, Bianca, be ſo humble 


Io caſtthy wandring Eyes on every Stale ; 


Seize thee that liſt; if once I find thee ranging, | 
Hcrtenſio will be quit of thee by changing. [Exit 


Enter Baptiſta, Gremio, Tranio, Katharina, Lucentio, 


Bianca, and Attendants. _ 
Bap. Signior Lucentio, this is the pointed Day 
That Katherine and Petruchio ſhould be married; 
And yet we hear not of our Son- in- law. 
What will be ſaid? what Mockery will it be, 


To want the Bridegroom when the Prieſt attends 
To ſpeak the ceremonial Rites of Marriage? 


What ſays Zucentzo to this Shame of ours — 
_ Kath. No Shame but mine; I muſt, forſooth, be forc'd 


To give my Hand oppos d againſt my Heart, 


Unto a mad- brain Rudesby, full of Spleen. 


- Who woo'd in haſte, and means to wed at leiſure. _ 


I told you I, he wasa frantick Fool. | 

Hiding his bitter Jeſts in blunt Behaviour: 
And to be noted for a merry Man, | 45 
He'll woo a thouſand, point the Day of Marriage, 


1 Make Friends, invite, yes, and proclaim the Banes, 


Yet never means to wed where he bath woo'd. 
Now muſt the World point at poor Katherine, 


And ſay, lo there is mad Petruchio's Wife, 


Upon my Lite Petruchio means but well, 


7 


If it would pleaſe him come and marry her. 
Tra. Patience, good Katherine, and Baptiſta too; 
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Whatever Fortune ſtays him from his word, 
Jho' he be blunt, I know him paſſing wiſe; 
Tho' he be merry, yet withal he's honeſt. 

Kath. Would Katherine had never ſeen him tho'. - 
Bap. Go, Gir!; I cannot blame thee now to weep; 
For ſuch an Injury would yex a Saint, | 
Much more a dhrew of thy impatient Humour, 

2 Enter Biondello. 

Bion. Maſter, Maſter, old News, and ſuch News as 
you never heard of. | 

Bap. Is it new and old too? how may that be 7 

Bion. Why, is it not News to hear of Petruchio s coming? 

Bap. Is he come? | : 

Bin. Why no Slr. 

Bap. What then? 

Bion. He is coming. 

Bap. When will he be here? | 

Bion. When he ſtands where I am, and ſees you there. 

Tra. But ſay, what to thine old News? . 
Bion. Why Petruchio is coming in a new Hat and an old 
Jerkin; a Pair of old Breeches thrice turn d; a pair of 


Boots that have been Candle-Caſes, one buckled, another 


lac d; an old raſty Sivord ta'en out of the Town- Armory, 
with a broken Hilt, and Chapeleſs, with two broken Points, 
his Horſe hip'd with an old mothy Saddle, the Stirrops of 
ro Kind red; beſides poſſeſt with the Glanders, and like to 
moſe in the Chine, troubled with the Lampaſſe, infected + 
with the Faſhions, full of Windgalls, ſped with Spavins, * 
raied with the Yellows, paſt Cure of the Fives,ſtark ſpoiled 
with the Staggars, begnawn with the Bots, waid inthe 
Back, and ſhoulder-ſhotten, near-leg'd before, and with a 
half checkt Bit, and a Headſtall of Sheep's Leather, which 
being reſtrain'd to keep him from ſtumbling, hath been 
often burſt, and now repair'd with Knots; one Girt fuc 
times piec'd, and a Woman's Crupper of Velure, which 
hath two Letters for her Name, fairly ſet down in Studs, 
and here and there piec d with packthread. . 
Bap. Who comes with him? f 


Bien, 
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Bien. Oh Sir, his Lackey, for all the World capariſon'd 

like the Horſe, with a limen Stocking on one Leg, and a ker- 
ſey Boot- hoſe on the other, garter d with a red and blue Liſt, 
an old Hat, and the Humour of forty Fancies prickt up in 
it for a Feather: A Monſter, a very Monſter in Apparel, 
and not like a Chriſtian Foot-boy, or Gentlemar's Lackey. 


. Tra. Tis ſome odd Humour pricks him to this Faſhion; 


Fet oſtentimes he goes but mean A pparell'd. 


Bap. Iam glad he's come, howſoeyer he comes. 
Bion. Why Sir, he comes not. 5 
Bap. Didſt thou not ſay he comes? 
Bion. Who? that Petruchio came? 
Bap. Ay, that Petruchio came. 2 ag | 
5 _ No, Sir; I ſay his Horſe comes with him on his 
ck. ; 
Bap. Why that's all one, 5 
Bion. Nay, by St. Jamy, I hold you a Penny 
A FHorſe and a Man is more than one, and yet not many. 
Enter Petruchio and Grumio fantaſtically babited. 


Pet. Come, where be theſe Gallants, who's at Home? 


Bap. You are welcome, Sir. 5 

Pet. And yet I come not well. 
Bap. And yet you halt not. . 
Da. Nat ſo well-Apparell'd as I wiſh you were. 
Pet. Were it better, I ſhould ruſh in thus. 
But whereis Kate ? where is my lovely Bride? 
How does my Father? Gentles, methinks you frown, 
'And wherefore gaze this goodly Company, 
As if they ſaw lome wondrous Monument, 
Some Comet, or unuſual Prodigy? 1 
Bap. Why, Sir, you know this is your Wedding-day: 
Firſt were we lad, fearing you would not come, 
Now ſadder, that you come ſo unprovided. 
Fie, doff this Habit, ſhame to your Eſtate, 
An Eye-ſore to our ſolemn Feſtival. | 
Ta. Andtell us what Occaſion of Import 
Hath all ſo long detain'd you from your Wife, 
And ſent you hither ſo unlike your ſelf? 

Pet, I edious it were to tell, and harſh to hear: 


Sufficeth I am come to keep my Word 5 
r 7 F The 
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Tho' in ſome Part enforced to digreſs, 
Which at more Leiſure I wil] fo excuſe, 


As you ſhall well be ſatisfied withal. 
But where is Kate? I ſtay too long from her; 


The Morning wears; tis time we were at Church. 


+ Tra. See not your Bride in theſe unreverent Robes 

Go to my Chamber, put on Cloaths of mine. 

Pet. Not I; believe me, thus I'll viſit her. 

Bap. But thus, I truſt, you will not marry her. | 
Pei. a ſooth, even thus; therefore ha done with 
Words; | | | | 

To me ſhe's married, not unto my Clothes: 

Could, I repair what ſhe will wear in me, 

As I could change theſe poor Accoutrements, 

*I were well for Kate, and better for my ſelf. 

But what a Fool am | to chat with you, 

When I ſhould bid good Morrow to my Bride, 

And ſeal the Title with a lovely Kiſs? ©  _ [ Exit. © 
Ta. He hath ſome meaning in his mad attire: _ 


We will perſuade him, be it poſſible, 


To put on better e're he go to Church. 
Bap. Vl after him, and ſee the Event of this. [ Exit. 
Tra. But, Sir, Love concerneth us to add . 
Her Father's liking; which to bring to pats, 
As before I imparted to your Worthip, 
Jam to get a Man, what e'er he be 


It skills not much, we'll fit him to our Turn, 
And he ſhall be Vincentio of Piſa, 


And make Aſſurance here in Padua, 
Of greater Sums than I haye promiſed: _ 
So ſhall you quietly enjoy your Hope, 
And marry {weet Bianca with Conſent. 
Tuc. Were it not that my fellow School-maſter 
Doth watch Bzanca's Steps lo narrowly, 


*Twere good methinks to ſteal our Marriage; 


V- hich once perform'd let all the World lay no, 


III keep mine own, deſpight of all the World, FA 


Tra. That by Begrees we mean to look into, 


And watch our Vantage in this Bufineſs : 


We'll over-reach the Gray-beard Gremio. 
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Fhe narrow prying Father Minola, 
The quaint Muſician amorous Licio; 
All for my Maſter's ſake Lucentio. 
3 Enter Gremio. 
Signior Gremio, came you from the Church? 
Gre. As willingly as e er I came from School. 


Tra. And is the Bride and Bridegroom comi home? 


Gre. A Bridegroom ſay you? Tis a Groom indeed, 
A grumbling Groom, and that the Girl Mall find. 
Tra. Curiter than ſhe ? why tis impoſſible. 
| Gre, Why he's a Devil, a Devil, a very Fiend, - 
Tra. Why ſhe's a Devil, a Devil, the,Devil's Dam. 
Gre. Tut, ſhe's a Lamb, a Dove, a Fool to him. 
I'n tell you, Sir Tucentia, when the Prieſt | 
Should ask if Katherine ſhould be his Wife? 
Ay, by Gogs- woons, quoth he; and ſwore ſo loud, 
That, all amaz'd, the Prieſt let fall the Book; 
And as he ſt oop d again to take it up, 
This mad-brain'd Bridegroom took him ſuch a Cuff, 
That down fell Prieſt and Book, and Book ard Prieſts 
Now take them Up, quoth he, if any liſt. = 
Ta. What ſaid the Wench, when he roſe up again? 
Gre. Trembled and ſhook; for why, he tamp'd and ſwore, 
As if the Vicar meant to cozen him. | 
But after many Ceremonies done, | 
He calls for Wine: A Health, quoth he; as if 
He had been Aboard carowzing to his Mates 
After a Storm; quaft off the Muſcadel, 
And threw the Sops all in the Sexton's Face; 
Having no other Reaſon, but that his Beard 
Grew thin and hungerly, and ſeem'd to ask 
His Sops as he was drinking. This done, be took 
The Bride about the Neck, and kiſt her Lis 
With ſuch a clamorous Smack, that at the Parting 
All the Church did Eccho; and I ſeeing this, 
Came thence for very Shame; and after me 
I know the Rout is coming: Such a mad Marriage 


Never was before. Hark, hark, I hear the Minſtrels play. 


[Muſick plays. 
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Enter Petruchio, Katharina, Bianca, Hortenſio, and 


Baptiſta. : 
Pet. Gentlemen and Friends, I thank you for your 
Pains: bY N N 
I know you think to dine with me to Day, | 
And have prepar'd great Store of wedding Che-r ; 


Eut ſo it is, my Haſte doth call me hence; 


And therefore here I mean to take my Leave, 
Bap. Is't poffible you will away to Night? 
Pet, I muſt away to Day, before Night come: 


| Make it no Wonder; if you knew my Buſineſs, 


Lou would intreat me rather go than ſtay. 
And honeſt Company, I thank you all, 


That have beheld me give away my ſelf 


To this moſt patient, ſweet and virtuous Wife: 
Dine with my Father, drink a Health to me, 
For I muſt hence, and farewel to you all. 
Tra, Let us intreat you ſtay till after Dinner. 
Pet. It may not be. | - 
Gre, Let me intreat you. | 
Pet. It cannot be. EN 
Kath, Let me intreat you. 
%% m¾ ( [i 
Kath, Are you content to ſt ay? : 
Pet. I am content you ſhall intreat me ſtay 
But yet not ſtay, intreat me how you can. 
Kath, Now, if you love me, ſtay. 1 . 
Pet. Grumio, my Horſes i 
Gru. Ay, Sir, they be ready; the Oatshave eaten the Horſes. 
Kath. Nay then | | ER 
Do what thou canſt, I will not go to Day; 
No nor to Morrow, nor till 1 pleaſe my ſelf; 
The Door is open, Sit, there lyes four Way, 
You may be jogging whites your Boots are green, 
For me, I'll not be gone till I pleaſe my ſelt: 
Iis like you'll prove a jolly ſurly Groom, 
That take it on you at the firſt ſo roundly. 
Pet. O Kate, content tice; prethee be not angry. 
Kath. I will be angry; what haſt thou to do? 


Father be quiet; he ſhall tay my Leaſure. 


Gre, Ay, marry Sir, now it begins to wo: k. > 
. | Kath, 


. mand os the Wee: 


Kath. Gentlemen, forward to the Bridal- dinner. 
Tice a Woman may be made a Fool, 
If ſhe had not a Spirit to reſiſt. | 
Pet. I hey ſhall go forward, Kate, at thy Command. 
Obey the Bride, you that attend on her: 
Go to the Feaſt, revel and domineer ; | 
Carowſe full Meaſ' ure to her Maiden-head ; 5 
Be mad and merry, or go hang your lelves; 
But for my bonny Kate, ſhe muſt with me. 
Nay, look not big, nor ſtamp, nor ſtare, not frets ... 
J will be Maſter of what is mine own; : 
She is my Goods, my Chattles, ſhe is my Houſe, 
My Houſhold Stuff, my. Field, my Barn, 
My Horſe, my Ox, my Aſs, my any thing; 
And here ſhe ſtands, touch her who ever dare; 
I'll bring my Action on the proudeſt he, 
That ſtops my way in Padua: Grumio, | 
Draw forth thy Weapon; we are beſet with Thieves; : 
| Reſcue thy Miſtreſs if thbu be a Man: 
Fear not, es Wench, they ſhall not touch thee, "IM ; 
FN buckler thee againſt a Million. 
[ Exe. Pet. and Kath. 
Bap. Nay, let them go, a couple of quiet ones. 
Gre, Went they not quickly, 1 ſhould die with Laugh. 
ing. 
Tra. Oe all * Matches, never was the like. 
Luc. Miſtreſs, what's your Opinon of your Siſter? 
Bian. That being mad her ſelt, ſhe's madly mated. 
Gre. I warrant him Petruchio is Kated. 
Bap. Neighbours and Friends, tho! Eride and Bride- 
- groom wants 
For to ſupply the Places at the Table; 
You know there wants no Junkets at the Feaſt : 
Iucentio, you ſhall ſupply the Bridegrcom's Place. 
And let Bianca take her Siſter's room. a 
Tra. Shall ſweet Bianca practice how to Bride it? 
Bap. She 1 Lucentio: Come, Gentlemen, let's go. 
, ¶Exeunt. 
Enter Grumio. 
Gru. Fie, fie on all tired Jades, on all mad Maſters, 
and all foul ways: W as ever Man fo beaten ? was we 
an 


— 


RR 


n 


The Taming of the Shrew. 45 

| Man fo raide? was ever Man ſo weary ? J am ſent before 
to make a Fire, and they are coming after to warm them: 
Now were I not a little Pot, and ſoon hot, my very Lips 
might freeze to my Teeth, my Tongue to the Roof of my 
Mouth, my Heart in my Belly, ere I ſhould: come by a 
Fire to thaw me; but I with blowing the Fire ſhall warm 


my ſelf; for conſidering the Weather, a taller Man than 
I willtake cold: Holla, hoa, Curtis! 


Enter Cu rt is. 


Cur, Who is it that calls fo coldly ? | 
Gru. A Piece of Ice, If thou doubt it, thou may ſt ſlide 
from my Shoulder to my Heel, with no greater a run but 
my head and my Neck. A Fire, goed Curtis. 
Curt. Is my Maſter and his Wife coming, Grumio? 
Grum. Oh ay, Curtis, ay; and therefore Fire, Fire, 
caſt on no Water, | 7 
Curt. Is ſhe ſo hot a Shrew as ſhe's reported? 
Gru. She was, good Curtis, before the Froſt; but thou 
know 'ſt Winter tames Man, Woman and Beaſt, for it hath 
tanvd my old Maſter, and my new Miltreſs, and my ſelt, 


F4 


fellow Curtis. c 
Curt. Away, you three inch'd Fool; Tam no Beaſt, 
Gru. Am | but three Inches? why thy Horn is a Foot, 
and ſo long am I at the leaſt. But wi't thou make a Fire, 
or ſhall I complain on thee to our Miſtreis, whole Hand, 
the being now at Hand, thou ſhalt ſoon feel to thy cold 

Comfort, being flow in thy hot Office. 8 

Curt. I prethee, good Grumio, tell me, how goes the 
Werd? : IE 9 55 

Gru. A eold World, Curtis, in every Office but thine; 
and therefore Fire: Do thy Duty, and have thy Duty; 
for my Maſter and Miſtreſs are almoſt frozen to Death. 

Curt. There's Fire ready; and therefore, good Grumi, 
the News. 1 Fg" 

Gru. Why, Jack Boy, ho Boy, and as much News as 
thou wilt. ; | 

Curt. Come, you are ſo full of Conycatching. 

Gru. Why therefore Fire; for I have caught extream 
cold. Where's the Cook? Is Supper ready, the Houle 
trimm'd, Ruſhes Grew'd, Cobwebs ſwept, the Serving-, 

| men 
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men in their new Fuſtian, their white Stockings, and eve- 
ry Officer his wedding Garment on? Be the Jacks fair 
within, the Jills fair without, Carpets laid, and every 
thing in order 2 * | | 


Cut. All ready: And therefore I pray thee what News? 


Gru. Firſt, know my Horſe is tired, my Maſter and 
Miſtreſs fal/n out. | „ 
0 | RE OT | 
Gru. Out of their Saddles into the Dirt; and thereby 
hangs a Tale. | 
Curt, Let's ha't good Grumio. 
Gru. Lend thine Ear. 
Curt. Here. 


Gru. There. ” [Strikes bim. 


Curt, This is to feel a Tale, not to hear a Tale. 5 
Gru, And therefore 'tis called a ſenſible Tale: and this 


Cuff was but to knock at your Ear, and be ſeech hſtring. 


Now begin: Inprimis, we came downa foul Hill, my 


Maſter riding behind my Miſtreſs, DT 

Curt. Both on one Horſe? | : 
Gru. What's that to thee ? 

Curt. Why a Horſe. 


Gru. Tell thou the Tale. But hadſt thou not eroſt ne, 
thou ſhould'ſt have heard how her Horſe fell, and ſhe un- 


der her Horſe; thou ſhould'{t have heard in how miery a 
place, and how ſhe was bemoil'd, how he left her with 
the Horſe. upon her, how he beat me becauſe her Horſe 
tumbled, how ſhe waded through the Dirt to pluck 
him off me; how he twore, how the pray'd that never 


poey'd before; how I cry'd, how the Horſes ran. away, 


many things of worthy Memory, which now ſhall 
#: in oblivion, and thou return unexperienc'd to thy 


. 
. 


w her Bridle was burſt, how I loſt my Crupper; with 


Grave, | 1 
Curt. By this reckoning he is more Shrew than ſhe, 
Gru. Ay, and that thou and the proudeſt of you al! 


ſhall find when he comes home. But what talk I of this? 


Gal forth Nathaniel, Joſeph, Nicholas, Philip, Walter, 
wgerſop, and the reſt ; Let their Heads be ſleekly comb'd, 


their blue Coats bruſh'd, and their Garters of an indiffer- 


ent knit; let them curtſie with their left Legs, and- not 
T7 preſume 
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prefume to touch a hair of my Maſter's Horſe Tail, till 
they kiſs their Hands. Are they all Ty ? 


Curt, They are. 

Gru. Call them forth. 

Curt, Do you hear ho? You muſt meet my Maſter, to- 
Countenance my Miſtreſs, 

Gru. Why ſhe batha Face of her own. 

Curt, Who knows not that ? 

Gru. Thou it ſeems, that call'ſt for Company to > Coune 
tenance her. 

Curt. I call them forth to Credit her. 


Enter four or five Serving-men. 


Gru. Why ſhe comes to borrow nothing of them. 
Nat. Welcome home, Grumio. 

Phil. How now, Grumioꝰ? 

Joſe What Grumio . 

Nic. Fellow Grumio 

Nath. How now, old Lad. | 

Gru. Welcome you; how now you; what you; follow 
vou; and thus muck for Greeting. Now, my ſpruce 
Companions, is all ready, and all things neat ? 

Nat, All things are ready; how near is our Maſter ? 
Gru. Een at hand, alighted by this; and therefore be 
nat Cocks Paſſion, ſilence, I hear my Maſter. 

Enter Petruchio and Kate. 

Pet. Where be theſe Kraves? What, no Man at Door 

to hold my Stirrup, nor to take my Horle ? Where | is 


Nathaniel, Gregory, Philip? | 


Al Ser. Here here, Sir, here, Sir. | 
Pet. Here Sir, here Sir, here Sir, here Sir ? 
You loggerheaded and unpoliſh'd Grooms: + 
What? no Attendance? no Regard ? no Duty? | 
Where is the fooliſh Knave I ſent before? 

Gru. Here Sir, as fooliſh as I was before. 

Pet. You Peaſant Swain, you Whoreſon, Malt hora 

Drudge, 
Did not I bid thee meet me in the Park, 


And bring along the raſcal. Knaves with thee ? 


Gru. Nathanel's Coat, Sir, was not fully made: 
And Gabrie}'s Pumps were all unpin'd i th Heel: Ix 
> | ere 
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There was no Link to colour Peter's Hat, 
And Walter's Dagger was not come from ſheathing : 
'T here were none fine, but Adam, Ralph, and Gregor), 
The reſt were ragged, old, and beggarly, 
Vet as they are, they come to meet you. 
Pet. Go, RIS, £0 and fetch my Supper in. 
[ Exit Serv, 
Where is the Lite that late ] led ? | 
Where art thole ? Sit down Kate, N 
And welcome. Soud, ſoud, ſoud, ſoud. 

Enter Servants with Supper. | 
Why then I ſay 2 Nay, good {weet Kate be merry. 


Off with my Boots, you Rogue: You Villains when? 


It was the Friar of Orders grey, | $7195, 
| As be forth walked en his way. 

Out you Rogue, .you pluck my Foot awry. 
Take that, and mind thc plucking off the other. [ Strikesbim, 
Ee merry, Kate; Some Water here; what hoa, 
| Enter one with Water. 
Where's my Spaniel Troilus? Sirrah, get you hence, 
And bid my Couſin Ferdinand come hither * | 
One, Kate, that you mult kiſs, and be acquainted wich. 
Where are my Slippers ? ſhall | have ſome Water ? + 
Come Kate, and waſh, and welcome heartily : 
You whoreſon Villain, will you let it Fall? 

Kat. Patience, I pray you, twas a fault unwilling. 

Pet. A whoreſon, beetle-headed, flat-ear d Knave: 
Come, Kate, fit down, I know you have a Stomach, 
Will you give Thanks, ſweet Kate, or elſe ſhall I: 2 
What's this, Mutton? 
x ger. es. 

Pet. Who brought it? 

8 

Pet. Tis burnt, and ſo is all the Meat: 
What Dogs are theſe? where is the raſcal Cook ? 
Ho durſt you, Villains, bring it from the Dreſſer, 
Ard lerve it thus to me that love it not ? | 
There, take it to you, Trenchers, Cups and all: 

[ Throws the Meat, &c, about the Stage, 

You heedleſs Jolt-heads, and unmanner'd Slaves. 
Vi bat, do you grumble? Vil be with you ſtraight. - 
Foe | ats 
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Kat. I pray you, Husband, be not ſo dilquietz, _ | 


The Meat was well, if you were fo contented. 
Pet. I tell thee, Kate, twas burnt and dry d away, 


And I exprefly am forbid to touch it: 


For it engenders Choler, planteth Anger, 
And better 'twere that both of us did faſt, 
Since of ourſelves, our ſelves are Cholerick, 
Than feed it with ſuch over-roaſted Fleſh : 
Be patient, to morrow't ſhall be mended, 
And for this Night we'll faſt for Company. 
Come, I will brirg thee to thy Bridal Chamber. Exeaut. 
| Enter Servants ſeverally. 
Nath, Peter, didſt ever ſee the like? 
Peter. He kills her in her own Humour. 
Gru. Where is ne? 
| Enter Curtis, @ Servant. 

Curt, In her Chamber, making a Sermon of Continency 
to her, and rails, and {wears, and rates; and ſhe, poor Soul, 
knows not which way to ftand, to look, to ip?ak, and 
fits as one new riſen from a Dream. Away, away, for 
he is coming hither, | 

EVO Enter Petruchio, 

Pet. Thus ha ve] politickly begun my Reign; 
And 'tis my hope to end ſueceſsfully: 
My Faulcon now is ſharp, and paſſing empty, 

And till ſhe ſtoop, ſhe mult not be full gorg'd, 
For then ſhe never looks upon her Lure. | 
Another way I have to man my Haggard, 
To make her come, and know her Keeper's call : 
That is, to watch her, as we watch theſe Kites, 
That bait and beat, and will not be obedient. 
She eat no Meat to Day, nor none fhall eat. 

Laſt Night ſhe flept not, nor to Night ſhall not- 
As with the Meat, ſome undeſeryed Fault 

I'll find about the making of the Bed. 

And here F'll fling the Pillow, there the Bolſter, 
This way the Coverlet, another way the Sheets ; 
Ay and amid this hurly I'll pretend, 

T hat all is done in reverend Care of her, 
And in concluſion, ſhe = watch all Night, 
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And if ſhe chance to nod. I'll rail and brawl, 
And with the Clamour keep her ſtil] awake. 

This is a way to kill a Wife with Kindnels, 

And thus I'll eurb her mad and headſtrong Humour. 
He that knows better how to tame a Shrew, 


Nov let him ſpeak, tis Charity to new. \ CExit. 


Enter Tranio and Hortenſio _- 

Tra. Is t poſſible, Friend Licio, that Miſtreſs Bianca 
Doth fancy any other but Lacentio? | 
I tel] you, Sir, ſhe bears me fair in hand. 

Hor. Sir, to ſatisfie you in what I have ſaid, 
Stand by, and mark the manner of his teaching. 

Enter Bianca and Lucentio. | 

Tuc. Now, Miſtreſs, profit you in what you read? 

Bian, M hat Maſter read you firſt, reſolve me that? 

Tuc. I read that I profeſs, the Art of Love. 

Bian. And may you prove, Sir, Maſter of your Art, 

Tuc. While you, ſweet Dear, prove Miſtreſs of my Heart. 

Hor. Quick Proceeders marry; now tell me | pray, 
yau that durſt ſwear that your Miſtreſs Bianca lov'd none 
in the World fo well as Lacentiv. 

Tra. Oh deſpightful Love, unconſtant Womankind ! 
J tel] thee, Licio, this is wonderful. 

Hr. Miſtake no more, I am not Lic io, 

Nor a Muſician, as I ſeem to be, 

But one that ſcorn to live in this Diſguiſe, 
For ſuch a one as leaves a Gentleman, 
And makes a God of ſuch a Cullion 
Know, Sir, that I am call'd Hortenſio. 

Tra. Signior Hortenſio, I have often heard 
Of your entire Affection to Bianca, | | 
And ſince mine Eyes are witneſs of her Lightneſs, 

Iwill with you, if you be ſo contented, . | 
Forſwear Bianca and her Love for ever. 

Her. See how they kiſs and court. Signior Lacentio, 
Here is my Hand, and here I firmly vow | 
Never to woo her more, but do forſwear her 

As one unworthy all the former Favours 


That I have fondly flatter d her withal. 
Tra. 
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Tra, And here I take the like unfeigned Oath, | 
Never to marry with her, tho' ſhe would entreat. 
Fie on her, {ee how beaſtly ſhe doth court him. | 
Hor. Would all the World but he had quite forſworn 
| For me, that I may ſurely keep mine Oath, Ther. 
| I will be married to a wealthy Widow, 7 
Ere three days paſs, which has as long lov'd me, 
As I have lov'd this proud diſdainful Haggard. 
And ſo farewel, Signior Lucent io. 
Kindneſs in Women, nor their beauteous Looks, 
Shall win my Love; and fo | take my leave, 
In reſolution as I ſwore before. [ Exit. Hor. 
Tra. Miſtreſs Bianca, bleſs you with ſuch Grace, 
As longeth to a Lover s bleſſed Cale : 
Nay, I have ta'en you napping, gentle Love, 
And have forfworn you with Hortenſio. 
B7an, Tran, you jeſt: But have you both forſworn 
me? - a N 
Tra. Miſtreſs, we have. 
Luc, Then we are rid of Licio. 
Tra. I faith he'll have a luſty Widow now, 
That ſhall he woo'd and wedded in a day. 
Bran, God give him Joy. 
Ira. Ay, andbe'll tame her. 
Bian. He ſays lo, Traniv. 
Tra. Faith he is gone unto the taming Schaol. 
Bian. The taming School ? What is there ſuch a Place? 
Tra. Ay, Miſtreis, and Petruchio is the Maſter, 
That teacheth Tricks eleven and twenty long, 
To tame a Shrew, and charm her chattering Tongue. 
„ Enter Biondello. | 
Bion. Oh Maſter, Maſter, I have watch'd ſo long, 
That I am Dog-weary ; but at laſt I 'ipied 
An ancient Angel coming down the Hill 
Will ſerve the turn. | 
Tra. What is he, Bind-Ilo? | 
Bion. Maſter, a Marcantant, or a Pedant ; © 
I know not what; but formal in Apparel; 
In Gate and Countenance ſurly, like a Father. 
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Tuc. And what of him, Tranio? 
| Tra. If he be credulous, and truſt my Tale, 
Il make him glad to ſeem 77zncentio, 
And give Aſſurance to Baptiſta Mineola, 
As if he were the right 7incentio: 
Take me your Love, and then let me alone. 
1 [Ex. Luc. and Bian. 
| Enter a Pedant. Ty 
Ped. God fave you, Sir. } 
Tra. And you, Sir; you are welcome: 
Travel you far on, or are you at the fartheſt ? 
Ped. Sir, at the fartheſt for a Week or two; 
But then up farther, and as far as Rome; 
And ſo to Tripeqy, if God lend me Life. 
Ira. What Countryman, I pray? 
ed. Of Mantua. 1 
Tyra. Of Mantua, Sir? marry God forbid; 

And come to Padua, careleſs of your Life? 55 
Ped. My Life, Sir; how, I pray? for that goes hard. 
Tra. Tis Death for any one in Mantua 

To come to Padua; know you not the Cauſe? 

Your Ships are ſtaid at Venice, and the Duke, 

For private Quarrel *twixt your Duke and him, 

Hath publiſh'd and proclaim'd it openly: 

*Tis marvel, but that you are but newly come, 

You might have heard it elſe proclaim'd about. 

- Ped. Alas, Sir, it is worſe for me than ſo; 
For I have Bills for Money by Exchange 
From Florence, and muſt here deliver them. 
Tra. Well, Sir, to do you Courteſie, 
This will I do, and this I will adviſe you; 
Firſt tell me, have you ever been at Piſa? 
Ped. Ay, Sir, in Piſa have I often been; 

Piſa renowned for grave Citizens. el 
Tra. Among them know you one Vincentio? 

Ped. I know him not, but I have heard of him; 

A Merchant of incomparable Wealth. *. 5 
Tra. He is my Father, Sir; and ſooth to ſay, 

In Count nance ſomewhat doth reſemble you. 


| Bion 


it 


This Favour will 1 do you for his ſake; 


Till you have done your Buſineſs in the City. 
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Bion. As much as an Apple doth an Oyſter, and all one. 
La 


Tra. To ſave ycur Life in this Extremity, | 


And think it not the worſt of all your Fortunes 

That you are like to Sir /incentzo: 

His Name and Credit ſhall you undertake, 

And in my Houſe you ſhall be friendly Lodg'd : 
Look that you take upon you as you ſhould, 
You underitand me, Sir : So ſhall you ſtay 


It this be Court ſie, Sir, accept of it; 
Ped. Oh, Sir, I do, and will repute you ever a 
The Patron of my Life and Liberty. . = 
Tre. Then go with me to make the matter good : 
This by the way 1 let you underſtand, | 
My Father is here look'd for every Day, 
To paſs aſſurance of a Nowre in Marriage 
*T wixt me and one Baptiſta s Daughter here: 
In all theſe Circumſtances I'll inſtru& you | 
Go with me, Sir, to cloath you as becomes you, [ Exeunt/ 


ATI STEER Y 


Enter Katharina and Grumio. 


O, no, Forſooth, I dare not for my Life. 
N Kath. The more my Wrong; the more his 
_ - Spite appears: | I 
What, did he marry me to famiſh me? 
Begears that come unto my Father's Door, 
Upon intreaty, have a preſent Alms; 8 
If not, elſewhere they meet with preſent Charity: 
But I, who never knew how to intreat, 
Nor never needed, that I ſhowld intreat. 
Am ſtary'd for Meat, giddy for lack of Sleep ; 
With Oaths kept waking, and with Brawling fed ; 
And that which ſpights Wo more than all theſe W ants, 
| 5 1 8 


Gru. 


He 
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He does it under name of perfect Love; 
As who would ſay, if I ſhould ſleep or eat 
*T were deadly Sickneſs, or elſe preſent Death; 
I prethee go, and get me ſome Repaſt; 
I care not what, ſo it be wholeſome Food. 
Erie. What ſay you to a Neat's Foot? 
Kath. I is paſſing good; I prithee let me have it. a 
Eru. I fear it is too EFlegmatick a Meat : 
How ſay you to a fat Tripe finely broil'd ?- 
Kath. I like it well; good Grumio, fetch it me. 
Gru. I cannot tell, I fear it is Cholerick: _ 
What ſay. you to a piece of Beef and Muſtard ? 
Kab. A Diſh that I do love to feed upon. 
Gru. Ay, but the Muſtard is too hot a little. 
Kath. Why then the Beef, and let the Muſtard reſt, 
Gru. Nay then I will not; you ſhall have the Muſtard, 
Or elſe you get no Beef of Grum io. 
Kath. Then both, or one, or any thing thou wilt. 
Gru. Why then the Muſtard without the Beef. 
KLatb. Go, get thee gone, thou falſe deluding Slave, 
| [beats bim. 
That feed'ſt me with the very name of Meat: 135 
orrow on thee, and all the pack of yon I 
That triumph thus upon my Miſery,” 
Go, pet thee gone, I ſa y EY 
Enter Petruchio and Hortenſio with Meat. 
Pet. How fares my Kate? Whit, Sweeting, all amort ? 
Hor. Miſtreſs, what cheer ? | | 
Kath. Faith as cold as can be. 8 
Pet. Pluck up thy Spirits; look cheerfully upon me; 
Here Love, thou ſeeſt how diligent Lam, Ls 
To dreſs thy Meat my ſelf, and bring it thee; _ 
I] am ſure ſweet Kate, this Kindnefs merits thanks. 
What, not a Word? Nay then, thou lov'ſt it not: 
And all my Pains is ſorted to no proof. 
Here take away the Diſh. | 
Kath. I pray you let it ſtand. _ | | 
Pet. The pooreſt Service is repaid with Thanks, 
And ſo ſhall mine before you touch the Meat. 
Kate. I thank you, Sir. 


Her 0 


«a 
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Hur. Signior Petruchio, fie, you are to blame : 
Come, Miſtreſs Kate, Ell bear you Company. 
Pet, Eat it up all, Hertenſio, if thou loveſt me, 
Much good do it unto thy gentle Heart; 
Kate, eat apace. And now my honey Love, 
Will we return unto thy Father's Houle, 
And Revel it as brayely as the beſt, 
With ſilken Coats, and Caps, and golden Rings, 
With Ruffs, and Cuffs, and Fardingals, and things: 
With Scarfs, and Fans, and double change of Brav ry, 
With Amber Bracelets, Beads and all this K nay' ry. 
What, haſt thou din d? The Taylor ſtays thy leiſure, 
To deck thy Body with his ruMing Treaſure, 
; Enter Taylor, 
Come, Taylor, let us ſee thele Ornaments, 
ing Enter Haberdaſher. 5 
Lay forth the Gown, What News with you, Sir? 
Hab. Here is the Cap your Worſhip did beipeak. 
Pet; Why this was moulded on a Porrenger, 
A Velvet Diſh; Fie, fe, tis lewd and filthy : 
Why tis a Cogkle or a Wallnut- hell, 
A Knack, a Toy, a Trick, a Baby's Cap. 
Away with it, come, let me have a bigger. 
| Kath. II have no bigger, this doth fit the time, 
And Gentl:women wear ſuch Caps asthele. | 
Pet. When you are gentle, you ſhall have one too, 
And not t ill then. 3 N 
Her. That will not be in haſte. 5 
7 Why, Sir. I truſt | may have leave to {peaks 
And ſpeak I will. I am no Child, no Babe, 
Your Betters have endur' d me ſay my Mird ; 
And if you cannot, beſt you ſtop your Ears. 
My Tongue will tell the Anger of my Heart, 
Or elſe my Heart concealing it will break ; 
And rather than it ſhall, I will be free, 
Even to the uttermoſt as I pleaſe in words. 
Pet. Why thou ſay'ſt true, it is a paltry Cap, 
A cuſtard Coſſin, a Bauble, a ſilken Pie, 7 


I love thee well in that thou lik ſt it not. 


C 4 Kath, 
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Thou lyeſt, thou Thread, thou Thimble, 


- Juſt as my Maſter had Direction. 


Gru. Thou haſt fac d many things. on 


; 


Kath. Love me, or love me not, I like the Cap, 


And it I will have, or I will have none. 


Pet. Thy Gown? why ay; come, Taylor, let us ſee't, 
O mercy Heav'n, what masking Stuff is here? 7 
What? this a Sleeve? tis like a Demi-cannon ; 


What, up and down carv'd like an Apple-Tart? 


Here's ſnip, and nip, and cut, and liſh, and ſlaſh, 
Like to a Cenſer ina Barber's Shop: 


_ Why what a Devil's name, Taylor, cal ſt thou this? 


Hor. I ſee ſhe'slike to have neither Cap nor Gown: 

Tay. You bid me make it orderly and well, 
According to the Faſhion ofthe Time. 

Pet. Marry and did: But if you be remembred, 


I did not bid you marr it to the Time. 


Go hop me over every Kenrel home, 

For you ſhall hop without my Cuſtom, Sir: 

I'll none of it; hence, make your beſt of it. 
Kath. I never ſaw a better faſhion'd Gown, 


More queint, more pleaſing, nor more commendabi e: 
Belike you mean to make a Puppet of me. £25! 


Pet, Why true, he means to make a Puppet of thee. 


Tay. She ſays your Worſhip means to make a Puppet 


of her. | | 
Fet. Oh moſt monſtrous Arrogance ! 


Thou Yard, Three Quarters, half Yard, Quarter, Nail, 
Thou Flea, thou Nit, thou winter Cricket thou! - 
Brav'd in mine own Houſe with a Skein of Thread. 
Away, thou Rag, thou Quantity, thou Remnant, 

Or | ſhall ſo be-mete thee with thy Yard, 

As thou ſhalt think on prating whilſt thou liv'ſt: 


I tell thee I, that thou haſt marr'd her Gown. 


Tay. Your Worſhip is deceiv'd, the Gownis made 
Grumio gave Order how it ſhould be done: / | 
Gru. | gave him no Order, I gave him the Stuff. 
Tay. But how did you defire it ſhould be made? 
Gru. Marry, Sir, with Needle and Thread. 

Tay. But did you not requeſt to haye it Cut ? 


Tay. 
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Gru. Face not me: Thou haſt brav d many Men, brave 
not me; I will neither be fac'd nor brav d. I ſay unto 
. thee, I bid thy Maſter cut out the Gown, but I did not 
bid him cut it to pieces. Ergo thou lieſt. 

Tay. Why here is a note of the-Faſhion to teſtifie. 

Pet. Read it. 4 E 

Gru. The Note lies in's Throat, if he ſay I did ſo. 

Tay. Imbri mis, a looſe bodied Gown. 

Gru. Maſter, If ever I ſaid looſe-bod ied Gown, ſow 
me in the Skirts of it, and beat me to Death with a Bor 
tom of brown Thread: I ſaid a Gown. | 

Pet. 6 i Gon Bye 1 

Tay. With a {mall compaſt Cape. 

Gru. I confeſs the m4 4 =} 

Tay. With a Trunk Sleeve. 

Gru. I confeſs two Sleeves. | 

Tay. The Sleeves curiouſly cut. 

Pet. Ay, there's the Villany. 7 8 

Gru. Error ith Bill, Sir, Error i'th Bill: I commanded 
the Sleeves ſhould be cut out, and ſow'd up again, and that 
Fl prove upon thee, tho' thy litt'e Finger be armed ina 
Thimble. .- l 25 | 

Tay. This is true that I ſay, and I had thee in Place 
where, thou ſhould?ſt know it 8 
Gru. I am for thee ſtraight : take thou the Bill, give 
me thy mete Yard, and fpare not me. Ws 
4 Her, God- a- merey, Grumio, then he ſhall have no odds. 

Pet. Well, Sir, in brief the Gown is not for me. 

Gru. You are i'th' right, Sir, tis for my Miſtreſs, 
Pet. Goitake it up unto thy Maffer's ule. _ | 
Gru. Villain, not for thy Life: Take up my Miſtre!s's 

Cown for thy Maſter's uſe! | 
Pet. Why, Sir, what's your Conceit in that? 
Gru. Oh, Sir, the Conceit is deeper than you think for ; 
Take up my Miſtreſſes Gown unto his Maſter's ule ? 
Oh fie, fie, he. | 5 
Pet. Hortenſio; ſay thou wilt ſee the Tay lor paid. ¶Aſ de. 
Go take it hence, be gone, ard ſay no more. 


5 | Hor. 
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Her. Taylor, I'll pay thee for thy Gown to morrow, 
Take no unkindneſs of his haſty Words 
"Away Iſay, commend me to thy Maſter. [ Exit. Tay]. 
Pet. Well, come my Kite, we will unto your Father's, 
Even in theſe honeſt mean Habiliment 3s 
Our Purſes ſhall be proud, our Garments poor 
Fer tis the Mind that makes the Body rich. 
And as the Sun breaks through the darkeſt Clouds, 
So Honour peereth'in the meaneſt Habit. 
What is the Jay more precious thanthe Lark, 
"Becauſe his Feathers are more beautiful? 
Or is the Adder better than the Eel, 
Becauſe his painted Skin contents the Eye ? 
Oh no good Kate, neither art thou the worſe 
Forthis poor Furniture, and mean Array. 
If thou account'ſt it Shame, lay it on me 
And therefore Frolick, we will henceforthwith. 
To Fealt and Sport us at thy Father's Houle. 
Go call my Men, and let us ſtraight to him, 
And bring our Horſes unto Long-Lane end, n 
OT we mount, and thither walk on Foot. 
"Let's fee, I think tis now ſome ſeven a Clock, 
And well we may come there by Dinner time. 
Kath. I do aſſure you, Sir, tis almoſt two: 
And 'twill be Supper- time ere you come there. 
Feet. It ſnhall be ſeven ere I go to Horſe: 
Look what I ſpeak, or do, or think to do, 
Tou are ſtill croſſing it; Sirs, let's alone, 
I will not go to day, and ere Ido, 
It ſhall be what a Clock I ſay it is. 
Her. Why ſo: this Gallant will command the Sun. 
I' Exeunt Pet. Kath. and Hor, 
Enter Tranio, and the Pedant dreſt like Vincentio. 
Tre. Sirs, this is the Houſe, pleaſe it you that I call? 
Ped. Ay, what elſe, and but I be deceived, | 
Signior Baptiſta may remember me 7 
Near twenty Years ago in Genoa. 
Tyra. Where we were Lodgers at the Pegaſus : 
*Tis well, and hold your own in any caſe 


With ſuch Auſterity as longeth to a Father. 


Enter 


Give me Bianca for my Patrimony. 
Ped. Soft, Son. Sir, by your leave, having come to Padua 


And for the Love he beareth to your Daughter, 


With one conſent to have her ſo beſtowed: 


Right true it is, your Son Tucentio here 
Doth love my Daughter, and ſhe loveth him, 
Or hoth diſſemble deeply their Affections: 


That like a Father you will deal with him, 
And paſs my Daughter a ſufficient Dowry, 


| Enter Biondello. | 
Ped. I warrant you: But, Sir, here comes your Boy; 
Twere good he were ſchool d. df Foam 

Tra. Fear you not him; Sirrah Biondelle, 
Now do your Duty throughly I adviſe you: 
Imagine tere the right Vincentio. 

Bion. Tut, fear not me. | ee 

Tra. But haſt thou done thy Errand to Baptiſta? 

Bion. I told him that your Father was in Fenice. 
And that you look d for him in PadaaG. 

Tra. Th'art a tall Fellow, hold thee that to drink, 
Here comes Baptiſta, ſet your Countenance, Sir. 

Enter Baptiſta and Lucentio. 

Tra. Signior Baptiſta, you are happily met: 
Sir, this is the Gentleman I told you of; 
I pray you ſtand, good Father, to me now, 
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8 


To ee ſome Debts, my Son Lucentio 

Made me acquainted with a weighty Cauſe . 
Of Love between your Daughter and himſelf: 
And for the good Report I hear of you, 


And ſhe to him; to ſtay him not too long, 
Jam content in a good Father's Care 

To have him match'd, and if you pleaſe to like 
No worſe than I, Sir, upon ſome Agreement, 
Me ſhall you find moſt ready and moſt willing 


For curious I cannot be with you, 
Signior Baptiſta, of whom J hear ſo well. 

Bap. Sar, e me in what I have to ſay, 
Your Plainneſs and your Shortneſs pleaſe me well: 


And therefore if you lay no more than this, 


The Match is made, and all is done, 


+ 
; 


Vous 


| 
| 
' 
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Your Son ſhall have my Daughter with conſent. | * 
Tra. I thank you, Sir, where then you munen _ 
Pe we affied, and ſuch aſſurance talen, 
As ſhall with either Parts Agreement ſtand. 1 5 
Bap. Not in my Houle, Tucentio, for you know 
Pitchers have Ears, and I have many Servants? 
Beſides old Gremio is hearkning ſtill, 
And haply we might be interrupted. 
Tra. Then at my Lodging, and it like you, 1 : 
There doth my Father lye; and there this Night 
We'll paſs the Buſinefs privately and well: 
Send for your Daughter by your Servant here, 
My Boy ſhall fetch the Serivener preſently. 
The worſt is this, that at ſo ſlender warning, 
Youare like to have a thin and ſlender Pittance. 
Bap. It likes me well. 
— - Cambio, _ you home, and bid Bianca-make her read 1 4 
| ſtraight : | 
Andif y — will, tell what hath happen d, 

Lucent io s Father i is arriv'd in Padua, 

And how ſhe's like to be Lacentio s Wife. 
Zuc. I pray the Gods ſhe may with all my Heart. [.Ex, 
Tra. Dally not with the Gods, but get thee. 8. | 

Enter Peter. | 

Signior Bapti//a, ſhall I lead the way? 

Welcome! one Meſs is like to be your Cheer. | 

Come, Sir, we will better it in Piſa. 5M | 
Bap. I tollow you. Exeuni. 

Enter Lucentio and Biondello. | 

Bien. Cambio.” 

Luc. What ſay'ſt thou, Biondello? 

Bion. Vouſaw my Maſter wink and laugh. upon you. 

Tuc. Biondello, what of that? 

Bion. Faith nothing; ; but has left me here behind to 
expound the Meaning or Moral of his Signs and Tokens, 

Luc. I pray thee moralize them. 

Bien. Then thus, Baptiſta is ſaſe talking with the de- 

eeiving Father of a deceitful 8058 
Tas. And what of him? 


. | „ Bolts 


U 


. 


if 
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Bian. His Here is to be  bronght by you to the 
Supper. u I 2:1 - : 

Tuc. And then D N 

Bion. The old Prieſt at St. Take 8 Church is at your 
Command at all Hours. 

Luc. And what of all this? | | 

Bion. I cannot tell, except they are buſied about a coun- 
terfeit Aſſurance; take ,you Aſſurance of her, Cum privi- 


. 455 ad e oli to th* Church take the Prieſt, 


Clark, and fome ſufficient honeſt Witneſſes: | 
If this be not that you look for, I haye no more to. ſay, 
But bid Bianca farewel for ever and a day. 

Zar. Hear'ſt thou, Biondello? 

Bion. 1 cannot tarry; I knew a Wench married in an 
Afternoon as ſhe went to the Garden for Parſley to ſtuff a 
Rabit, and ſo may you, Sir: And ſo adieu, Sir; my 
Maſter hath appointed me to go St. Luke's to bid the 


Prieſt be ready to come, againſt you come with your Ap- 


pendix. * | [Ext 
Luc, I may and will, if ſhe be ſo contented: © 


She will be pleas'd, then wherefore ſuould we doubt? : & 


Hap what hap may, PII roundly go about her; 
It ſhall go hard if Cambio go without her. Cre. 
Enter Petruchio, Katharina, and Hortenſic 1 
Pet. Come on a God' s name, once more towards .our 

Father's. 

Good Lord, how brizht and goodly ſhines the Moon. 
Kath. The Moon the Sun; it is not Moon: light now. 
Pet. I ſay it is the Moon chat ſhines ſo bright. 
Kath, IJ know it is the Sun that ſhines ſo bright. | 
Pet., Now by my Mother's Son, and that's wy . 

It ſhall be Moon or Star, or what I liſt, | 

Or e' er I journey to your Father's Houſe :. 

Go on, and fetch our Horſes back again. 

Evermore croſt and croſt, nothing but croſt ! 
Hor. Say as he ſays, or we ſhall never go. 
Kath. Forward I pray, fince we have come fo far, 


. 


And be it Moon, or Sun, or what you pleaſe: 


And if you pleaſe to call it a Ruf Candle, 
Hlenceforth 1 vow it ſhall be fo for me, | 
Tet, 


Se N 


Pet. Lſay it is the Moon. | 
Kath, L know it is the Moon. | 
Pet. $i then you lye; it is the bleſſe a | 
| Kath. Then, God be _bleſt, it is the blell ed- Sun. 
But 4 it is (5 when you ſay it 18 not, 1 
And the Moon changes even as ygur Mind. 
What will you have it nam d, even that it is, 
"And ſo it ſhall be ſo, for Katherine. | 
"Hor. Petruchio ga thy way, the Field is won. 
Pet, Well, forward, forward, thus the Bow! Would run; 
And er cn againſt th the Bias: 
But loft Company is coming here. 
Enter Vincentio. 


Good. morrow, gentle Miſtrefs, where away? [ To Vin, | 


Tell me, ſweet 4 and tell me truly too, 
Pat thou beheld a freſher Gentle woman: 
uch war of white and red between her Cheeks : 
What Stars do ſpangle Heav'n with ſuch Beauty, 
As thoſe two Eyes become that heav'nly Fade? 
Fair love] y. Maid, once more good day to thee: - 
Sweet Kate, embrace, her for Beauties ſake. | 
1 Hor, He will make the Man mad to make a Woman of 
im. 
> * 8 Young. budding Virgin, fair, and freſh, and ſweet, 
Whither away, or where is thy Aboad'? ' 
appy the Parents of ſo fair a Child; 
— . 5 Man whom favourable Stars 
Allots thee for his lovely Bedſellow. 
Pet. Why, how now, Kate, I hope thou art not mad! 
This i is a Man, old, wrinkled, faded, withered, 
And not a Maiden, as thou ſay ſt he is. | 
Kath. Pardon, old Father, my miſtaken Eyes, 
That have been ſo bedazled with the Sun, 
That every thing I look on ſeemeth green. 
Now I perecive thou art a reverend Father: 
Pardon, I pray thee, for my mad miſtaking, 
Pet. Do, 26A old Grandſir, and withal make known 
W hich way thou travelleſt ; if along with us, 
We ſhall be joyful of thy Company, 


Vine 


K. Me bf al 


1. 
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Vin. Fair Sir, and you merry Miſtrefs, = 
That with your ſtrange Encounter much amaz d me: 
My Name is call/d Vincentio, my dwelling Piſa, 
And bound am to Padua, there co viſit 
A Son of mine, hieb long 1 have, not ſeen. 
pet. What is his Name? | 
Vin. Lugentiv, Gentle vir. 
Pet. Happily met, the happier for thy Son; 
And now by Law, as well as reverend Age, 
1 may entitle thee my loving Father: 
The Siſter oſ my Wife, this Gentle woman, 
Thy Son by this hath married. Wonder not, 
Nor be not griev d, ſne is of good Eſteem, 
Her Dowry wealthy, and of worthy Birth; 
Beſide, ſo qualified, as may heſeem p 
The Spouſe of any noble Gentleman. 
Let me embrace with old Vincentio, 
And wander we to ſee thy honeſt Son, 
Who will of thy Arrival be full Joyous. 
Vin.- But is this true, or is it elle your Pleaſure, 
Like pleaſant Travellers to break a Jeſt - | 
Upon the Company you oyertake ? 
it Heres I do aſſure thee, Father, {o-it-is. in 
Pet, Come, go along, and ſæe the Truth hereof. 


For our firſt Merriment hath made thee jealous. [_Exeunt. 


Hor. Well Petruchio, this hath put me in Heart, 
Have to my Widow, and if ſhe be froward, 
Then haſt thou taught Hortenſio to be untoward. ¶ Exit. 
Enter Biondello, Lucentio and Bianca, Gremio walking 
| 9 en ene Side. 
Bion. Softly and ſwiftly Sir, for the Prieſt is ready. 
Tuc. I fly, Biondello, but they may chance to need thee 
at Home, therefore leave us. | 
Bion. Nay, Faith, ['ll-ſee the Church o' your Back and 
then come back to my Miſtreſs as ſoon as I can. ¶ Exeunt: 
Gre. I marvel Cambio comes not all this while. 
Enter Petruchio, Katherina, Vincentio and Grumio, 
with Attendants. 
Pet. Sir, here's the Door, this is Lucentio s Houſe, 
My Father's bears more towards the Market- Place, 1 
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Thither muſt I, and here I leave you, Sir. | 

Nin. You ſhall not chuſe but drink before you 80 
Ithink I ſhall command your welcome here; 

And by all likelyheod fome Cheer is toward. [ Knock. 

Gre, They re buſie within, you were beſt knock louder, 

[ Pedant looks out at the Windom, 

Ped. What's he that knocks as he would beat down 
the Gate? . 

Vin. Is Signior Zutentis within, Sir? 5 

Ped. He's within Sir, but not to he ſpoken withal. 

Vin. Mhat if a Man bring bim a hundred, Pound or 
two to make merry withal. 

Ped. Keep your hund red Pounds to: o your ſelf he hal 
not need as long as I livre. 

Pet. Nay, 1 told you your Som * «beloy! din Bides; 
do you hear, Sir, to leave frivolous Circumſtances; 
pray you tell Signior Lucentio that his Father is come from 
Piſa, and is here at the Door to ſpeak with him. 


Ped. Thou lieſt, his Father is come r ps: and 


here {ooking out at the Window. 
Vin. Art thou his Father? ; 
Ped. Ay, Sir, ſo his Mother ſays, if 1 may befleve her. 
Pet, Why, how now, Gentleman! why, this is flat 
.Rnavery to take upon you another Man's Name. 
Ped. Lay Hands on the Villain, - I believe he means to 
coꝛen ſome Body in this City under my Countenance. 
| Enter Biondella. 
Bion. I have ſeen them in the Church together. God 
Soc them good Shipping: But who is here? Mine old 
3 Fincentio' ? Now we are undone, and brought to 
not e 
V Fg Come blelier;' :Crackhemp. | | [Seeing Biondello, 
Bion. I hope I may chuſe, Sir. | 
© Pin, Come hither you Rogue, whathave you forgot me? 
Bion. Forgot you? no Sir: I could not forget , 
er I neyer ſaw you before in all my Liſe. 
Vin. What, you notorious Villain, didſt thou never 
fre thy Maſter's Father Vincentic? 
Bren. What, my old worſhipful old Maſter ? Yes mar- 
* Sir, ſee where he loo xs out of the Window. 


Vn. 


th 
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Vin. Ist ſo indeed? [He beats Biondello. 

Bion. Help, help, help here's a Mad-man will murther me. 

Ped. Help, Son, help Signior Baptiſta. | 

Pet. Prethee, Kate, let's ſtand aſide, and ſee the End of 
this Controverſie. | | 

Enter Pedant with Servants, Baptiſta and Tranio. 

Tra. Sir, what are you that offer to beat my Servant? 

Vin. What am I, dir; nay, what are you, Sir? Oh 
Immortal Gods! Oh fine Villain, a ſilken Doublet, a 
velvet Hoſe, a ſcarlet Cloak and a copatain Hat: Oh 1 
am undone, I am undone; while I play the good Husband 
at Home, my Son and my Servants ſpend all at the 
Univerſity. | 55 | 
Ta. How now, what's the matter? 

Bap. What, is the Man lunatick ? : 

Tra. Sir, you ſeem a ſober ancient Gentleman by your 
Habit, but your Words ſhew you a Mad-man; why, Sir, 
what concerns it you, if I wear Pearl and Gold; I thank 
my good Father, I am able to maintain it. 

Vin. Thy Father! Oh Villain, he is a Sail-maker in 
Bergamo. | | | | 

Hap. You miſtake, Sir, you miſtake, Sir; pray what 
do you think is his Name ? | 1 

Vin, His Name, as if I knew not his Name: I have 


brought him up ever fince he was three Years old, and 


his Name is Tranio. , 

Ped. Away, away mad Aſs, his Name is Lucentio, and 
he is mine only Son, and Heir to the Lands of me Signior 
Vincentig.. a nr Wh 2114 09 

Vin. Lucentio! Oh he hath murthered his Maſter; lay 
hold on him I charge you in the Duke's Name; oh my 


Son, my Son, tell me, thou Villain, where is my Son 


Lucentiy ? | | | | 
Tra. Call forth an Officer; carry this mad Knave to 
the Jail; Father Baptiſta, I charge you ſee that he be forth- 
coming, ati | 
Vin, Carry me to Jail? | 

Gre, Stay, Officer, he ſhall not go to Priſon. Ny 
Bap. Talk not, Signior Gremio: I ſay he mall go to 
. by . 
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66 The Taming f the Shrew. 


Gre. Take. heed, Signior Baptiſta, leſt you be Cony- 
catch'd in this Buſineſs; I dare fwear this is the right 


Vincentis. 


- Ped. Swear, if thou dar'ſt. 
Gre, Nay, I dare not {wear it. LN | 
Tra. Fhenthou wert beſt ſay, that Fam not Lacentio. 
Gre. Yes, I know thee to be Signior Lurentio. | 
Bap. Away with the Dotard, to the Jail with him. 
5 Enier Lucentio and Bianca. | 
Vin. Thus Strangers may be hal'd and abus d; oh mon- 


lrous Villain. 


Bion. Oh we are ſpoil'd, and yonder he is, deny bim, 
forſwear him, or elſe we are all undone, 
[ Exit Biondello, Tranio and Pedant as faſt as may be. 
Luc. Pardon, ſweet Father, - | Knee ling. 
Vin. Lives my ſweet Son? 
Bion. Pardon, dear Father. od © 2 4 
Bap. How haſt theu offended ? where is Lucentio? 
Tuc. Here's Tucentio, right Son to the right I incentio, 
That have by Marriage Rn thy Daughter mine: 


While counterfeit Suppolers bleer'd thine Eye. 


Gre. Here's packing with a witneſs to deceiye us all. 
Fin. Where is that damn'd Villain Tanio, 

That fac'd and bray'd me in this Matter fo? 

Bap. Why, tell me, is not this my Cambio t 
Bian. Cambio is chang'd into Lucentio. | 
Luc, Love wrought theſe Miracles. Biancas Love 

Made me exchange my State with Tran. . | 

And happily I have arriy'd at laſt 

Unto the wiſhed Haven of my Bliſs; 

What Tranio did, my41ch enforc'd him to; 

Then pardon him, ſweet Father, for my Sake. 
Vin. I'll ſlit the Villain's Noſe that would have ſent me 

tothe Jail. 9 | 0 
Bap. But do yon hear, Sir, haye you married my 


| While he did bear my Counterance inthe Town; 


Daughter without — my good Will ? 
fi a 


Vin, Fear not, Baptiſta, we will content you, go to: 


Sur{-willin, to be reveng'donthis Villain. Exit. 


Bap. And I to ſound the Depth of this Knavery. _ 
| ur a 


ON 
right 
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Eh bringing in a Banquet. 


The Taming of the Shrew. 67 
Tuc. Look not pale, Bianca, thy Father will not frown. 
- _ [ Exexat. 
Gre. My Cake is Dough, but I'll among the reſt, 
Out of Hope of all, but my Share of the Feaſt, | Fx. 
_ Kath. Husband let's follow, to ſee the end of this ado 
Pet, Firſt kiſs me, Kate, and we will, | 
Kath. What, in the midſt of the Street? 
Pet. What, art thou aſham'd of me? 
Kath. No, Sir, God forbid; but ⁊ ſlam d to kiſs. 
Pet. Why then let's Home again: Come, Sirrah, let's 
Kath, Nay, I will give thee a Kiſs; now pray thee 
Love, ſtay. | e YE Bt | 
Pet. Is not this well? Come, my ſweet Kate; 
Better once than never, for never too late. ¶Exeunt. 


eee eee 
A v. en 


Enter Baptiſta, Vincentio, Gremio, Pedant, Lucentio, 
Bianca, Tranio, Biondello,- Petruchio, Katharina, 
Grumio, Hortenſio and Widow. Tranio's Servants 


% 


Tuc. A T laſt, tho' long, our jarring Notes agree; 
And time it is when raging War is done, 

To ſmile at Scapes and Perils over-blown, 

My fair Bianca, bid my Father welcome, 

While I with elf. ſame Kindneſs welcome thine; 

Brother Petruchio, Siſter Katharine, 


And thou Hertexfio, with thy loving Widow; 


Feaſt with the beſt, and welcome to my Houſe, 
My Banquet is to cloſe our Stomachs up 
After our great good Cheer: Pray you fit down, 
For now we-fit to chat as well as eat. FETs 
Pet. Nothing but fit and fit, and eat and eat! 
Bap. Padua affords this Kindneſs, Son Petruchio. 
Pet. Padua affords nothing but what is kind. 
Her, For both our Sakes | would that — 
| | et. 


- 


'68 The Taming of the Shrew. 
Pet. Now for my Life Hortenſio fears his Widow. Th 
Hor. Then never truſt me if I be afeard. ; : 

 _ Pet, Youarevery ſenſible, and yet you miſs my Senſe; I W 
I mean Hortenſio is afeard of you. | | 

Mid. He that is giddy thinks the World turns round. 
Pet. Roundly replied. EY 
Kath, Miſtreſs, how mean you that? 

Mid. Thus I conceive by him. | 

Pet. Conceives by me, how likes Hortenſio that? 
Her. My Widow lays, thus ſhe conceives her Tale. 
—y ery well mended, kiſs him for that, good Wi- A 


"F 


Kath, He that is giddy thinks the World turns round 
I pray you tell me What you meant by that. | 1 
id. Your Husband being troubled with a Shrew, 
Meaſure's my Husband's Sorrow by his Woe; L 
And now you know my Meaning, | A 
Kath A very mean Meaning, E 
Mid. Right, I mean you. 8 
Kath. And I am mean indeed, reſpecting you. 
| Pet. To her, Kate. * f 23 
or. To her, Widoc-c. * 
Pet. A hundred Marks, my Kate do put her down. 
Hor. That's my Office. „ 
Pet. Spoke like an Officer; ha, to thee Lad. | 
| [Drinks to Hortenſio. 


nſe; 


The Taming of the Shrew. 69 

Therefore a Health to all that ſhot and miſs d. 

Tra. Oh, Sir, Zucentio ſlipt me like his Gray-hound, 
Which runs himſelf, and catches for his Maſter, 

Pet. A good ſwift Simile, but ſomething currriſh, 

Tra. I is well, Sir, that you hunted for your ſelf: 
*Tis thought your Deer does hold you at a Bay. 

Bap. Oh, oh, Petruchio, Tranzo hits you now. 

Tuc. I thank thee for that Gird, good Trano. 

Hor. Confeſs, confeſs, hath he not hit you there? 

Pet. He has a little gall'd me, I confeſs; 
And as the Jeſt did glance away from me, 
'Tis ten to one it maim'd you two outright. 

Bap. Now in good Sadneſs, Son Petruchio, 
I think thou haſt the verieſt Shrew of all. 

Pet. Well, 1 ſay no; and therefore for Aſſurance, 
Let's each one ſend unto his Wife, 
And he whole Wife is moſt obedient, 
To come at firſt when he doth ſend for her, 


Shall win the Wager which we will propoſ. 


Hor. Content, what's the Wager? 

Luc, Twenty Crowns. 3 

Pet. Twenty Crowns! . 
I'll venture ſo much on my Hawk or Hound, 
But twenty times ſo much upon my Wite, 

Luc. A hundred then. 

Hor. Content. 

Pet. A match, tis done. 

Hor, Who ſhall begin? 

Tuc. That will I, 


Go, Biondello, bid your Miſtreſs come to me. 


Bion. I go. | [_ Exits 
Bap. Son, I'll be your half, Bianca comes. 
Tuc. I'Il have no halves: L'Il bear it all my (elf, 

Enter Biondello. FI 


How now, what News ? 1 


Bion. Sir, my Miſtreſs ſends you Word 


That ſhe is buſie, and cannot come. | 


Pet, How? ſhe's buſie, and cannot come: Is that an 


Anſwer? | 
Gre. Ay, and a kind one too. 


Pray 


\ * 
Pray God, Sir, your Wife ſend you not a worſe. 
- Fet. I hope better. N 
Hor. Sirrah Biondello, go and intreat my Wife to come As 
to me forthwith [Exit Biondello. Ka 
Pet. Oh ho! intreat her! nay then ſhe needs muſt come. Of 
Hor. I am afraid, Sir, do what you can, c 
nter Biondello, © | 
Yours will not be entreated: Now, where's my Wife > I 
Bion. She ſays you have ſome goodly Jeſt in Hand, 
She will not come: She bids you come to her. | 
Pet, Worle and worle, ſhe will not come! 1 
Oh vile, intolerable, not to be indur'd: r 
Sirrah Grumio, go to your Miſtreſs, 
Say I command her to came to me. 
Hor. I know her anſwer. | 
Pet. What? 1 
Hor. She will not. | | 
Pet. The fouler Fortune mine, and there's an end. 
| Enter Katharina, 5 


— 


| Texit Gru. 


=. 


te 


Bap. Now, by my Hollidam, here eomes Katherine. 
Kath. What is your Will, Sir, that you ſend for me? 
Pet, Where is your Siſter, and Hortenſio s Wie ? 

Kath. They ſit-conferring by the Parlour Fire. 

Pet. Go, fetch them hitlier; if they deny to come, 
Swinge me them ſoundly forth unto their Husbands: _ 
Away, Iſay, and bring them hither ſtraight, {Exit Kath. 

Tuc. Here is a Wonder, if you talk of a Wonder. 

Hor. And ſo it is: I wonder what it boads. 

Pet. Marry, Peace it boads, and Love, and quiet Life, 
And awful Rule and right Supremacy: | 
And to be ſhort, what not, that's ſweet and happy. 

Bap. Now fair beſall thee, good Petruchio, 
The Wager thou haſt won, and I will add 
Unto their Loſſes twenty thouſand Crowns, 
Another Dowry to another Daughter, 
For fhe is chang'd as ſhe had never been. 
Pet. Nay, Iwill win my Wager better yet, 
And ſhow more Sign of her Obedience. 
Her new- built Virtue and Obedience. 


Enter 


u. 


The Taming of the Shrew. yr 
Enter Katharina, Bianca and Yidow. * 

See where ſhe comes, and brings your froward Wiyes 

As Priſoners to her womanly Ferſuaſtons 

Katbarine, that Cap of yours becomes you not, 


Of with that Bauble, and throw it undertoot. 


| [She pulls off ber Cap andthrows it down. 
Mid. Lord, let me have a Cauſe to ſigh, 1 
* Till L be brought to ſuch a ſilly pals. 
Bian. Fie, what a fooliſi Duty call you this? 
Luc, I would your Duty were as fooliſh too: 
The Wildom of your Duty, fair Bianca, 
Hath coft me an hundred Crowns ſince Supper-time. 
Bian. The more Fool you tor laying on my Duty, 
Pet. Kat ber ine, 1 chargethee tell theſe headſtrong Women, 
What Duty they owe to their Lords and Nusbands. | 
Vid. Come, come, your mocking; we will have no 
telling. 
: Per Come on, I ſay; and firſt begin with her. 
Vid. She ſhall not. | | PE 
Pet. I ſay ſhe fhall, and firſt begin with her. 
Kath, Fie, fie, unknit that — unkind Brow, 


And dart not ſcornful Glances from thoſe Eyes, 


To wound thy Lord, thy King, thy Governor, 

It blots thy Beauty, as Froſts bite the Meads, . | 
Confounds thy Fame, as Whirlwinds ſhake fair Buds, 
And in no Senſe is meet or amiable, 

A Woman mov'd is like a Fountain troubled, 
Muddy, ill ſeeming, thick, bereft of Beauty 

And while it is fo, none ſo dry or thirſty | 
Will dain to fip, or touch a drop of it, 

Thy Husband is thy Lord, thy Life, thy Keeper, 
Thy Head, thy Sovereign; one that cares for thee 
And for thy Maintenance: Commits his Body 

To painful Labour, both by Sea and Land ; 

To watch the Night in Storms, the Day in Cold, 
While thou ly ſt warm at home, 1ecure and fate, 

And craves no other Tribute at thy Hands, 

But Love, fair Looks, and true Obedience; 


Too little Payment for ſo great a Debt. 


Such Duty as the Subject owes the Prince, 
Even ſuch a Woman oweth to her Husband : a 
| „ An 
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72 The Taming of the Shrew. 
And when ſhe is froward, peeviſh, ſullen, ſower, 
And not obedient to hig honeſt Will; | 
W hat is ſhe but a foul contending Rebel, 
Ard graceleſs Traitor to her loving Lord? 
J am aſham'd that Women are ſo ſimple, 
To offer War where they ſhould kneel for peace; 
Or ſeek for Rule, Supremacy, and Sway, 
When they are bound to ſerve, love, and obey. 
Why are our Bodies ſoft, and weak and ſmooth, 
Unapt to toil and trouble in the World, 
But that our ſoft Conditions, and our Hearts, 
Should well agree with our external Parts? 
Come, come, you're froward and unable Worms, 
My Mind hath been as big as one of yours, 
My Heart is great, my Reaton haply more, 
To bandy Word for Word, and Frown for Frown ; 
But now I ſee our Launces are but Straws, . 
Our Strength is weak, our Weakneſs paſt compare, 
That ſeeming to be moſt, which we indeed leaſt are. 
Then vale your Stomachs, for it is no Boot, 
And place your Hands below your Husband's Foot: 
In token of which Duty, if he pleaſe, OE 
My Hand is ready, may it do him Eaſe, 7 
* Why, there's a Wench: Come on, and kiſs me 
1 | | 
Tuc. Well, go thy ways, old Lad, for thou ſhalt ha't. 
Vin. Tis a good Hearing when Children are toward. 
Luc. But a harſh Hearing when Women are froward. 
Pet. Come, Kate, we'll to Bed, L | 
We two are married, but you two are ſped. 
Twas I won the Wager, tho' you hit the White, 


And being a Winner, God give you good Night. 


 [ Exit Petruchio and Kath, 

Hor, Now go thy Ways, thou haſt tam'd a curſt Shrew. 
Luc, Tis a Wonder, by your leaye, ſhe will be tam'd ſo. 
© | [ Exeunt, 
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Dramatis Perſonz. 


F Erdinand, King i Navarre. 


1 


Boyet, Lords + attending upon the Princeſs f 
Macard, France. 


Don Adriana de Armado, a ſautaſtical Spaniard, 
Nathaniel, a Curate. 

Dull, 4 Conſtable. | 

Holofernes, @ Schoolmaſter. | 

Coſtard, a Cl:wn. 

Moth, Page to. Don e de Armado. 


Prove of France. 8 

Maria, - Tan, — on the Princeſs. 
Catherine, 9 
Jaquenetta, @ Country Wench, 


Officers and other hs upon the 
King and Princeſs, 7 


| SCENE the King of NAVARRE 8 


Palace, and t 
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Biron | ' 
| Three Lords attending upon the K. ing in 
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ri enn 
Enter the King, Biron, Longavile aud 
Dumain. ; 


E Fame, that all hunt after in 
their Livery | * 
Live regiſtred upon our brazen 
4 Tombs; x 5 Ha 
And then grace us in the Diſgrace 
l of Death: ; 
When ſpight of cormorant deyouring Time, 
Th' Endeavour of this preſent Breath may buy _ 
That Honour which ſhall hate his Sythe's keen Edge, 
And make us Heirs of all Eternity, | | 
Therefore brave Conquerors, for ſo you are, 
That war againſt your own Aﬀe&ions, 
And the huge Army of the World's Deſires, 
Our late Edict ſhall ſtrongly ſtand in force 
Navarre ſhall be the Wonder of the World, 
Our Court ſhall be a little Academy, 
4 Still and contemplative in living Arts. 
You three, Biron, Du main and Longavile, 
Have ſworn for three Years Term to live with me 
My Fellow Scholars, and to keep thoſe Statutes 
; That are recorded in this Schedule here. 
8 Your Oaths are paſt, and now ſubſcribe your Names: 
That his own Hand may ſtrike his Honour down, 
That violates the ſmalleſt Branch herein: 
If you arearm'd to do as {worn to do, | 
Sublcribe to your deep Oaths, and keep them too, 
6 Long. I am reloly'd; 9 three Years Fatt ; 
: | 
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4 Love's Labour's loſt. 

The Mind ſhall banquet, tho' the Body pine 
Fat Paunches have lean Pates; and dainty Bits 
Make rich the Ribs, but bankrout quite the Wits, © 

Dum, My loving Lord, Dumain is mortiſy d: 

The groſſer manner of theſe World's Delights, 

He throws upon the groſs World's baſer Slaves: 

To Love, to Wealth, to Pomp, I pine and die; 

V ith all theſe living in Philolopty. _. T0 

HBairen. I can but lay their Proteſtation over, 

So much (dear Liege) I have already ſworn, 

That is, to live and ſtudy herethree Years : 

But there are other ſtrict Obſervan ces 
77 that Term, 7 77 ON 
V hich I hope well is not enrolled there. 

And one Day in a week to touch no Food; 

Ard. but one Meal on every Day belide; 

The which J hope is not enrolled there. 

And then to ſleep but three Hours in the Night, 
And not he ſeen to wink of all the Day : 

When I was wont to think no harm all Night, 

And make a dark night too of half the Day; 

Which I hope well is not errolled there. 

O, theſe arè barren Tasks, too hard to keep; 

Not to ſee Ladies, ſkudy, faſt, not ſleep. | | 
King. Your Oath is paſt to pals away from theſe. 
Biren. Let me ſay no, my Liege, and if you pleaſe; 

I only {wore te ſtudy with your Grace, | 

And ſtay here in your Court for three Years ſpace. 
Leng. Ycu {wore to that Biron, and tothe reſt. 

Biron. By yea and nay Sir, they I ſwore in jeſt, 

What is the end of Study, let me know? 

King. Why that to know which elſe we ſhould not 
know. | 

, 8 Things hid and barr'd (you mean) from common 

enſe. 
King. Ay, that is Study's God-like Recompence. 

Biren. Come on then, I will {wear to ſtudy ſo, 

To know the Thing I am forbid to know; 

And thus to ſtudy where I well may dine; 

When I to faſt expreſly am forbid : 

Or ſtudy where to meet ſome Miſtreſs fine, 

When Miſtreſſes from common Senſe are bid: 


Or having ſworn too hard a keeping Oath, 
Study to break it, and not break my Troth, 
If Stud y's. Gain be thus, and this be ſo, 
Study knows that which yet it doth not know: 
Swear me to this, and I will ne'er ſay no. 
King. Theſe be the Stops that hinder Study quite, 
And train our.Intelle&s to vain Delight. 5 
BBiren. Why ? all Delights are vain, and that moſt vain, 
Which with Pain purchas d, doth inherit Pain; | 
As painfully to pore upon a Book, | | 
To ſeek the Light of Truth, while Truth the while 
Doth falſly blind the Eye-fight of his Look : 
Light ſeeking Light, doth Light beguilez , 
So ere you find where Light in Darknels lyes, 
Your Light gfows dark by.iofing of your Eyes. 
Study me how to p:eaſe the Eye indeed. 
By fixing it upon a fairer Eye; 
Who daziing lo, that Eye ſhall. be his heed, 
And give bim Light that it was blinded by, 
Study is like the Heaven's glarious Sun, 
That will not be deep ſearch'd with fawey Looks; 
Small have continual Plodders ever won, 
Save bale Authority from other Books. 
Thele earthly Godfathers of Heaven's Lights, 
That give a Name to every fixed Star, 
Have no mare Profit of their Shining Nights, 
Than thoſe chat walk, and wot not what they are. 
Too much to know, is to know nought but Fame; 
And every Godf.ther can give a Name, 
Ki g. How well he's read, to reaſon againſt reading. 
Dum. Proceeded well, to ſtop all good proceeding. 


Zong. He weeds the Corn, and itill lets grow the Weeding, 


op Biron. The Spring is near when Green Geele are a 
| breeding. | 
8 Dum. How follows that? 


Biron. Fit in his Place and Time. 

Dum. In Reaſon nothing. 

Biron. Something then in Rhime. 

Long. Biron is like an envious ſneaping Froſt, 
That bites the firſt- born Infants of the ↄpring. 


Ziron. Well, ſay Jam; why ſhould proud dummer boaſt, 


Before the Birds have any Cauſe to ſing? 
) e Why 
a 


Love's Labour's loſt. 5 
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6 Love's Labour lot. 
Why ſhould Tjoy in any abortive Birth ? 


At Chriſt mas | no more deſire a Role, 


Iban wiſh a Snow in May's new-fangled Shows: 
But like of each thing that in Seaſon grows. 
So you to ſtudy now it is too late, 
That were to climb o'er the Houſe t' unlock the Gate. 
King, Well, fit yeu out; go home Biron: Adieu. 
Biren. No, my good Lord, I have ſwornto ſtay with you, 
And though I] have for Barbariſm ſpoke more, | 
Than for that Angel Knowledge you can ſay, 
Yet corfident I'll keep what I have ſwore, = 
And bide the Penance of each three Years Day, 
Give me the Paper, let me read the ſame, 
And to the ſtricteſt Decrees I'll write my Name. | 
King. How well this yielding reſcues thee from Shame, 
Hiron. Item, That no Woman ſhall come within a Mile 
br my Court. - : | : = | 
Hath this been proclaimed? 
Long. Four Days ago. | 5 
Biren. Let's ſee the Penalty. 1 
On Pain of loſing her Tongue! 2 
Who devis'd this Penalty: 
Leong. Marry that did J. - 
Biron. Sweet Lord, and why? - . 
Leng. To fright them hence with that dread Penalty ; 
A dangerous Law againſt Gentility. d + 
ſtem, If any Man be ſeen to talk with a Woman within 
tbe Term of three Years, he ſhall endure ſuch publick 
Shame as the reſt of the Court ſhall poſſibly deviſe. 
Biren. This Article my Liege your ſelf muſt break, 
For well you know here comes in Embaſſy | 
The French King's Daughter, with your ſelf to ſpeak, 
A Maid of Grace and compleat Majeſty, | 
About Surrender up of Aquitain 15 
To her decrepit, ſick, and bed-rid Father: 
Therefore the Article is made in vain, 
Or vainly comes the admired Princeſs hither. 
King. What ſay you, Lords? 
Why, this was quite forgot. 
Biron. So ſtudy evermore is overſhot, - 
While it doth ſtudy to have what it would, 


| \ 
_ Love's Labour loft. - 
It doth forget to do the Thing it ſhould * _ 
And whenit hath the Thing it hunteth moſt, 
Tis won as Towns with Fire; ſo won, ſo loſt. 
King. We muſt of Force diſpence with this Decree, 
She muſt lye here on meer Neceſſity. | 
Biron. Neeeſſity will make us all forſworn 
Three thouſand Times within this three Years ſpace: 
For every Man with his Affects is born: 
Not by Might maſter'd, but by ſpecial Grace. 
If I break Faith, this Word ſhall break for m2, 
am forſworn on meer Neceſſity. | 
So to the Laws at large I write my Name, 
And he that breaks them in the leaſt Degree, 
Stands in Attainder of eternal Shame, , 
Suggeſtions are to others as to me; 
But | believe although I ſeem lo oth, 
I am the laſt that willlaſt keep his Oath, 
But is there no quick Recreation granted? 
King. Ay that there is; our Court you know is haunted, 
With a conceited Traveller of Spain, \ 
A Manin all the World's new Faſhions Planted, 
That bath a Mint of Phraſes in his Brain: 
One whom the Muſick of his own vain Tongue, 
Doth raviſh [ike inchanting Harmony: 88 
A Man of Complements, whom Right and Wrong 
Have choſe an Umpire of their Mutiny, 
This Child of Fancy, that Armad; hight, 
For interim of our Studies, {hall relate 
In high-born Words the worth of many a Knight: 
From tawny Spain loſt in the World's Debate, | 
How you delight my Lords, I know not, I; 
But I proteſt 1 love to hear him lie, 
And I will uſe him for my Minſtrelſie. 
Biron, Armado is a moſt illuſtrious Wight, 
A Man of Fire, new Words, Faſhion's own Knight, 
Long. Ceſtard the Swain, and he, ſhall be our Sport; 
And ſo to ſtudy, three Years is but ſhort. 
Enter Dull and Coſtard with a Letter. 
Dull. Which is the Duke's own Perlon ? 
Biren. This, Fellow, what would'ſt ? | 
Dull, 1 my {elf reprehend his own Perſon, for T am his 
Grace's Tharlborough: but I would ſee his own Perſon in 
. Fleſh and Blood, A 4 Biron. 


— Love? s Lab" 's 2 


Biron. This is he. 5 
Dull. Signior Arme, Arme . you. 

There's yillainy abroad; this Letter will tell you more. 
. Sir, the contempts thereof are as touching me. 
King. A Letter from the magnificent Ar ma do. 

Biron. How low ſoever the Matter, I hope in God for 
high Words. 
Tong. A high Hope for a low Heaven; God grant us 

Patience, | 
HBiren. To hear, or forbear hearing. 

Teng. To hear meekly, Sir, to laugh moderately, or to 
forbear beth. | 

Biren. Well Sir, be it as the stile ſhall give us cauſe to 
elimb in the Merrineſs. 

Coſt. The matter is to me Sir, as concerning Jaquenetta, 

The manner of it is, I was taken with the manner. 
Biron. In what manner? 1 
Coſt. In manner and form, following, Sir, all thoſe 

three. I was ſeen with her in the Mannor-houſe, fitting 

with her upon the Form, ard taken following her into the 

Fark; which put together, is in manner and form follow- 

ing. Now Sir, for the manner: In the manner of a Man 

to ſpeak to a Woman; for the form, in ſome form. 5 
Biron. For the following, £ Sir. 

Cit. As it ſhall follow i in my Correction, and God de- 
fend the right. 

King. Will you hear me Letter with Attention 2 

Biron. As we would hear an Oracle. 

Cat. Such is the Simplicity of Man to hearken after 
the Fleſh. 

King Reat Deputy, the Nelkin-s Vicegerent, and ſele 

reads, Deminatcr ef Navarre, my Sculs Earth's 

Cod, ana Bech s feftring Patron 
2 Gf Not a Word of Coftard yet. 


So it i f ? 
lf. It may be ſo ; ; but if he ſaysit i is ſo, he is in tel 
ling true: but ſo. | 
ing. Peace, 
Colt, Be to me, and every Man this dares not fight, 
King. No Words. . | | 
. Of other Mens Secrets I beſeech you. 


King. 


Love's Labour”s Joſt. . 9 
King. Co it is, beſieged with ſable coloured Melancholy, 1 


did commend the. black oppreſſing Humour to the moſt whole= 


"ſome Phyſick of thy Health-giving Air; and as Tam a Gentle- 


man, betcok my ſelf to walk : The Time when? about the ſixth 
Hour, when Beaſts meſt graze, birds beſt peck, and Men fit 
dewn to that Nouriſhment which is call d Supper. So much 
for the Time when, Nom for the Ground which: which I mean 
I wall dupon; it is ycleped, thy Park. Then fer the Place where, 
where I mean I did inccunter that obſcene and miſt pre paſte- 
raus Event that draweth my ſnow-white Pen the Ebon-co- 
lour' d Ink, which here thou vie weſt, beh:ldeſt, ſurveyed, er 


' ſeef. But to the Place where : It ſtandeth Nertb Nerth Eaſt 


and by Eaſt from the Weſt corner of thy curious kuotted Gar- 
den. There did 1 ſee that low ſpirited Swain, that baſe Mi- 


now of thy Mi: th, (Cet. Me?) that unlettered ſmall· in wing 


Soul, (Coſt. Me ?) that ſtalli w Vaſſal, (Ceft. Stil me?) which 
as I re member, hight Coſtard, (Ciſt. O me !) ſerted and con- 


ſorted contrary to thy eſtabliſped pruclaimed Edict and conti- 


nent Cann : Which with—0 with—but with this I paſſin 
to ſay wherewtt. : | | 

Cf. With a Wench. | | 

King. Vith a Child ef our Grandmother Eve, a Female; 


er for thy more underſtanding, aWoman; him, I (as my e- 
ver eſteem d Duty pricks ane on) bave ſent to thee, to recerve 


the meed of Puniſhment by thy ſweet Grace s Officer, Axthony 
Dull, à Man of good repute, carriage, bearing, and eſtima- 
tion. 3 | 
Dull. Me, an't ſhall pleaſe you? I am Anthony Dal. 
King. Fer Jaquenetta (% is the weaker Teſel call d 
which I apprehend with the aforeſaid Swain, I keep her as a 
veſſel of thy Laws fury, and ſhall at the leaſt of thy ſweet ne- 
tice bring ber to a Trial. Thine in all ccmplements of devoi- 
ed and heart-burning heat of Duty. | : 
| Don Adriana de Armado. 


Biron. This is not ſo well as I look d for, but the beſt 


that ever [I heard. 
King. Ay the beſt for the worſt, But Sirrah, What ſay 
you to this ? . 
Coſt. Sir, | confeſs the Wench, _ 
ing. Did you hear the Proclamation ? 
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10 Love's Labour loft. 
Gf. I do confeſs much of the hearing it, but little of 
the marking of it. 

King. It was proclaim d a years impriſonment to be 
taken with a Wench. 

Coft. I was taken with none, Sir, I was taken with a 
8 

Well, it was proclaimed Damoſel. 

Ce This was no Damoſel, neither, Sir, the was a Virgin 
King. It is ſo va ied too, for it was proclaim'd Virgin. 
Cot. If it were, I deny her Virginity : I was taken 

with a Maid, 
This Maid will not ſerye your turn, Sir. 

3 2 This Maid will ſerve my turn, Sir. 

Eig. Sir, I will pronounce Sentence; you ſhall faſt a 
Week with Bran and Water. 
. I had rather pray a Month with Mutton and Por- 
ridge. | 
King. And Don Armada ſhall be your Keeper. 
My Lord Biron, ſee him deliver'd oer, | 
And go we Lords to put in practice that c 
Which each to other hath ſo ſtrongly ſworn, [ Exeunt. 
Biren. Fil lay my Head toany good Man's Hat; 
Theſe Oaths and Laws will prove an idle Scorn. 
Sirrah, come on. f | 
G. I ſuffer for the Truth, Sir: For true it is, I Was 
taken with Jaquenetta, and Jaquenetta is a true Girl; and 
therefore welcome the ſower Cup of Proſperity: Affliction 
may one Day ſmile again, and until then fit down Sorrow. 


; [ Exeunt, 
Enter Armado and Moth. 
Arm. Boy, what Sign is it when a Man of . Spirit 
grows melancholy. 
Met b. A great Sign, Sir, that he will look ſad. 
Arm. Why ? ? Sadneſs is ore and the ſelf-ſame thing 


dear Imp. 
Metb. No, no, O Lord, Sir, no. 
Arm. How canſt thou part Sadneſs and Melancholy 


my tender Javenile ? 
Meth. By a familiar Demonſtration of the working, my 


tough Signior. 
Arm. Why tous Sh. Sigrior, why tough Sigpior?ꝰ 


At. Why tender Juvenije? Why tender * 
vm. 


Love's Labour”s loſt. IT 


Arm, I ſpoke it tender Juvenile, as a congruent Epi- 


theton, appertaining to thy young Days, which we may 
rominate tender. 


Meth. And I tough Signior, as an appertinent Title to 
your old time, which we may term tough. 


Arm, Pretty and apt. 


Moth. Ho + mean you, Sir, I pretty, and my Sayi ing apt ? 


or I apt, and my Saying pretty ? 
Arm. Thou pretty, 4 little. 
Moth. Little pretty, becauſe little; wherefore apt? 
Arm. And therefore apt, becauſe quick. | 
Mot h. Speak youthisin my Praiſe, Maſter ? 
Arm. In thy condign Praiſe, 
Meth. I will praiſe an Eel with the ſame Praiſe. 
Arm. What? that an Bel is ingenious. 

Hot b. That an Eel is quick. 


Arm. I do ſay thou art quick in Anſwers. Thou heat't 


my blood. 

Moth, I am anſwer'd, Sir. 

Arm. I love not to be croſt, 

Moth. He ſpeaks the clean contrary, . Love not 3 

Arm. Ihave promis'd to ſtudy three Vears with the Duke. 

Moth. You may do it in an hour, Sir. 

Arm, Impoſſible. 

Meth. How many is one thrice told? 

Arm. J am ill at reckoning, it fits the Spirit of a Taper. 
Meth. You are a Gentleman and a Gameſter. 

Arm. 1 confeſs both, they are both the Varniſh of a 
compleat Man. 

Math. Then I am ſure you know how much the &rols 
Sum of deuce-ace amounts to. 

Arm. It doth amount to one more than two. 

Moth. Which the bale vulgar call three. 

Arm. True. 

Moth. Why, Sir, is this ſuch a Piece of Stud 55 ? Now 
here's three ſtudied ere you'll thrice wink; and how eafie 
it is to put Years to the Word three; and ſtud y three 
Years in two Words, the Dancing-horſe wil tell you. 

Arm. A moſt fine Figure: 

Math. To prove you a Cypher. 

Arm. I will hereupon contels Jam in Love; and as it is 
boy for a Soldier ro Love; ſo am I in love with A _ 
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Then it ſhe tear, or be too blame, 


a 


12 ' Love's Labour”s loft. 


Wench. If drawing my Sword agairſt the Humour of 


Affection, would deliver me from the reprobate Thought ' 
of it, I would take Deſire Priloner,, and ranſom him to 


any French Courtier for a new devis'd Curtſy. I think 
Zorn to ſigh, methinks I ſhould out-ſwear Cupid. Com - 


fort me, Boy: What great Men have been in Love : MTS 
Mieth. Hercules, Maſter. | 


Arm. Moſt ſweet Hercules! More Authority, Joke Boy. | 
Name more; and ſweet my Child, let them be Men of 
good Repute and Carriage. 

Meth. Sampſen, Maſter, he was a Man of good Carri- 
age, great Carriage; for he carried the Town Gates on 
his Back like a Porter, and he was in Love. 

Arm. O well knit Sampſon, ſtrong-jointed Sampſon ;.1 
do excel thee in my Rapier, as much as thou did'ſt me in 
carying Gates. I am in Love too. Who was | Hrs. he 
Love, my dear oth? - - 

Meth. A Woman, Maſter. i 

Arm. Of what Complection? 

Met h. Of all the four, or the three, or the two, or one 
of the four. 

Arm. Tell me preciſely oſ what Complection? 

Meth. Ot the Sea-water Green, Sir. 8 

Arm. Is that one of the four CompleQions ? 5 

Meth. As I have read, Sir, and the beſt of them too. 

Arm. Green, indeed, is the Colour of Lovers; but to 
have a Love of that Colour, methinks, Sampſon had ſmall 
Reaſon for it. He ſurely affected her for her. Wit. 

Meth, It was ſo, Sir, ſhe had a Green Wit. 

Arm. My Love is moſt immaculate White and Red. 

Mtb. Moſt immaculate Thoughts, Maſter, a are mask d 


under ſuch Colours. 


Arm. Define, Define, well educated wag. | 
Motb. My. Father's Wit, and my Mother's Tongue 
aſſiſt me. 

Arm. Sweet Inyocation of a Child, moſt pretty and 
pathetical. 

Meth. If ſhe be made of White and Red, 

Her Faults will ne'er be known; 
For bluſhing Cheeks by Faults are bred, 
And fears by pale white ſhown; 


© Love's Labour's bot. 
By tbis you ſhall not know, ' ,, FO. 
For ſtill her Cheeks poſſeſs the ſame, 165; 26-53 he 
Which native ſhe doth owe. | | 

A dangerous Rhime, Maſter,againſt the Reaſon of White: 


and red. | Z . 4 * ö . 
Arm. Is there not a Ballad, Boy, of the King and tgne 
Beggar? | 28 ET, > h 
Meth. The World was guilty of ſuch a Ballad ſome * 
three Ages ſince, but I think now tis not to be found; or i 
if it were, it would neither ſerve ' for the Writing, nor Ti 
the Tune. 1 0 3 
Arm. 1 will have that ſubje& newly writ o'er that I i 
may example my digreſſion bx ſome mighty Prefadent. 1 
Boy, I do love that Country Girl that I took in the * 
Park with the Rational Hind Coſtard; ſhe deſerves 1 
well. e e 16:3 eee | þ 
Moth. To be whipp'd, and yet a better Love than my 1 
Maſter. 1 25 9 
Arm. Sing Boy, my Spirits grows heavy in Love. ³⁵⁶ 
Moth. And that's great Marvel, loving a light Wench, vx 
Arm. I ay ſing. Al | | 45 Fe 9 
Mot h. Forbear till this Company be paſt. 3 
Enter Coſtard, Dull, Jaquenetta and Maid. | 9 
Dull. Sir, the Duke's Pleaſure is, that you keep Ciftard A 
ſafe, and you muſt. let him take no Delight, nor no Pe- ol 
nance, but he muſt faſt three Days a Week; for this Dam | 
ſel, I muſt keep her at the Park, ſhe is allow'd for tbe 9 
Day-woman. Fare you well. LExit. 1 
76e - do betray my (elf with bluſhing : Maid. | ul 
2. an. | . 
Arm, will viſit thee at the Lodge. 5 1 
Jaq. That's here by, | . 
Arm. I know where it is ſituate. ' 
Jag. Lord how wiſe you are! "nn 
Arm, I will tell thee Wonders, 6 
Jag. With that Face? "Mp 
Arm, | love thee. 1 
Jaq. Sol heard you ſay. 3. 
Arm. And lo fare vel. 3% 
Maid. Fair Weather after you, 1 
Come Jaquznetta, away. | [_Exeunt. ; 1 
Arm. Villain thou {halt faſt for thy Offence ere thou be = 
pardoned, Ceſt, 11 
| 


14 Love's Labour 's loſt. 
Cut. Well, Sir, I hope, when I do it, I ſhall do it on 
a full Stomach. „ | 
Arm. Thou ſhalt be heavily puniſh'd. £ 

Ct. I am more bound to you than your Fellows, for 
they are but lightly rewarded. Oe» 

Arm. Take away this Villain, ſhuthim up. 
Meth, Come you tranſgreſſing flave, a way. | 
: Ct. Let me not be pent up, Sir, I will be faſt being 
ooſe. 
Moth. No, Sir, that were faſt and looſe; thou ſhalt 
to P riſon. N . 
Coſt. Well, if ever I do ſee the merry Days of Deſolation 
that I have ſeen, ſome ſhall ſee 02 18 | 

Meth. What Mall ſome ſee? | 

Coſt. Nay, nothing, Maſter Moth, but what they look 
upon. It is not for Priſoners to be ſilent in their Words, 
and therefore I will ſay nothing; I thank God, I have as 
little Patience as another Man, and therefore I can be 
quiet. 1 [ Exit, 

Arm. 1 do affect the very ground (which is baſe) where 
her Shoe (which is baſer) guided by her Foot (which is 
baſeſt) doth tread. I ſhall be forſworn, which is a great 
Argument of Falſhood, if I Love. And how can that be 
true Love, which is falſely attempted ? Love is a familiar, 
Love is a Devil; there is no evil Angel but Love, yet 
Sampſon was ſo tempted, and he had an excellent Strength; 
yet was Solomon fo ſeduced, and he had a very good Wit. 
cupid's But-ſhaft is too hard for Hercules Club, and there - 
fore too much odds for a Spanzard's Rapier; the firſt and 
ſecond Cauſe will not ſerve my turn; the Paſſadb he reſpects 
not, the Duello he regards not; hisdiſgrace is to be call'd 
Boy; but his Glory is to ſubdue Men. Adieu Valour, 
ruſt Rapier, be ſtill Drum, for your Manager is in Love; 
yea, he loveth. Aſſiſt me ſome extemporal God of Rhime, 
for I am ſure I ſhall turn Sonnet. Deviſe Wit, write Pen, 
for I am for whole Volumes in Folio. e 


Love's Labour's off, 15 


ACT þ SCHNS::&-:.: 


Enter the Princeſs of France, Roſaline, Maria, Catherine, 
Boyet, Lords, and other Attendants. | 


Tow. Madam, ſummon up your deareſt Spirits, 
Conſider whom the King your Father ſends; 

To whom he ſends, and what's his Embaſſy. 

Yourſelf, held precious in the World's Eſteem, 

To parley with the ſole Inheritor 

Of all Perfections that a Man may owe, 

Matchleſs Navarre; the Plea of no leſs weight 

Than Aquitain, a Dowry for a Queen. 

- Benow as prodigal of all dear Grace, 

As nature was in making Graces dear, 

When ſhe did ſtarve the general World beſide, 

And prodigally gave them all to you. 1 
Prin. Good Lord Beyet, my Beauty though but mean, 

Need not the painted flouriſh of your Praiſe; * 

Beauty is bought by Judgment of the Eye, 

Not utter d by baſe Sale of Chapmens Tongues. 

I am leſs proud to hear you tell my Worth, 

Than you much willing to be counted wile, 

In ſpend ing thus your Wit in Praiſe of mine. 

But now to task the tasker; good Boyet, 

You are not ignorant, all-telling Fame | 

Doth noiſe abroad. Navarre hath made a Vow, 

Till painful Study fhall out-wear three Years, 

No Woman may approach his ſilent Court 

Therefore to us ſeemeth it a needful courſe, 

Before we enter his forbidden Gates, 

To know his Pleaſure; and in that behalf, 

Bold of your Worthineſs, we ſingle you 

As our beſt moving fair Sollicitor. 

Tell him the Daughter of the King of France, 

On ſerious Buſinels, eraving quick Diſpateh, 

Importunes perſonal Conference with his Grace. | 

Haſte, ſigniſie ſo. much, while we attend. 


Boyet. 
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Like humble-viſag'd Suitors, his high Will. | 
Beet. Proud of Employment wilſingly Igo. Exit. 
Prin. All Pride is willing Pride, and yours is ſo; J 
Who are the Votaries, my loving Lords, 
That are vow - Fellows to this virtuous Duke? 
Tor. Lengavile is one. 
Prin. Know you the Man ? 3 
Mar. I knew him, Madam, at a Marriage Feaſt, 
Between Lord Perigert, and the beauteous Heir 
Of Jaques Faulconbriqge ſolemnized. 7 
In Normandy ſaw I this Longavile, Lies” 8 
A Man of Sovereign Parts he is eſteem'd; 
Well fitted in the Arts, glorious in Arms, 
Nothing becomes him ill that he would well, 
The only Soil of his fair Virtue's Gloſs, 
(It Virtue's Gloſs will ſtain with any Soil,) 
Is a fharp Wit match d with too blunt a Will; 
Wheſe Edge hath Power to cut, whoſe Will ſtill wills 
It ſhould ſpare none that come within his Power. 
Prin. Some merry-mocking Lord belike, is't ſo? 
Mar. They ſay ſo moſt, that moſt his Humours know. 
Prin. Such ſhort-liv'd Wits do wither as they grow. 
Who are the reſt? _ 0 5 
Cath. The young Dumain, a well accompliſh'd Youth, 
Of all that Virtue love, for Virtue lov'd. | | 
Moſt Power to do moſt harm, leaſt knowing ill; 
For he hath Wit to make an ill-ſhape good, 
And Shape to win Grace, tho' he had no Wit. 
I ſaw him at the Duke of Alanzon's once, 
And much too little of that Good I ſaw, 
Is my Report to his great Worthineſs. | 
Ra. Another of theſe Students at that time, 
Was there with him, as I have heard a Truth: 
Biron they call him: but a merrier Man, 
Within the Limit of becoming Mirth, 
I never ſpent an Hour's Talk withal. 
His Eyes begets occaſion for Wit, 
For every Object that the one doth catch, 
The other turns to a Mirth-moving Jeſt. 
Which his fair Tongue (Conceit's Expoſitor) 
Delivers in ſuch apt and gracious Words, | | 
That aged Years play Truant to his Tales, | N 
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And younger Hearings are quite raviſhed : 
So ſweet and valuable is his Diſcourſe. 
Prin. God bleſs my Ladies, are they all in love, 
That every one her own hath garniſhed, N 
With ſuch bedecking Ornaments of Praiſe? 
Mar. Here comes Boyet. | 
0 v | | Enter Boyet. | 
Prin, Now, what Admittance, Lord? | 
Beet. Navarre had Notice of your fatr Approach; 
And he and his Competitors in Oath, _ | 
Were all addreſt to meet you, gentle Lady, 
Before I came : Marry thus I have learnt, 
He rather means to lodge you in the Field, 
Like one that comes here to beſiege his Court, 
Than ſeek a Diſpenſation for his Oath, 
To let you enter his unpzopled Houſe. 
Here comes Navarre. 1 „ 
Enter the King, SO Dumain, Biron, and Atten- 
| | | lands. | 
King. Fair Princeſs, welcome to the Court of Navarre. 
Prin. Fair I give you back again, and welcome I have 
not yet: The Roof of this Court is too high to be yours, 
and welcome to the wide Fields, too baſe to'b2 mine, 
King. You ſhall be welcome, Madam, to my Court. 
Prin, I will be welcome then; conduR me thither. 
King. Hear me, dear Lady, I have ſworn an Oath, 
Prin, Our Lady help my Lord, he'll be forſworn. 
King. Not for the World, fair Madam, by my Will. 
Trin. Why, will ſhall break its will, and nothing elle, 
King. Your Ladyſhip is ignorant what it is. 
Prin. Were my Lord ſo, his Ignorance were wiſe, 
Where now his Knowledge muſt prove Ignorance, ' 
I hear your Grace hath ſworn 6ut Houſe-keeping : "> 
'Tis deadly Sin to keep that Oath, my Lord: 
And Sin to break it. | Ei 3 
But pardon me, I am too ſudden bold, 
To teach a Teacher ill beſeemeth me; | 
Vuuchſafe to read the Purpole of my coming, ne, 
And ſuddenly reſolve me in my Suit. | by 
King, Madam, I will, if ſuddenly I may. 
Prin. You will the ſooner that I were away, 
For you'l} prove perjur'd if you make me ſtay, 
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Biron. Did not I dance with you in Brabant once? 
Roſa. Did not I dance with you in Brabant once? 
Biron, T know you did, | | 
Roſa, How needleſs was it then to ask the Queſtion ? 
Biron. Y ou muſt not be ſo quick. ak 
Reſa. Tis long of you that ipur me with ſuch Queſtions, 
Biron. Your Wit's too hot, it ſpeeds too faſt, twill tire, 
Roſa. Not' till it leave the Rider in the Mire. 
Biron. What Time a Day? 9 
R:/a. The Hour that Fools ſhould ask. 
Biren. Now Fair befall your Mask. 
Roſa. Fair fall the Face it covers. 
Bron, And {end you many Lovers. 
Roſa. Amen, ſo you be none. 
Biron. Nay then will I be gone. | 
King. Madam, your Father here doth intimate 

The Payment ofa hundred thouſand Crowns; 

Being but th one half of an intire Sum, 

Disburſed by my Fatber in his Wars. 

But ſay that he, or we, as neither have, 

Receiv'd that Sum; yet there remains unpaid 


A hundred thouſand more; in Surety of the which, 
One part of Aquitain is bound to us, 


Although not valu'd tothe Money's worth. 
If then the King your Father will reſtore 
But that one Half which is unſatis(y'd, 

We will give up our Right in Aquzitazn, 
And hold fair Eriendibep with tis Ma'ieſty : 


But that it ſeems he little purpoleth, 


For here he doth demand to have repaid - 

An hundred theuſand Crowns, and not remembers 
One Payment of an hundred thouſand Crowns, 
To have his Title live in Agquitain; : 

Which we much rather had depart withal, 

And have the Money by our Father lent, 


Than Aquitain, fo guelded as it is. 


Dear Princeſs, were not his Requeſt ſo far 
From Reaſon's yielding, your fair ſelf ſhould make, 


A yielding gainſt ſome Reaſon in my Breaſt, 
And go well ſatisfied to France again, 7 
Prin. You do the King my Father too much Wrong, 
And wrong the Reputation of your Name, — , 
"2866 a ; n 
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In ſo unſeeming to confeſs Receipt. 


Of that which hath ſo faithfully been paid. 
King. I do proteſt I never heard of it; 


And if you prove it, Il] repay it back, 


Or yield up Aquitazn. | 
Prin, We arreſt your Word: 


| Zuyet, you can produce Acquittances - | . 


For ſuch a Sum, from ſpecial Officers 
Of Charles his Father, 
King. Satisſie me ſo. Jo 
Boyet. So pleaſe your Grace, the Packet is not come, 
Where that and ather Specialties are bound : 
To Morrow you ſhall have a Sight of them. 
King. It ſhall ſuffice me; at which Interview, 


All liberal Reaſon would 1 yield unto: 


Mean time receive ſuch welcome at my Hand, 
As Honour, without Breach of Honour may 
Make tender of, to thy true Worthineſs. | 


Lou may not come, fair Princeſs, in my Gates, 


But here without you ſhall be ſo receiv' d, 
As you ſhall deem your ſelf lodg'd in my Heart, 


I ho' ſo deny d farther Harbour in my Houſe: 


Your own good Thoughts excuſe me, and fare wel; 
To Morrow we ſhall viſit you again. 


Prin. Sweet Health and fair Deſires comfort your Gr ace. 


King. Thy own Wiſh, wiſh I thee, in every Place. LExit. 
Biron. Lady, I will commend you to my own Heart. 
R.ſa. Pray you do my Commendations z 


I would be glad to ſee it. 


Biron, I would you heard it groan. 
Roſa. Is the. Soul fick ? | 

Biron. Sick at the Heart. 

Roſa. Alack, let it Blood. 

Biron. Would that do it good? 

Roſa. My Phyſick ſays ay. | 
Biron, Will you prick't with your Eye. 
Roſa, No poyat, with my Knife. 
Biren. Now God faye thy Life. 

Roſa. And yours from long living. 


Biren. I cannot ſtay Thankſgiving. Exit. 


3 | Enter Dumain. ER 
Dum. Sir, I pray you a Word; What Lady is that ſzme? 


. Biron. 
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1 Biron, The Heir of Alanſon, Reſaline her Name. 8 

Dum. A gallant Lady; Monſieur fare you well. [ Exit, 1 
175 „ HO 7, 

Leng. I beleech you a Word: What is ſhe in white? 
Beyet. A Woman ſometimes, if you ſaw her in the Light. 

Long. Perchance Light in the Light: I deſire her Name. 

Bsaqaet. She hath butone for her lelf; = | 

Io deſire that were a Shame. 
Long. Pray you Sir, whole Daughter? 
Bojet. Her Mother's, I have heard. 
Zeng. God's Bleſſing on your Beard. 
Bojet. Good Sir, be not offended. 

She is an Heir of Faulconbridge. 

Long. Nay, my Choller is ended: 

She is a moſt ſweet Lady, 
Boyet. Not unlike Sir, that may be. [ Exit Long. 

„fuer Biron.. 755 

.Biron. What's her Name in the Cap? 

Beet. Katherine by good hap. 

Biron. Is ſhe wedded or no? 

.Beyet. To her Will, Sir, or ſo. | | 
Bron, You are welcome Sir: Adieu. [Exit Biron. 
Boyet.* Farewel to me Sir, and welcome to you. 
Mar. That laſt is Biron, the merry Mad-cap Lord; 

Not a Word with him but a Jeſt. 
Beet. And every Jeſt but a Word. 5 

Prin. It was well done of you to take him at his word. 

BZqet. 1 was as willing to grapple as he was to board. 

Mar. Two hot Sheeps, marry; ñƷkl | 

Beyet. And wherefore not Ships? 

No Sheep (ſweet Lamb) unleſs we feed on your Lips. 

Mar. You Sheep, and I Paſture ; ſhall that finiſh the ſeſt? 
Beyet. So you grant Paſture for me. 

Mar. Not fo, gentle Beaſt; 

My Lips are no common, though ſeyeral they be. 
Beyet. Belonging to whom? 
Mar. To my Fortunes and me. 5 
Prin. Good Wits will be jangling; but Gentles agree. 

This Civil War of Wits were much better us d 

On Navarre and his Book-Men; for here tis abus d. 

Boayet. If my Obſervation (which very ſeldom lyes, 

By the Heart's ſtill Rhetorick, diſcloſed with ar” 
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Deceive me not now, Navarre is infected. 
Prin. With what? „ of 90 ped 1 
Bayet. With that which we Lovers intitle affected. 
Prin. Your Reaſon? 117 


Beyet, Why all his Bebaviours do make their Retire 
= To the Court of his Eye, peeping thorough Deſire: 


His Heart like an Agat with your Print impreſſed ; 
Proud with his Form, in his Eye Pride expreſſed: 
-His Tongue all N to ſpeak and not ſee, 
Did ſtumble wich haſte in his Eye- ſight to be: 
All Senſes to that Senſe did made their Repair, 
.-Lo feel eib on Faireft heir: 
Methought all his Senſes were lock d in his Eye, 
As Jewels in Chryſtai for ſome Prince to buy z  _ 
Who tendring their own Worth from whence they were 
Did point out to buy them along as you paſt. * [ glaſt, 
His Faces own Margent did quote ſuch Amazes, - 
That all Eyes ſaw his Eyes inchanted with Gazes: 
I'll give you Aquitain, and all that is his, ; 
And you give him for my ſake but one loving Kiſs. 
Prin. Come to our Pavillion, Boyet is diſpas'd. 
Boyet. But to ſpeak that in Words which his Eye hath 
I only have made a Mouth of his Eye, {fdilclosd; 
By adding a Tongue which I know will not lie, 
Roſa. Thou art an old Love-monger, and ſpeakeſt skil- 


>= 


fully. : 
Mar. He is Cupid's Grandfather, and learns News of 
him, 


Roa. Then was Venus like her Mother, for her Father 
is but grim, | | 

Boyet. Do you hear, my mad Wenches ? 

Mar, No. 

Boyet. What then, do you ſee? 

Reſa. Ay, our way to be gone. 

Boyet. You are too hard for me, [ Exeunt. 
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ACT HI. SCENE I. 
Enter Armado and Moth, 


———— 
Arm XJ Arble Child, make paſſionate my Senſe of 
hearing. | | 


Moth, Concolinel,c—_ | 

Arm: Sweet Air; go Tenderneſs of Years; take this 
Key, give Inlargement to the Swain; bring him feſtinately 
hither: I muſt imploy him in a Letter to my Love. 

Meth. Will you win your Love with a French Braul? 

Arm. How mean ſt thou, brauling in French. 

Meth. No my compleat Maſter, but to Jig off a Tune 
at the Tongue's End, canary to it with the Feet, humour 
it with turning up your Eye; ſigh a Note and ſing a 
Note, ſometimes through the Throat: If you {wallow'd 
Love with Singing, love ſometime through the Noſe, as 

if yog ſnuft up Love by {melling Love, with your Hat 

Penthouſe-like o'er the Shop of your Eyes, with your 
Arms croſt on your thinbelly Doublet, (like a Rabbet on 

2 Spit) or your Hands in your Pocket, like a Man after 
the old Painting, and keep not too long in one Tune, but 

à Ship and away: Theſe are Complements, theſe are Hu- 
mours, theſe betray nice Wenches that would be betray'd 
without theſe, and make them Men of Note: Do you 
note, Men that moſt are affected to thele ? | 

Arm. How haſt thou purchas d this Experience? 

Moth, By my Pen of Obſervation. 

Arm. But Oh, but O 

Acth, The Hobby- horſe is forgot. 

Arm. Call'ſt thou my Love Hobby-horſQ. 

Math. No, Maſter, the Hobby-Hotle is but a Colt, and 
your Love perhaps a Hackney: 
But have you forgot your Love ? 

Arm. Almoſt I had, | | 

Meth. Negligent Student, learn her by heart, 

Arm. By heart, and in heart, Boy. | 

Mot h. And out of Heart, Maſter: All thoſe three I will 

| prove. Z Arm, 


me to ridiculous Smiling: O pardon me my Stars, doth 
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Arm. What wilt thou prove ? | . 
Moth. A Man, if I live (and this) by, in, and without 
upon the Inſtant: In Heart you love her, becauſe your 
Heart is in love with her; and out of Heart you love her 
being out of Heart that you cannot enjoy her. . 
Arm. I am all theſe three. | 
2 And three Times as much more; and yet nothing 
at all. N 
eg Feteh hither the Swain, he muſt ggarry me a 
etter. | 
Meth, A Meſſage well ſimpathiz d; a Horſe to be Em- 
baſſador for an Aſs, . 
Arm, Ha, ha; what ſay'ſt thou? 
Meth. Marry Sir, you muſt ſend the Aſs upon the Horſe, 
for he is very flow gated: But I go. | 
Arm. The way is but ſhort; away, 
Meth. As ſwift as Lead, Sir. | 
Arm. Thy Meaning, pretty Ingenious? is not Leal a 
Metal heavy, dull and flow ? | 
Moth, Minime honeſt Maſter, or rather Maſter no. 
Arm. I ſay Lead is flow. | — 
Meth. Youare too ſwift Sir, to ſay ſo. 
Is that Lead low, Sir, which is fir'd from a Gun? 
Arm. Sweet Smoak of Rhetorick ; 
He reputes me a Cannon, and the Bullet that's he: 
I ſhoot thee at the Swain. | | 
Moth. Thump then, and J fly. | Exit. 
Arm. A moſt acute Juvenile, voluble and free of Grace; 
By thy Favour ſweet Welkin, I muſt ſigh in thy Face. 
Moſt rude Melancholy, Valour gives thee Place. 


My Herald is return d. 


Enter Moth and Coſtard. 
Meth. A Wonder, Maſter, here's a Coſtard broken in a 


Shin, | | | 
Arm, Some Enigma, ſome Riddle, no Zenvey, begin. 
Coſt. No Egma, no Riddle, no Zenvoy, no Slave, in 


the Male, Sir. O Sir, Plantan, a plain Plantan; no Zen- 


voy, no Lenvoy, or Salve, Sir, but Plantan. | 
Arm, By Vertue thou inforceſt Laughter, thy filly | 


Thought, my Spleen, the heaving of my Lungs provokes 
the 
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the inconſiderate take Salve for Tenvę, and the word 


Lenvoy for a Salve? | 
Moth. Do the Wiſe think them ather, is not Len a 


Salve? l plain 


Arm. No Page, i it is an Epilogue or Diſcourle,to make 
Some obſcure Precedence that, hath tofore been fain. 


Nom will. I begin your Moral, and do you follow with 
my Lenvg. I 


The Fox, the Ape; and. the Humble-bee, . 
Were {till at odds, being: Eut three. 
Meth. Untikthe Gooſe came out of Door, 
Staying the odds by adding fou. 
A good Lenvq, ending i in the Gooſe; would you 1 
fire more? 


Cf. TheBoy hath C ſold him aBargain, 2Gooſe that sflat, 


ir your penny - worth is good, and your Gooſe be fat. 
To ſell a Bargain well is as cunning as faſt and looſe, 


Let me ſee a tat.Zenvoy, I that's a tat Goole. 


Arm. Come hither, come hither; _ 


How did this Argument begin? 
Moth. By ſaying that a C ftard was broken i in a Shin. 


1 


Coſt; "Tue, and I for a Plantan; 2 


Thus came your Argument in; 


Then the Boys ſat Lanvq, the Gooſe that's you „ 
And He . — the Market. 
Arm. But tell me; how was there a e broken i in 


a Shin 2 He e 


Meth. L will tell) you ſenſibly. = 
C. Thou haſt no feeling « of it, Mcth, 
J will ſpeak that Lenuy. 


J Ciftard running out, that was ſafely within, 


Fell over the Threſhold,, and broke my Shin. 
Arm. We will talk no more of this Matter. 
Caſt. Till there be more Matter in the Shin. 
Arm. Sirrah, Coſtard, I will infranchiſe thee. 
C:ft. O, Marry m2 to one Francis, 1 ſmell ſome Tenvs 77 


ſome Gooſe in this. 
Arm. By my ſweet Soul, I mean ſetting thee at Liber- 


ty. Enfreedoming thy Perſon; thou wert immur'd, re- 


ſtrained, captivated, bound. 
Cut. True, true, and now you will be my Purgation, 
and let me looſe, Arm. 
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Arm. I give thee thy Liberty, ſet thee from durance, 
and in lieu thereof, impoſe on thee nothing but this; bear 
this ſignificant to the Country-Maid Jaquenetta; there is 
Remuneration, for the beſt ward of mine Honours is re- 
warding my Dependants. Meth, follow. [ Exit. 
Meth. Like the Sequel I. | 
Signior Cofard adieu. ; [ Exif, 
Cot. My ſweet Ounce of Man's Fleſh, my in-cony Jew z 
Now will I look to his Remuneration. 
Remuneration, O, that's-the Latin Word for three Far- 
things: Three Farthings Remuneration, What's the Price 
of this Incle? a Fenny, No, I'll give you a Remunera- 
tion: Why ? It carries its Remuneration: Why? It is a 
fairer Name than a French-Crown. I will never buy 
and fell out of this Word. | | 
Elter en. 
Biren, O my good Knave Coftard, exceedingly well met. 
Cift, Pray you Sir, how much Carnation Ribbon may 


2 Man buy for a Remuneration ?- 


Biren. What is a Remuneration? _ 
Ciſt. Marry Sir, half-penny Farthing. 22885 
Biren. O, why then three Farthings worth of Silk. 
Co, I thank your Worſhip, God be with you. 
Biron. O ſtay Slave, I muſt employ thee: 
As thou wilt win my Favour, my good Knave, 
Do one thing for me that I ſhall intreat. 
Coſt. When would you have it done, Sir? 
Biron. O this Afternoon. 
Cost. Well, I will do it Sir: Fare you well, 
Biron. O thou knoweſt not what it is. 
Ct. 1 ſhall know, Sir, when [ have done it. 
Biron. Why Villain thou muſt know firſt. 
Ceſt. | will come to your Worſhip to Morrow Morning. 
Birou. It muſt be done this Afternoon. 9 | 
Hark Slave, it is but this : 
The Princeſs comes to hunt here in the Park: 
And in her Train there is a gentle Lady; 
When Tongues ſpeak ſweetly, then they name her Name, 
And Roſaline they call her; ask for her, | 
And to her white Hand ſee thou do commend _ 
This ſeal'd up Counſel, There's thy Guerdon; g0. 


G89. Guerdon, O ſweet Guerdon, better than Remu- 
: MLT B neration, 
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neration, eleven Pence Farthing better : Moſt ſweet Guer- 
don. I will doit, Sir, in Print. Guerdon, Remuneration. 


Biron. O! and l forſooth in Love, 
I that have been Loves Whip; 
A very Beadle to a humerous Sigh : A Critick; 
Nay, a Night- watch Conſtable, EE 
A domineering Pedant o'er the Boy, 
Than whom no Mortal more magnificent. | 
Fhis whimpled, whining, purblind wayward Boy, 
This Signior Funo's Giant Dwarf, Don Cupid, 
Regent of Love; rimes, Lord of folded Arms, 
Th anointed Sovereign of Sighs and Groans : 
Liege of all Loyterers, and Malecontents : 
Dread Prince of Plackets, King of Codpieces. 
Sole Imperator, and Great General 
Of erotting Parators(O my little Heart!) 
Ana I to be a Corporal of his Field, | 
And wear his Colours like a Tumbler's Hoop! 
What ? I love! I ſue! I ſcek a Wife, 
A Woman, that is like a German Clock, 
Still a repairing; ever out of Frame, 
And never going aright, being but a Watch, 
But being wateh' d, that it may till go right. 
Nay, to be perjur d, which is worſt of all: 
And among three, to love the worſt of all, 
A whitely Wanton with a Velvet Brow, 
With two pitch Balls ſtuck in her Face for Eyes, 
Ay, and by Heav'n, one that will do the Deed, 
Tho' Argus were her Eunuch and her Guard; 
And I to ſigh for her! to watch for her! 
To pray for her! go too: It is a Plague 
That Cupid will impoſe for my neglect 
Of his almighey, dreadful, little Might. | 
Well, I will love, write, figh, pray, ſue and groan, 


Some Men muſt love my Lady, and ſome Joan, [| Exit. 
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Enter the Princeſs, Roſaline, Maria, Catherine, Lords, 
Attendants, and a Fereſter, 
T AS that the King that ſpur'd his Horſe ſo hard 
Againſt the ſteepupriſing of the Hill? 
Bet. 1 know not, but I think it was not he. 
Prin. Who e er he was, he ſhew'd'a mounting Mind, 
Well Lords, to Day we ſhall have our diſpatch, 
On Saturday we will return to France. 
Then Foreſtcr, my Friend, where is the Buſh 
That we muſt ſtand and play the Murtherer in? 
For. Hereby upon the edge of yonder Coppice, 
| A ſtand where you may make the faireſt ſhoot. 
Prin. I thank my Beauty, I am fair that ſhoot, 
And thereupon thou ſpeak ſt the faireſt ſhoot. 
For, Pardon me, for I meant not ſo, . 
Prin. What, what? Firſt praiſe me, then again ay no. 
O ſhort-liv'd Pride! Not Fair ? alack for wo! 
For. Yes Madam, Fair. 
Prin. Nay, never paint me now, 
Where Fair is not, Praiſe cannot mend the Brow. 
Here, good my Glaſs, take this for telling true; 
Fair Payment 2 


Prin. 


r foul Words is more than due. 
For, Nothing but Fair is that which you inherit. 
Prin, See, ſee, my Beauty will bz Ard by Merit. 
O Hereſie in fair, fit for theſe Day, , 
A giving Hand, though foul, ſhall have fair Praiſe. 
But come, the Bow; now Mercy goes to kill, 
And ſhooting well, is then accounted ill. 
Thus will I ſave my Credit in the ſhoot, 
Not woundirg, Pity would not let me do't: 
If wounding, then it was to ſhew my Skill, 
Fhat more for Praiſe than Purpoſe meant to kill, 
And out of Queſtion, ſo it is ſom2times, 
Glory grows guilty of deteſted Crimes, 
When for Fame's ſake to praiſe an outward Tart, 
We bend to that, Ins of the Heart, 
| 2 


As 


- 
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As I for Praiſe alone now ſeek to ſpill 3 
The poor Deer's Blood, that my Heart means no III. 
Bozet, Do not curſt Wives hold that ſelf-ſovereignty 
Only for Praiſe ſake, when they ſtrive to be | 
Lords o'er their Lords? ew 
Prin. Only ſor Praiſe, and Praiſe we may affor 


Jo any Lady that ſubdues her Lord. 


Enter Coſtard. 
Bqet. Here comes a Member of the Common- wealth. 
Ceſt. God dig-you-den all, pray you which is the head 


Lady? 


Prin, Thou ſhalt know ber, Fellow, by the reſt that 
have no Heads. 5 | 

cit. Which is the greateſt Lady, the higheſt ?- 
” Prin. The thickeſt and the talleſt, 

Cong. The thickeſt and the talleſt ? It is ſo, truth is truth, 
And your Waſte, Miſtreis, were as ſlender as thy Wit, 


One a theſe Maids Girdlesfor your Waſte ſhould be fit. 


Are not you the chief Woman? You arethe thickeſt here, 

Prin, What's your will, Sir ? what's your will ? 

Ct. I have a Letter from Monſieur Biron, 

To one Lady Roſaline. | | 

Prin. O thy Letter, thy Letter: He's a good Friend 
Stand aſide, good Bearer, | (of mine, 
Boyet, you can carve, | | | 
Break: up this Capon. 

Boyet. Fam bound to ſerve. "EE ts ig 
This Letter is miſtook, it importeth none here; 
it is writ to Jaquenetta. 5 

Prin. We will read it, I ſwear. 


Ereak the Neck of the Wax, and every one give Ear. 


Boyet reads. 


| Y Heaven, that thou art Fair, is moſt infallible; true 


that thou art Beauteous; Truth it ſelf that thou art 
Lovely; more fairer than Fair, beautiful than Beauteous, 
truer than Truth it ſelf; have Commileration on thy he- 
roical Vafſal, the magnanimous and moſt illuſtrate King 
Ciphetua ſet Eye upon the pernicious and indubitate 
Beggar Zene lophen; and he it was that might rightly lay, 


 Pent, vidi, vici; which to Anatomize in the Vulgar, (O 
| bale and obſcure Vulgar!) Videlicet, he came, ſaw and 


oyercame; he came one, ſaw two, oyercame _ 
OE, | | | 5 0 
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Who came? the King. Why did he come? to ſee, Why 
did he fee? to overcome. To whom came he? to the 
Beggar. What ſaw he? the Beggar. Whoovercame he? 
the Beggar. The Concluſion is Victory; On whoſe fide? 
the King's; the Captive is inrich'd: On whole ſide? the 
beggar's. T he Cataſtrophe is a Nuptial : On whoſe fide? 
the King's? No, on both in one, or one in both: I am 
the King, (forſo ſtands the Compariſon) thou the Beggar, 
for ſo witnefſeth thy Lowlineſs, Shall I command thy 
Love? I may. Shall I enforce thy Love? I could. Shall 
I entreat thy Love? I will. What ſhalt thou exchange 
for Rags? Robes; for Tittles ? Titles; for thy felt ? 
me. Thus expecting thy Reply, I prophane my Lips on 
thy Foot, my Eyes on thy Picture, and my Heart on thy 
every Part. | | 


Thine in the dare deſign of Induſtry. 
WEE. Don Adriana de Armado, | 


Thus doſt thou near the. Nemean Lion roar. 
Gainſt thee thou Lamb, that ſtandeſt as his Prey: 
Submiſſive fall his pr incely Feet before, 

And he from Forage will incline to play. 


nd But if thou ſtrive (poor Soul) what art thou then? 
5 Food for his Rage, Repaſture for his Den. 3 
Prin. What Plume of Feather is he that indited this 


Letter? what Vane? what weathercock? Did you ever 

hear better? 

© Beyet.l am much deceived, but Iremember the Stile. 
Prin, Elſe your Memory is bad, going o'er it ere while. 
Boyet.T his Ar mado is aSpaniard that keeps here inCourt, 

A Phantaſme, a Monarcho, and one that makes Sport 

To the-Prince and his Book-mates. - 

Prin. Thou Fellow, a word. 


- Who gave thee this Letter? , 

155 Cet. I told you, my Lord. 

ok Prin. To whom ſhould'ſt thou give it ? 

9 cut. From my Lord tomy Lady. 

te Prin From which Lord to which Lady? : 

„ Coſt. From my Lord Berown, a good Maſter of mine, 
0 To a Lady of France that he call'd Reſaline. 


4 K Prin. 


TORE Labour off, 


Prin. Thou haſt miſtaken his Letter. ComeTl.ords away, 

Here Sweet, put up this, t will bs thine another Day. 
5 „„ Exeunt. 

Det. Who is the Shooter? who is the TRA, 

Refſa. Shall I teach you to know ?2>£_ | | 

Bet. Ay, my Continent of Beauty. 

Ra. Why ibe that bears the Bow. Finely put. off, 

Bet. My Lady goes to kill Horns; but if thou marry, 
Hang me by the Neck, if Horns that Year miſcarry. 
Finely put on. 2, | 
Naa. Well then, 1 am the Shooter. 

£ojet. And who is your Deer? 

R-/a. If we chuſe by Horns, your ſelf; come not nar, 
Finely put on indeed, . | 

Mar. You ſtill wrangle with her, Beyet, and ſhe ſtrikes 
at the Brow. | 

Boyet. But ſhe her ſelf is hit lower. b 
Have I hit her now? 

Rofa. Shall I come upon thee with an old Saying, that 
was a Man when King Pippin of France was a little Boy, 
as touching the hit it. | | 

Boyet. So I may anſwer thee with one as old, that was 
a Woman, when Queen Guinover of Britain was a little 
| Wench, as touching the hit it. N 

Reſa. Thou can ſt not hit it, hit it, hit it. 

Thou can ſt not hit it, my good Man. 
_ Beet. I cannot, cannot, cannot. : 

And I cannot another can. ¶Exi Roſa. 
C. By my troth moſt pleaſant, how both did fit it. 
a Mar. A Mark marvellous wellſhot ; for they both did 

it it. i i | | 

Beyet. A Mark, O mark but that Mark! a Mark, ſays 
my Lady. | | : | 
2 Mark have a Prick in' t, to meet at, if it may be. 
Mar. Wide o'th bow Hand, i'faith your Hand is out. 

Co. Indeed a'muſt ſhoot nearer, or he'll ne'er hit the 
Clout. 85 | 

Beyet. And if my Hand be out, then belike your Hand 

is in. : 

' >. Cot, Then will the get the upſhot by cleaving the Pin. 
Mar. Come, come, you talk greaſily, your Lips grow 


Bt, 


2 


r. 


Lord, Lord { how the Ladies and | have put him down 
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Co, She's too hard for vau at Pricks, Sir, challenge 
her to bowl. = | | | 
Hexet. I fear too much rubhing,good night, my goodOwwl. 
Coſt. By my Soul a Swain, a moſt ſimple Clown, 


O' my troth moſt ſweet Jeſts, moſt incony vulgar Wit, 


When it comes ſo ſmoothly off, ſo obſcenely, as it were, 


ſo fit. | | 
Armado o'th' one fide, O a moſt dainty Man, 


To lee him walk before a Lady, and to bear her Fan. 


To lee him kiſs his Hand, and how mott ſweetly he will 
ö | | 


And bis Page o' other ſide, that handful of Wit, 
Ah Heav'ns! it is a moſt pathetical Nit. 
-Sowla, Sowla! 


| [_Exeunt. 
Shout within. 8 
Enter Null, Holofernes, and Nathaniel, 

Nath, Very reverent Sport truly, and done in the Te- 
ſtimony of a good Conſcience, *» 5 

Hol. The Deer was (as you know) ſanguis in Blood: 
ripe as a Pomwater, who now hangeth like a Jewel in the 
Ear of Cælo the Sky, the Welkin, the Heav'n, and a- 
hon falleth like a Crab on the Face of Terra, the'Soil, the 
Land, the Earth. ped | 

Nath, Truly Maſter Holofernes, the Epithetes are ſweet- 
ly varied like a Scholar at the leaſt: But, Sir, I aſſure xe, 
it was a Buck of the firſt Head. 

Hol. Sir Nathaniel, haud creds. 

Dull. Twas not a haud credo, twas a Pricket. 

Hol. Moſt barbarous Intimation; yet a kind of Inſinu- 
ation, as it were ia via, in way of Explication facere, as 


it were Replication, or rather O7entare, to ſnow as it 


were his Inclination after his undreffed, unpoliſhed, un- 
educated, unpruned, untrained, or rather unlettered, or 
rathereſt unconfirmed Faſhion, to inſert again my haud 
credo for a Deer. | 8 | 

Dull. | ſaid the Deer was not a baud credo, twas a 
Prugket.:- > „ 

Hol. Twice ſod Simplicity, bis coftus; O thou Monſter 
Ignorance, how deformed doſt thou look? 

Nath. Sir, he hath never fed on the Dainties that are 


bred in a Book. 


He hath not eat Paper as it were; 


Th' Alluſion holds in the Exchange. 


Love's Labour's loſt. 


He hath not drunk Ink. ; 

His Intelle& is not repleniſhed, he is only an Animal, on- 

ly ſenſible in the duller parts; and fuch barren Plants are 

et before us, that we thankful ſhould be; which we 

taſte, and feeling, are for thoſe Parts that do fructiſie in 

us more than he. | 7 

For 7 it * ill become me to be vain, indiſcreet, or a 
ool; | 5 5 

So were there a Patch ſet on Learning, to ſee him in a 

School. pt 

But omme bene ſay I, being of an old Father's Mind, 


| Many can brook the Weather, that love not the Wind. 


Dull. You two are Book men; Can you tell by your 
Wit, what was a Month old at Cazus Birth, that's not five 
Weeks old as yet: 8 Tp. | | 
Hol. Datinna Good- man Du, Dictinna Good-man Dull, 
Dull. What is Dictinna? I : 
Nath. A Title to Phebe, to Luna, to the Moon. 
Hol. The Moon was a Month old when Adam was no 
4. more. Tis 925 | 
And wrought not to five Weeks when he came to fiyeſcore, 


gy *Tis true indeed, the Colluſion holds in the Ex- 
change. . 5 3 
Hol. God comfort thy Capacity, I ſay the Alluſion holds 


in the Exchange. 


Dull. And I ſay the Pollution ho! ds in the Exchange? 
for the Moon is never but a Month old; and I fay beſide 
*twas a Pricket that the Princeſs kill d. | 

Hel. Sir Nathaniel, will you hear anextemporal Epitaph 


on the Death of the Deer, and to humour the Ignorant, 
I have call'd the Deer the Princeſs kill'd a Pricket. | 


Nath, Perge good Maſter Holoſernes, Perge, ſo it Mall 
Pleaſe you to abrogate Scurrility. _— 
Fl. I will ſomething affect the Letter, for it argues 


The praiſeſul Princeſs pierc'd and prickt 
| a pretty pleaſing Pricket. 
1 Some ſay @ Scre, but not a Sore, 

till now made ſors with ſbocting 


a 


The 
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The Dogs did yell, put Ell to Sore, 
then Sorrel jumps from Thicket ; 
Or Pricket-ſoere, or elſe Sorell, 
the People fall a heoting. 
| If Sore be Sore, then Ell to Core, 
©, make ſiſiy Sores, O Sorel!) 
Of one Sore [an hundred make, 
by adding but ene more L. 
Nath. A rare Talent, 
Dull, If a Talent be a Claw, look how he claws him 
with a Talent. | PE | 
Hol. This is a Gift that IT have, ſtmple, ſimple; fool- 
1ſh extravagant Spirit, full of Forms, Figures, Shapes, Ob- 
jects, Ideas, Apprehenſions, Motions, Revolutions. Theſe 


are begot in the Ventricle of Memory, nouriſh'd in the 


Womb of Pia mater, and deliver'd upon the mellowing of 
Occaſion; but the Gift is good in thoſe in whom it is a- 
cute, and I am thankful for it. Ea 

' . Nath. Sir, I praiſe the Lord for you, and ſo may my 
Pariſhioners, for their Sons are well tutor'd by you, and 
their Daughters profit very greatly under you; you are a 
good Member of the Common-wealth. a 
Hol. Mebhercle, If their Sons be ingenuous, they ſhall 
want no Inſtruction: If their Daughters be capable, I will 
put it to them. But Vir ſapit, qui pauca loquitur, a Soul 


Feminine ſaluteth us. 


Enter Jaquenetta and Coſtard. 
Jaq. God give you good Morrow, Maſter Parſon. 
Hol. Maſter Parſon, quafi Perſon, And it one ſhould be 


Pierc'd, which is the one? 


. Marry Maſter School-maſter, he that is likeſt to 


2 Hogſhead. 


Hol. Of piercing a Hogſhead, a good Cluſter of Con- 


ce it in a Turf of Earth, Fire enough for a Flint, Pearl 


enough for a Swine: Tis pretty, it is well. 
Jag. Good Maſter Parſon be ſo good as read me this 
Letter; it was given me by Coſtard, and ſent me from 


Don Armatho, I beſeech you read it. 


"wth Fauſte precor N quando pecus omne jt ub um- 
bra ruminat, and ſo 
may ſpeak of thee as the Traveller doth of Venice; Vene 


orth. Ah good old Mantuan, | 


I q= * chi, 
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chi, venache a, qui non te vide, i nen te piaech. Old Man- 
fuan, old Mantuan, Who underitandeth thee not, ut re 
fie ms fo. . 

Hel. Under pardon, Sir, What are the Contents? or 
rather, as Horace ſays in his: What! my Soul! Verſes! 

Neath. Ay Sir, and very learned. — 3s | 

Hol. Let me hear a Staff, a Stanza, a Verſe; Tege 
Demine. | 

Neb, If Leone make me forſworn, how ſhall I ſwear to 

ove 7 
Ah, never Faith could hald, if not to Beauty yow'd ; 
Though to my ſelf forfworn, to thee I'll faithful prove, 
he Deal to me were Oaks, to thee like Oſiers 
boy d. | WT, 
Study bis bjaſs Leaves, and makes his Book thine Eyes; 

Where all thoſe Pleaſures live,that Art would comprehend, 


I Knowledge be the Mark, to know thee ſhall ſuffice, 


Well learned is that Tongue, that well can thee commend. 
All ignorant that Soul, that ſees thee without Wonder: 
M hich is to me ſome Praiſe, that I thy Parts admire; 
Thy Eye Jove's Lightning bears, thy Voice is dreadful 
Thunder; | 
Which not to Anger bent, is Muſick, and ſweet Fire. 
Celeſtial as thou art, Oh pardon, Love, this Wrong, 
That ſings Heay'ns Praife with ſuch an Earthly Tongue. 
Hol. You find not the Apoſtrophes, and ſo miſs the Ac- 
cent. Let me ſuperviſe the Cangenet. 8 
Nath, Here are only Numbers ratify'd, but for the 
Elegancy, Facility, and golden Cadence of Poeſie caret: 
Ovidius Naſo was the Man. And why indeed Naſe, but for 
imelling out the odoriferous Flowers of Fancy ? The Jerks 
of Invention imitary is nothing: fo doth the Hound his 
Maſter, the Ape his Keeper, the tir'd Horſe his Rider: 
But Damoſella Virgin, was this directed to you? 
Jay. Ay Sir, from one Monſieur Biron, one of the 
ſtrange Queen's Lords. | | 
Nath. I will overglance the Superſeript. 
To th: Snew-white Hand of the miſt beauteous Lady, Roſa- 
line, I will look again on the Intellect of the Letter, for 
the Nomination of the Party writing, to the. Perſon writ- 
ten unto. EE ; | 
Tur Lachſbip's in all defir d Employment, Biron. 


Dill, 


re 


ar 


or Invention. I beſeech your Society. 
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Dull. Sir Holofernes, this Biron is one of the Votaries 
with the King, and here he hath fram'd a Letter to a Se- 
quent of the ſtranger Queen's, which accidentally, or by 
the way of Progreſſion, hath miſcarry'd. Trip and go 
my ſweet; deliver this Paper into the Hand of the King, 
it may concern much; ſtay not thy Complement; I for- 


give thy Duty: Adieu. 


Jaq. Good Coſtard go with me. 
Sir, God ſave your Lite, 
Coft. Have with thee my Girl, Exe. Colt. and Jag. 
Nath. Sir, you have dore this in the Fear of God, very 
Religiouſly ;- and as a certain Father ſaith 2 
Hol. Sir, tell not me of the Father, I do fear colour- 
able Colours. But to return to the Verſes: Did they 
pleaſe you, Sir Nathanie· ? | | 
Nath. Marvellous well for the Pen. | 
Hol. Ido dine to Day at the Fathers of a certain Pupil 


of mine; where if (being repaſt) it ſhall pleaſe you to gra- 


tiſie the Table with a Grace: Iwill on my Priviledge I 

have with the Parents of the foreſaid Child or Pupil, un- 

dertake your ben venuto, where will I prove thoſe Ver- 

ſes to be very unlearned, neither favouring of Poetry, Wit 
Nath. And thank you too: for Society (ſaith the Text) 

is the Happineſs of Life. 

Hol. And certes the Text moſt infallibly concludes it, 


Sir, I do invite you too; you ſhall not (ay me nay: Pau- 


ca verba. | : 
Away, the Gentiles are at their Game, and we will to our 
Recreation. 5 [ Exeunt, 


Enter Biron with a Paper in his Hand, alone. 
Birou. The King is hunting the Deer. | 
J am curſing my ſelf. a RR 
They haye piteht a Toyl, I am toyling in a Pitch, Pitch 
that defiles ; defile, a foul Word: Well, fet thee down Sor- 
row ; for ſo they ſay the Fool ſaid, and fo ſay I, and I the 
Fool. Well prov'd Wit. By the Lord this Love is as 
mad as Ajax, it kills Sheep, it kills me, I a Sheep. Well 
prov'd again on my Side. I will not love; If I do hang 
me: Pfaith I will not. O but her Eye: By this Light, bug 
for her Eye, I would not love; yes, for her two Eyes. 
Well L do nothing in the World but lie, and _— my 
„ | = Odt, 
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Throat. By Heay'n I do love, and it hath taught me to 
Rhime, and to be melancholly ; and here is part of my 
 Rhime, and here my Melancholly. Well ſhe hath one o 
my Sonnets already; the Clowr bore it, the Fool lent it, 
and the Lady hath it: Sweet Clown, ſweeter Fool, ſweet - 
eſt Lady! By the World, I would not care a Pin if the 
other three were in. Here comes one with a Paper; God 
give him Grace to groan. [Hz fiands aſi db. 
| Enter the King. 
_ Biron, Shot, by Heaven! Proceed, ſweet Cupid; thou 
haſt thumpt him with thy Bird bolt under the left Pap: 
In faith Secrets. 2-3 5 5 
Kling. So ſweet a Kiſs the golden Sun gives not, 
To thoſe freſh Morning Drops upon the Role, 
As thy Eye-beams when their freſh Rays have ſmote 
The Night of Dew that on my cheeks down flows; 
Nor ſhines the filver Moon one half ſo bright, 
Through the tranſparent Boſom of the Deep, © 
As doth thy Face through Tears of mine give Light; 
Thou ſhir'ſt in every Tear that I do weep; 
No Drop, but as a Coach doth carry thee, 
So rideſt thou triumphing in my Woe. 
Do but behold the Tears that {well in me, | 
And they thy Glory through my Grief will ſne w; 
But do not love thy ſelf, then thou wilt keep 
My Tears from Glaſſes, and ſtill make me weep. 
O Queen of Queens, how far doſt thou excel! 
No Thought can think, nor Tongue of Mortal tell. 
How:ſhe ſhall know my Griefs; I'll drop the Paper; 
Sweet Leaves ſhade Folly, Who is he comes here? 
Enter Longavile, [ The King ſteps aſide. 
What! Tongavile! and reading: Liſten Ear. . 
Biren. Now in thy Likeneſs one more Fool appears. 
Tong. Ay me, I am forſworn. Sf 
Bi ren. Why hecomes in like a perjur d, wearing Papers. 
| King, In Love I hope, ſweet Fellowſhip in ſhame. | 
; King. One Drunkard loves another of the Name. 
Tong. Aml the firſt that have been perjur'd ſo? (know ; 
Biron. I could put thee in comfort : Not by two that 
Thou make'ſt the Triumviry, the three Corner cap of 
Society, | = 


And wretched Fools Secrets headfully o'er eye: 


* 
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| The Shape of Loves Tiburn, that hangs up Simplicity. 


Long. I fear theſe ſtubborn Lines lack Power to move: 
O ſweet Maria, Empreſs of my Love. 
Theſe Numbers will I tear, and write in proſe. 

Biron. O Rhimes are Guards on wanton Cupid's Hoſe : 
Disfigure not his Shop, 

Long. This ſame ſhall go. [ He reads the Sonnet. 


Did not the heavenly Rhetorick of thine Eye 8 
Gainſt whom the World cannot hild Argument; 
Per ſwade my Heart to this falſe Perjury? 
Vows for thee broke deſerve not Puniſbment: 
 AWoman I forſwore, but I will prove, 
| Thou being a Goddeſs, I forſmore not thee. 
My Vow was earthy, thou a heav'nly Loves © 
Thy Grace being gain d, cures all Diſgrace in mts 
Vows are but Breath, and Breath a Vapour ts, 
Then thou fair Sun, which on my Earth doſt ſhines 
Exhal'ſt this Vapour- Vom; in thee it is; | 
If broken then, it is no Fault of mine; 
If by me broke, what Fool is nit ſo wiſe, 
To Joſe an Oath to win a Paradiſe ? 


Biron. This is the liver>yein, which makesFleſh aDeity : 
A green Goole a Goddeſs, pure, pure Idolatry. 
God amend us, God amend, we are much out o'th' way. 
15 Enter Dumain. | | 

Tong. By whom ſhall I ſend this! (Company?) Stay. 

Biron. All hid, all hid, an old infant Play; | 
Like a Demy God, here {ſit J in the Sky: 


More Sacks to the Mill! O Heav'ns I have my wiſh 
Dumain transform'd ; four woodcocks ina Diſh, 
Dum. O moſt Divine Kate! 
Biron. O moſt prophane Coxcomb ! 
Dum. By Heav'n the wonder of a mortal Eye! 
Biron. By Earth ſhe is not; Corporal, there you lie. 
Dum. Her Amber Hairs for Foul have Amber coted. 
Biron. An Amber-colour'd Raven was well noted. 
Dum. As upright as the Cedar. 
Bren. Stoop I ſay, her Shoulder is with Child. 


Dum. AS fair as Day. | . 
| Bzr _ 
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Biron. Ay as ſome Days; but then no Sun muſt ſhine. 
Dum. O that I had my Wiſh! be | 
Long. And I had mine. | 
King. And I mine too, good Lord. | 
Biron. Amen, ſo I had mine. Is not that a good Word? 
Dum. I would forget her, but a Fever ſhe | 
Reigns in my Blood, and will remembred be. 
Bzron. A Fever in your Blood! Why then Inciſion 
Would let her out in Sawcers, ſweet Miſpriſion. 
Dum; Once more Vil read the Ode that I have writ. 
Biron. Once more I'll mark how Love can vary Wit. 


Dumain reads his Sonnet. 


On a Day, alack the Day: 
Love, whoſe Month es every May, 
2 4 a Bloſſom paſſing fair, | 
laying in the wanton Air : : 
Through tbe Velvet Leaves, the Wind, 
All unſeen, can Paſſage find, | 
| That the Lover ſick to Death, 6) 
4 M iſb d bimſelf the Heav'n's Breath. 
| Air (quoth be) thy Cheeks may blow, 

Air, would I might triumph ſo, © 
But alack my Hand is ſworn, 

We er to pluck thee from thy Thorn. 
Vom alack for Youth unmeet, 

 Mruth ſo apt to pluck a ſweet. 
Do not call it Sin in me, 
That I am e for thee. 
" Thou for whom ev'n Jove would ſmear 

Juno but an Ethiope were. 828. 68 
And deny bimſelf for Jove, 
Turning mortal for thy Tove. 


This will T ſend, and ſomething elſe more plain, 
That ſhall expreſs my true Love's faſting Pam: 
O would the King, Biron and 8 | 
Were Lover too, ill to example i! 
Would from my Fore- head wipe a perjur d Note: 
For none offend, were all alike do dote. 
Teng. Dumain, thy Love is far from Charity, 


That 


Love's Labour's loſt. 39 
That in Loves Grief deſir'ſt Society: [Coming ſerward · 
You may look pale, but I ſhould bluſh 1 know, | 
To be o'er-heard, and taken napping ſo. | 
King. Come, Sir, you bluſh; as his, your Caſe is ſuch, 
FOE Coming forward, 
You chide at him, offending twice as much. wh 
You do not love Maria, Tongar ile 
Did never Sonnet for her ſake compile ? 
Nor never laid his wreathed Arms athwart 
His loving Boſom, to keep down his Heart? 
I have been cloſely ſhrowded in a Buſh 
And markt you both, and for you both did bluſh. 
J heard your guilty Rhimes, oblerv'd your Faſhions 
Saw Sighs reek from you, noted well your Paſſion. 
Ay me! ſays one; O Jove! the other cries; 
Her Hairs were Gold, Cryſtal the others Eyes. 
You would for Paradiſe break faith and troth. 
And Jove for your Love would infringe an Oath. 
What will Biron ſay, when that he ſhall hear 
A Faith infringed, which ſuch Zeal did ſear ? 
How will he ſcorn ? how will he ſpend his Wit? 
How will he triumph, leap, and laugh at it? 
For all the Wealth that ever I did ſee, . 
I would not have him know ſo much by me. 
Biron. Now ſtep I forth to whip Hyprocriſie. 
Ay good my Liege, I pray thee pardon me, [Coming forward, 
Good heart, what Grace haſt thou thus to reprove 
Theſe Worms for loving, that art moſt in love ? 
Your Eyes do make no Coaches in your Tears, 
There is no certain Princeſs that appears? 
You'll not be Perjur d, tis a hateful thing; 
Tuſh; none but Minſtrels like of Sonnetting. 
But are you not aſham'd ? Nay, are you not 
All three of you, to be thus much o'er-ſhot ? 
You found his Mote, the King your Mote did ſee: 
But I a Beam do find in each of three. 
O what a Scene of Fool'ry have I ſeen, 
Of Sighs, or Groans, of Sorrow, and of Tcen? 
O me, with what ſtri& Patienee have I fat, 
To fee a King transformed to a Gnat? 
To ſee great Hercules whipping a Gigg,. 
And profound Solomon tuning a Jigg? 
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And Neſtor play at Puſh-pin with the Boys, 
And Critick Tymon laugh at idle Toys, | 
Where lies thy Grief? O tell me good Duma; 
And gentle Zongavile, where lics thy Pain? 
And where my Liege's ? all about the Breaſt. 
A Candle hoa ! 3 | 
King. Too bitter is thy Jeſt, 
Are we betray'd thus to thy Over-view ? 
Biron. Not you by me, but I betray'd to you, 
J that am honeſt, I that hold it Sin, 5 
Jo break the Vow I am engaged in. 
I am betray d by keeping company | 
With Men, like Men of ſtrange Inconſtancy. 
When ſhall you ſee me write a thing in Rhime? 
Or groan for Joan? or ſpend a Minute's time 
In pruning me? When ſhall you hear that I 
Will praiſe a Hand, a Foot, a Face, an Eye, 
A Gate, a State, a Brow, a Breaſt, a Waſte, 
A Leg, 'a Limb? 
King. Soft, whither away ſo faſt ? 
A true Man or a Thief, that gallops lo, is 
Bircn, T poſt from Love, good Lover let me go. 
4 Enter Jaquenetta, and Coſtard. 
Jag. God bleſs the King. 1 
King. What Preſent haſt thou there? 
Coſt. Some certain Treaſon. | £565 
King. What makes Treaſon here ? 
Coſt; Nay it makes nothing, Sir. 
King. If it mar nothing neither, _ 
The Treaſon and you go in Peace together. 
Jag. I beſeech your Grace, let this Letter be read, 
Our Parſon miſdoubts it: it was Treaſon he ſaid. | 
King. Biran, read it over Fe reads the Letter. 
Where had thou it? F; | wh 
| Jag. Of Ciſtard. 
King. Where hadſt thou it? | 
Coſt. Of Dun Adramadio, Dun Adramadio. 
King. How now, what is in you ? why doſt thou tear it? 
Biren. A Toy, my Liege, a Toy: Your Grace needs 
Ras ͤ | eels; 
Long. It did move him to Paſſion, and therefore let's 
hear it, . Th = py 


Dum. 


Lend me the Flowriſh of all gentle Tongues; 
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Dum. It is Birons Writing, and here is his Name. 
Biron. Ah you whoreſon Loggerhead, you were born 
to do me ſhame. 
Guilty, my Lord guilty, I confeſs, I confeſs, 
King. What? : 1 
Biron. That you three Fools lackt me Fool to make up 
the meſs. 5 ö 
He, he, and you: and you my Liege, and I, 
Are Pick-purſes in Love, and we deſerve to die. 
O diſmiſs this Audience, and I ſhall tell you more. 
Dum, Now the Number is even, 5 
Biron. True, true, we are four: 
Will theſe Turtles be gone? 
King. Hence, Sirs, away. YE, 
Coſt, Walk aſide the true folk, and let the Traitors ſtay, 
Biron, Sweet Lords, ſweet Lovers, O let us imbrace: 
As true we are as Fleſh and Blood can be. | 


The Sea will ebb and flow, Heay'n will ſhew his Face: 


Young Blood doth not obey an old Decree. 
We cannot croſs the Cauſe why we were born: 
Therefore of all hands muſt we be forſworn. 
* What, did theſe rentlines ſnew ſome Love of 
thine?” . | 
Biron. Did they, quoth you? Who ſees the heavenly 
Roſaline. Ho | | 
That (like a rude and ſavage Man of Inde) 
At the firſt opening of the gorgeous Eaſt, 
Bows not his vaſſal Head, and ſtrucken blind, 


Kiſſes the baſe ground with obedient Breaſt ? 
What peremptory Eagle- ſighted Eye 
Dares look upon the Heav'n of her Brow, 


That is not blinded by her Majeſty? 

King. What Zeal, what Fury hath inſpir'd thee now? 

My Love (her Miſtreſs) is a gracious Moon, 

She (an attending Star) ſcarce ſeen a Light. 
Biron. My Eyes are then no Eyes, nor I a Birons 
O but for my Love, Day would turn to Night, 

Of all Complexions the cull'd Soveraignty, 


Do meet as at a Fair in her fair Cheek; 


Where ſeveral Worthies make one Dignity, 
Where nothing wants that Want it ſelf doth ſeek, 


Fie 
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Fie painted Rhetorick, O ſhe needs it not: 
To Things of Sale, a Seller's Praiſe belon2s: 
She paſſes Praiſe, then Praiſe too ſhort doth blot : 
A wither'd Hermit, fiveſcore Winters worn 
Might ſhake off fifty, looking in her Eye: 
Beauty doth varnifh Age, as if new born, 
And gives the Crutch the Cradle's Infancy. 
O "tis the Sun that maketh al] things ſhine. 
King. By Heaven thy Love is Black as Ebony. 
Biren. Is Ebony like her? O Word Divine 
A Wife ef ſuch Wood were Felicity, 
O who can give an Oath? Where is a Book? 
That I may ſwear Beauty doth Beauty lack, 
If that ſhe learn not of her Eye to look: 
No Face is fair that is not full fo black. | 
King. O Paradox, black is the Badge of Hell; 
The Hue of Dungeons, and the School of Night; 
And Beauty's Creſt becomes the Heavens well. | 
Tiron. Devils ſooneſt tempt reſembling Spirits of Light: 
O, if in black my Lady's Brow be deckt: | 
It mourns, that painting and uſurping Hair 
Should raviſh Doters with a falſe Aſpe& : 
And therefore is ſhe born to make black fair. 
Her Favour turns the Faſhion of the Days, 
For native blood is counted Painting now; 
And therefore red that wou'd avoid Diſpraiſe, 
Paints it ſelf black, to imitate her Brow. ; 
Dum, To look like her are Chimney-Sweepers black. 
Long, And ſince her time, are Colliers counted bright. 
King, And Ethiops of their ſweet Complection crack. 
Dum. Dark needs no Candles now, for Dark is Light. 
Biron. Your Miſtreſſes dare never come in Rain, 
For fear their Colours ſnould be waſht away,  _, 
King. ' Twere geod yours did: for, Sir, to tell you plain, 
Tlljfind a fairer Face not waſht to Day. | 
Bzron. I' prove her fair, or talk till Doom's-day here. 
King. No Devil will fright thee then ſo much as ſhe, 
Dum. I never knew Man hold vile Stuff fo dear. 
Tong. Look, here's thy Love, my Foot and her Face lee. 
Biron. O if the Streets were paved with thine Eyes, 
Her Feet were much too dainty for ſuch Tread. 
Dum. O vile! then as ſhe goes, what upward * 
* 5 2 E 


— 


t. 
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The Street ſhould ſee as the walk'd over head. 


King. But what of this, are we not all in Love? 
Bzron. Nothing ſo ſure, and thereby all forſworn, 


King. Then leave this Chat, and good Biron now prove 


Our loving lawful, and our Faith not torn. 


Dum. Ay marry there, ſome Flattery for this Evil. 


Long. O ſome Authority how to proceed, 


Some Tricks, ſome Quillets, how to cheat the Devil. 


Dum. Some Salve for Perjury, 
Biron. O tis more than need, 
Have at you then Affections, Men at Arms, 
Conſider what you firſt did ſwear unto : 
Tofaſt, to ſtudy, and to ſee no Woman; 
Flat Treaſon *painſt the kingly State of Youth, 


Say, can youfaſt? your Stomachs are too young: 


And Abſtinence ingenders Maladies. 
And where that you have vow'd to ſtudy (Lords) 
In that each of you hath forſworn bis Book, 


- Can you ſtill dream and pore, and thereon look ? 
For when would you, my Lord, or you, or you, 


Have found the Ground of Study's Excellence, 
Without the Beauty of a Woman's Face? c 
From Women's Eyes this Doctrine I derive, 
They are the Ground, the Books, the Acade mes. 


From whence doth ſpring the true Promethean Fire: 


Why, univerſal Plodding poiſons up 
The nimble Spirits in the Arteries; 

As Motion and long during Action tires 
The ſine w vigour of the Traveller. 


. Now for not looking on a Woman's Face, 


You have in that forſworn the uſe of Eyes: 
And Study too, the Cauſer of your Vow. 
For where isany Author in the World, 
Teaches ſuch Beauty as a Woman's Eye ? 
Learning is but an Ad junct to our ſelt, 

And where we are, our Learning likewife is. 
Then when our ſelves we lee in Ladies Eyes, 


Do we not likewile ſee our Learning there ? 


O, we have made a Vow to Study, Lords, 
And in that Vow we have forſworn our Books: 


For when would you, my Liege, or you, or you, | 


In leaden Contemplation have found but 


Such 
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Such fiery numbers as the prompting Eyes 
Of Beauty's Tutors have enrich'd you with? 
Other flow Arts entirely keep the Brain; 
And therefore finding barren Practiſers, 
Scarce ſhew a Harveſt of their heavy Toil. 
But Love firſt learned in a Lady's Eyes, . 
Lives not alone immured in the Brain: | 
But with the Motion of all Elements, 
Courſes as ſwift as Thought in every Power, 
And gives to every Power, a double Power, 

Above their Functions and their Offices. 
It adds a precious ſeeing to the Eze: _ 
A Lover's Eyes will gaze an Eazle blind. 
A Lover's Ear will hear the loweſt Sound, 
When the ſuſpicious Head of Theft is ſtopt. 
- Love's feeling is more ſoft and ſenſible, 
Than are the tender Horns of cockled Snails. | 
Love's Tongue proves dainty Bacchus groſs in Taſte ; 
For Valour, is not Love a Hercules? Fs f 
Still elimbing Trees in the Heſperi des. 
Subtle as a Sphinx, as ſweet and muſical 
As hright Apollo s Lute, ſtrung with his Hair: 
And when Love ſpeaks, the Voice of all the Gods, 
Nake Heav'n drowſie with the Harmony. | 
Never durſt Poet touch a Pen to write, 
Until his Ink were temper'd with Love's Sighs; 
O then his Lines would raviſh Savage Ears, 
And plant in Tyrants mild Humility. 
From Women's Eyes this Doctrine | derive : 
They ſparkle ſtill the right Promethean Fire, 
They are the Books, the Arts, the Academes, 
That ſhew, contain, and nouriſh all the World; 
Elſe none at all in ought proves excellent. 
Then Fools you were, theſe Women to forſwear: 
Or keeping what is ſworn, you will prove Fools, 
For Wiſdom's Sake (a Word that all Men love) 
Or for Love's ſake, a Word that loves all Men: 
Or for Men's ſake, the Author of theſe Women, 
Or Women's ſake, by whom we Men are Men; 
Let us once loſe our Oaths, to find our ſelves; 
Or elſe we loſe our ſel ves, to keep our Oaths. 
It is Religion to be thus forſworn. . 


For 
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For Charity it ſelf fulfils the Law); 
And who can ſever Love from Charity? 
King. Saint Cupid then, and Soldiers to the Field ! 
- Biron, Advance your Standards, and upon them, Lords; 
Pell, mel], down with them: But be firſt ad vis d, 
In Confli& that you get the Sun of them. 
Long. Now to Plain-dealing, lay theſe Gloſſes by, 
Shall we reſolve to woo theſe Girls of France? 
King. And win them toe; therefore let us deviſe 
Some Entertainment for them in their Tents, 
Biron. Firſt from the Park let us cond uct them thither, 
Then home ward every Man attach the Hand 
Of his fair Miſtreſs; in the Afternoon 
We will with ſome ſtrange Paſtime ſolace them, 
Such as the ſhortneſs of the time can ſhape : 
For Revels, Dances, Masks, and merry Hours, 
Forerun fair Love, ſtrewing her Way with Flowers. 
King. Away, away, no time ſhall be omitted, 
That will betime, and may by us be fitted. 
Biron, Alone, alone ſowed Cockel, reap'd no Corn, 
And Juſtice always whirls in equal Meaſure: 
Light Wenches may prove Plagues to Men forſworn, 
If to, our Copper Buys no better Treaſure, {| Exeunt. 


n SCENE I. 
Enter Holofernes, Nathaniel, and Dull. 


Hol. 8 Atis quod ſuſſicit. 
| Nath, 1 praiſe God for you, 'Sir, your Reaſons at 
Dinner have been ſharp and ſententious; pleaſant without, 
Scurrility, witty without AﬀeRation, audacious without 
Impudency, learned without Opinion, and ſtrange with- 
out Hereſie: I did converſe this quendam-Day with a. 
Companion of the King's, which is intituled, nominated, 
or called, Don Adriana de Armado. 
Fol. Novi hominem tanquem te. His Humour is lofty, 
his Diſcourſe peremptory, his Tongue filed, his Eye am- 
bitious, his Gate majeſtical, and his general Behaviour 
vain, ridiculous, and Thraſonical, He is too picked, too 
ſpruce, 
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ſpruce too affected, too odd as it were, to peregrinate, 
as I may call it. | | | 

Nath. A moſt ſingular and choice Epithet. 


| [ Draws out his Table-Book, 
Hol. He draweth out the Thread of his Verbolity finer 


than the Staple of his Argument. I abhor ſuch phanatical 
Phantaims, ſuch inſociable and point deviſe Companions, 
ſuch Rackers of Orthography, as do ſpeak dout fine, 
when he ſhould wy doubt; det, when = ſhould pro- 
3 


nounce debt; d, e, h, t; not det: He clepetha Calf, Cauf: 


half, hauf: Neighbour vccatur nebour; neigh abreviated 
ne; This is abominable, which we would call abhomina- 


ble : It inſinuateth me of Irfamy: Ne intelligis Dom ine, 
to make Frantick, Lunatick ? 
Nath. Laus deo, bene aps, ah 
. ſerve. S | 
Enter Armado, Moth and Coſtard, 
Nath. Vides ne quis venit ? 
Hol. Video, © gaudes. 
Arm. Chirra. 
Hol. Quare Chir ra, not Sirra? 
Arm. Men of Peace well incountred. 
Hol. Moſt Military Sir, Salutation. 


Math. They have been at a great Feaſt of Languages, 


and ſtole the Scraps. 
Ceſt. O they have liv d long on the Alms- basket of Words. 
I marvel thy Maſter hath not eaten thee for a Word, for 
thou art not ſo long by the Head as Honorificabilitudinitati- 
bus : Thou art eaſier ſwallow'd than a Flap-dragon. 
Meth. Peace, the Peal begins. SC, 
Arr. Monſieur, are you not lettered ? 4” 
Moth. Yes, yes; he teaches Boys the Horn- book: 
What is A B ſpelt backward with the Horn-on his Head ? 
Hol. Ba, pueritia, with a Horn added. 


Mcth. Ba, moſt filly Sheep with a Horn. You hear 


Hol. Quis, quis, thou Conſonant? 


Moth. The laſt of the five Vowels, if you repeat them, 


or the fifth if I. | | 
Hol, Iwill repeat thema e 1 


Meth, The Sheep; the other two concludes-it ou. . 
| i | ths 


* 


Hol. Bome boon for boon preſcian! a little ſearch, 'ewill = 
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Arm. Now by the ſalt Wave of the Mediteraneum, a 
fweet touch, a quick Venew of Wit; ſnip, ſnap, quick 


and home, it rejoiceth my Intelle; true Wit. 
Meth. Offer'd by a Child to an old Man: which is Wit- 


old. | = 
Hel. What is the Figure? whats the Figure? 
Not h. Horns. 


Hel. Thou diſputeſt like an Infant; go, whip thy Gigg 
Moth. Lend me your Horn to make one, and I will 
whip about your Infamy anum cita, a Gigg of a Cuck- 
old's Horn, | | 
Co. And I had but one Penny in the World, thou 
ſhouldſt have it to buy Ginger-bread ; Hold, there is the 
very Remuneration I had of thy Maſter, thou Half-penny 
Purſe of Wit, thou Pidgeon-egg of Diſcretion. O, and 
the Heavens were ſo pleaſed, that thou wert but my Ba- 
ſtard! What a joyful Father wouldſt thou make me? G0 
too, thou haſt it ad Dunghil, as the Finger's ends, as 
they lay. . 
Hol. Oh, I ſmell falſe Latin, dungbil for unguem. 
Arm. Artſ-man, preambula; we will be ſingled from 
the Barbarous. Do you not educate Youth at the Charge- 
houſe on the Top of the Mountain. | 
Hol. Or Mons the Hill. | 1 
Arm. At your ſweet Pleaſure for the Mountain. 
Hol. 1-do ſans queſtion, | | | 
Arm, Sir, it is the King's moſt ſweet Pleaſure and Af- 
fection, to congratulate the Princeſs at her Pavillion, in 
the poſteriors of this Day, which the rude Multitude call 
the Afternoon. . 
Hol. The Paſterior of the Day, moſt generous Sir, is li- 
able, congruent, and meaſurable for the Afternoon: The 
Word is well cull'd, choice, ſweet, and apt, I do aſſure 
you, Sir, I do aſſure. ; 
Arm. Sir, the King is a noble Gentleman, and my Fa- 
miliar, I do aſſure ye, my very good Friend, for what is 
inward between us, let it pais—I do beſeech thee, re- 
member thy Curteſie I be ſeech thee Apparel thy Head, 
and among other importunate and moſt, ſerious 2 
and of great Import indeed too But let that paſs, for I 
muſt tell thee is will pleaſe his Grace (by the World) ſome- 


time to lean upon my poor Shoulder, and with his Royal I” 
- Finger Al 
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Finger thus dally. with my Excrement, with my Muſta- 
chio ; but ſweet Heart, let that paſs. But the World 1 
recount” no Fable; ſome certain ſpecial Honours it plea- 
ſeth his Greatneſs to impart to Armado a Soldier, a Man 
of Travel, that hath ſeen the World; but let that paſs--- 


the very all of all is--—--But ſweet Heart, I do implore 


Secrety — that the King would have me preſent the 
Princeſs (ſweet Chuck) with ſome delightful Oſtentation, 


or Show, or Pageant, or Antick, or Fire-work. Now un- 


derſtanding that the Curate and your ſweet ſelf are good 
at ſuch Eruptions, and ſudden breaking out of Mirth (as 
it were) I have acquainted you withal, to the end to 


crave your Aſſiſtance, 


Hol. Sir, you ſhall preſent before her the nine Wor- 
thies, Sir, as concerning ſome Entertainment of Time, 
ſome Show in the Poſterior of this Day, to be rendered by 


dur Aſſiſtants at the King's Command, and this moſt gal- 


lant, illuſtrate and learned Gentleman, before the Princeſs : 
I ſay, none ſo fit as to preſent the nine Worthies. = 
Nath. Where will you find Men worthy enough to 


preſent them? 
Hol. Jeſua, your ſelf, this gallant Gentleman Judas 


Machabers, this Swain, (becaule of his great Limb or Joint) 


ſhall paſs Pompey the Great, and the Page Hercules. 
Arm. Pardon, Sir Error: He is not Quantity enough 


for that Worthy's Thumb; he is not ſo big as the End of 
FR let: 1 | 


Hol. Shall I have Audience? He ſhall preſent Hercules 


in Minority: His Enter and Exit ſhall be ſtrangling a 


Snake; and 1 will have an Apology for that Purpole. 
Meth. Anexcellent Device: So if any of the Audience 
hiſs, you may cry: Well done Hercules, now thou cruſheſt 
the Snake; that is the way to make an Offence gracious, 
tho* few. have the Grace to do it. 
Arm. For the reſt of the Worthies? 
Hol. I will play three my ſelf. 
Moth. Thrice worthy Gentleman, 
Arm. Shall L tell you a thing? 
Hol. We attend. EP 
Arm. We will have, if this fadge not, an Antique, I 
J beſeech you follow. 
Hol. Via good-man Dull, thou haſt ſpoken no Word all 
this while, ET in 
3 i Dull. 
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Dull. Nor underſtood none neither, Sir. 
Fol. Alons, we will employ thee, 
Dull. IAl make one in a Dance, or ſo: Or I will play 
oy the Taber to the Worthies, and let them dance the 
Hay. 
H.. Moſt Dull, honeſt Dull, to our ſport away. [ Exit. 
Enter Princeſs and Ladies. 
Prin. Sweet hearts, we ſhall be rich ere we depart, 
If Fairings eome thus plentifully in, 1 
A Lady wall'd about with Diamonds! look vou what J 
have from the King. 42 
Roſa. Madam, came nothing elſe along with that ? 
Prin. Nothing but this? yes, as much Love in Rhime, 
As would be cram'd up in a ſheet of paper, 
Writ on both ſides the leaf, Margent and all, 
That he was fain to ſeal on Cupzd's Name. 
- Roſa. That was the way to make his God-head wax, 
For he hath been five thouſand Years a Boy. 
7 Kath. Ay, and aſhrewd unhappy Gallows too. 
E Roſa. You'll n&er be Friends with him, he kill'd your 
Sinner. | ED 
Kath. He made her melancholly, ſad and heavy, 
And ſo ſhe died; had ſhe been light like you, 
| Of ſuch a merry, nimble, ſtirring Spirit, 
| She might have been a Grandam ere ſhe dy d. 
| And ſo may you, for a light heart lives lag. 
1 155 What's your dark Meaning, Moule, of this light 
| ord ? ORE 
Kath, A light Condition, in a Beauty dark, 
| Roſa. We need more Light to find your Meaning out. 
Hath. Yow'l] marr the Light by taking it in Snuff: 
Therefore Fl] darkly end the Argument. 
| Roſa. Look what you do, you do it ſtill i th dark, 
i Kath. So do not you, for you are a light wench. 
Reſa. Indeed I weigh not you, ans therefore light. 
Kath, Vou weigh me not, O that's, you care not for me, 
Roſa. Great Reaſon; for paſt Care, is till paſt Cure, 
Prin, Well handled both; a Set of Wit well play'd. 
But Roſaline, you have a Fayour too? Who ſent-it? and 
What is it? 
Reſa. I would you knew. 5 
And if my Face were but as fair as yours, 
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My Favour were as great, be witneſs this. 
Nay, | have Verſes too, I thank Birin. | 
The Numbers true, and were the numbring too, 
were th: faireſt Goddels on. the Ground. 
I am compar'd to twenty thouſand Fairies. 
O he hath drawn my Ficture in his Letter. 
Prin. Any thing like? | 
R. Much in the Letters, nothing in the Praiſe, 
Prin. Beauteous Ink; a good Concluſion, * 
Kath, Fair as a Text B in a Cupy-book. 
Nea. Ware Pencils. How ? Let me not die your Debter, 
My red Dominical, my golden Letter, 
O that your Face were full of Oes. E | 
Prin. A Pox of that Jeſt, and I beſhrew all Shrews : 
Put Katherine, what was ſent to you | 
From fair Dumain? 
Kath, Madam, this Glove. 
Prin, Did he not ſend you twa'n? 
Kath. Yes, Madam; and moreover, 
Some thouſand Verſes of a faithful Lover. 
A huge Tranflation of hypocrity, : 
Vildly compil'd, profound Simplicity. - : 
Mar. This, and thefe Pearls to me ſent Lengavile. 
The Letter is too long by half a Mile. 
Prin, I think no leſs; Doſt thou not wiſh in Heart 
The Chain were lorger, and the Letter ſhort ? 
Mar. Ay, or | would theſe hands might never part. 
Prin. We are wiſe Girls to mock our Lovers ſo. 
Reſa. They a e worſe Fools to purchaſe Mocking fo. 
That {ame Biren I'll torture ere I go. 
O that 1 knew he were but in by th' Week, 
How I would make him fawn, and beg, and ſeck, 
And wait the Seaſon, and obſerve the rimes, 
And ſpend his prodigal Wits in bootleſs Rimes, 
And ſhape his Service all to-my Behelts, 
And make him proud to make me proud with Jets, 
So pertaunt like would I o'erſway his State, | 
That he ſhould be my Fool, and J his Fate. 
Prin. None are ſo ſurely caught, when they are catch'd, 
As Mit turn'd Fool; a Folly in Wifdom hatch'd 
Hath Wiſdom s Warrant, and the help of School, 
And Wit's ojvn Grace to grace a learned Fool. 


Riſe. | 
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 Reſa. The Blood of Youth burns not in ſuch Exceſs, 

As Gravities revolt to wantonnels, 
Mar. Folly in Fools bears not ſo ſtrange a Note, 

As Fool'ry inthe Wiſe, when Wit doth dote. 

Since all the Power thereof it doth apply, 

| To prove by Wit, worth in Simplicity. 

| Enter Boyet. | 

Prin. Here comes Boyet, and Mirth in his Face. 
Bcyet. O, I am ſtabb'd with Laughter, Where's her Grace 
Prin. Thy News, Bet? 1 
Beyet. Prepare, Madam, prepare. 0 

Arm Wenches, arm, Incounters mounted are 

Againſt your Peace, Love doth approach, diſguis d, 

Armed in Arguments, you'll be ſurpriz'd. | 

Muſter your Wits, ſtand in your own Defence, 

Or hide your Heads like Cowards, and fly hence, 
Prin. Saint Dennis, to Saint Cupid; What are they 

That charge their Breath againſt us? Say, Scout, ſay. 
Beyet. Under the cool Shade of a Sycamore, 

I thought to cloſe mine Eyes ſome half an hour; 

When lo to interrupt my purpos d reſt, 

The King and his Companions; warily 

I ſtole into a Neighbour Thicket by, | 

And over-heard, what you ſhall over-hear: 

That by and by diſguis d they will be here. 

Their Herald is a pretty knaviſh page, 

That well by heart hath conn d his Embaſſage. 

Action and. Accent did they teach him there; 

Thus muſt thou ſpeak, and thus thy Body bear; 

And ever and anon they made a doubt, 

Preſence Majeſtical would put hi n out: 

For, quoth the King, an Angel ſhalt thou ſee, 

Yet fear not thou, but {peak audaziouſly. 

The Boy reply d, an Angel is not evil; 

I Mould have fear'd her, had ſhe been a devil. 

With chat all laugh'd, and clap'd him on the ſhoulder, 

Making the hold wag with their Praiſzs holder. 

One rubb'd his Elbow thus, and fleer'd, and ſwore, 

A better ſpeech was never ſpokes before. 

Another with his Finger, and bis Thumb, 

Cry d vig, we will dot, come what will come, 
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The third he caper'd and cry'd, All goes well, 
The fourth turn'd on the Toe, and down he fell-; 
With that they all did tumble on the Ground, 
With ſuch a-zealous Laughter, ſo profound, 
That in this ſpleen ridiculous appears, 
To check their Folly paſſions, ſolemn tears. 
Prin. But what, but what, come they to viſit us? 
Boyet. They do, they do; and are apparel'd thus, 
Like Muſcovites, or Ruſſians, as | guels. e 
Theic purpoſe is to parley, court, and dance, 
And every one his Love- feat will advance 
Upon his ſeveral Miſtreſs; which they'll know 


By favours ſev'ral, which they did beſtow. 


Prin. And will they ſo? the Gallants ſhall be taskt; 
For Ladies, we will every one be maskt: ES 
And not a Man of them ſhall have the Grace, 
Deſpight of Sute to fee a Lady's Face. | 
Hold Reſaline, this Favour thou ſhalt wear, | 
And then the King will court thee for his Dear: 
Hold, take-thou this my ſweet, and give me thine, 
So ſhall Biren take me for Reſalene. e 
And change your Favours too, fo ſhall your Loves 
Moo contrary, deceiv d by theſe Removes. - . 
Roſa. Come on then, wear the Favours molt in fight, 
Kath. But in this changing, what is your Intent? 
Prin. The Effect of my Intent is to crols theirs; 
They do it but in mocking Merriment, | 
And Mock for Mock is only my Intent. 
Their ſeveral Councils they unboſom ſhall 
To Loves miſtook, and ſo be mockt withal : 
Upon the next Occaſion that we meet 
With Viſages diſplay'd to talk and greet. 
Roſa. But ſhall we dance, if they deſire us to't? 
Prin. No, to the Death we will not move a Foot, 
Nor to their pen'd ſpeech render we no Grace: 
But while tis ſpoke, each turn away her Face. 


Boyet. Why that attempt will kill the Keeper's heart, 


And quite divorce his Memo y from his part. 
Prin. Therefore I do it, and make no doubt 

The reſt will ne er come in, if he be out. | 

There's no ſuch Sport, as Sport by Sport o'erthrown 

Lo make theirs ours, and ours none but our own 3 


t 
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So ſhall we ſtay mocking intended Game, = 
And they well mockt, depart away with Shame. [ Sound. 

Boyet, The Trumpet ſounds, be maskt, the Maskers come. 
Enter the King, Biron, Longavile, Dumain, and Attend- 
ants, d iſgui d like Muſcovites. Moth with Mujick, 
as fer a Maſquerade. OR | 
Meth. All hail the richeft beauties on the Earth. 
Biron. Beauties no richer than rich Taffata. 

Meth. A hoiy parcel of the faireſt Dames that ever turn d 
their backs to m rtal Vi ws. [ The Ladies turn their 

5 £ 2 Backs to him. 

Biron. Their Eyes, Villain, their Eyes. 
th. That ever turn d their Eyes to mortal Views, Out— 
Bzrcn, True; out indeed. 3 
Meth. Out of your Favours heav'nly Spirit, vcchſaſe net 
to beh:1d. : 
Piren. Once to behold, Rogue. . 

Mtb. Once to beh:1d with your Sun beumed Be,. 

Vith eur Sun- beamed Eyes — 
Pzron, T hey will not anſwer to that Epithete;, 
Yeu were belt call it Daughter-beam'd. Eyes. 
M:tb, They do not mark me, and that brings me out; 
Biron. Is this your Perfe&neſs? Begone, you Rogue, 
Reſa. What would theſe Strangers? | 
Know their Minds, Bey-t. 
If- they do ſpeak our Language, *tis our Will 
That ſome plain Man recount their purpoſes 
Know what they would? | | 
- Boyet, What would you with the Princeſs? 
Biron. Nothing but Peace and gentle Viſitation, 
NReſa. What would they, ſay they? 
Boyet, Nothing but Peace and gentle Vilitation, 
Reſa. Why that they have, and bid them ſo be gone. 
Bayet. She ſays you have it, and you may be gone. 
King. Say to her we have mealur'd many Miles, 
To tread a Mealure with you on the Graſs. 
Boyet. They ſay they have meaſur'd many a Mile, 
To tread a Meaſure with you on the Grals. - 
Reſa. It is not lo. Ask them how many Inches 
Is in one Mile? If they have meaſur d many 
The Mealure then of one is eaſily told. 


Byet., If to come hither you have meaſur'd Miles, 
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And many Miles; the Princeſs bids you tell, 

How many Inches doth fill up one Mite; | 
Biren. Tell her we meſure them by weary Steps. 
Boyet. She hears her ſe;f. En 
Roſa. How many weary Steps | 

Of many weary Miles you have o'er-gone, 

Are numbred in the Travel of one Mile? | 
Biren. We number nothing that we ſpend for you, 

Our Duty is ſo rich, ſo infinite, . 

That we may do it ſtill without Accompt. 

Vouchſafe to fhew the Sunſhine of your Face, 

That we (like Savages) may worſhip it. | 
Roſa. My Face is but a Moon, and clouded too. 
King. Bleſſed are Clouds, to do as ſuch Clouds do. 

_Vouchlafe, bright Moon, on theſe thy Stars to ſhine 

(Thote Clouds remov'd:) upon our watery Eyne. 
RS. O vain Petitioner, beg a greater Matter; 

Thou now requeſts but Moor- nine in the Water. 


King. Then in our meaſure, vouchlate hut one Change; Fi 


Thou hid'ſt me beg. this Begging is nut ſtrange. 
Reſa. Play Mufick then; nay you muſt do it ſoon. 
Not het, no Dance; thus change I like the Moon. 


King. Will you not dance, how come you thus eſtrang d? 


Noa. You took the Men at full, but now ſhe's chang' d. 
King. Vet ſtill ſhe is the Moon, and I the Man. - 


Ra. The Muſick plays, vouchlate ſome Motion to it: 


Cur Ears vouchſafe it. 
King. Put your Legs ſhould do it. ER 
Reja. Since you are Strangers, and eome here by ehane e, 
Weill not he nice; take Hands, we Will not dance. 5 
King. M hy take you Hands then! 
E %. Only to part Friends. | Wl 
Curiſie ſweet Hearts, and fo the Meaſure ends. | 
King. More Meaſure of this Meaſure; be not nice. 
Ra. We can afford no more at ſuch a Price. 


King. Prize your ſelves then; what buys your Com- 


1 
R. ſa. \ our Abſence only. | 
King. That can never be. 5 . 
| Roſe. Then cannot e be bought; and ſo adieu; 
Twice to your Viſor, and halt once to you, 
King. If you deny to dane, let's — 
| CJde 
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Reſa. In private then. 5 
King. I am beſt pleas d with that. ts 
——_ Mbite-handed Miſtrels, one ſweet Word with 
thee. - 35 
Prin. Honey, and Milk, and Sugar; there is three. 
Bircn, Nay then two Treys; and if you grow ſo nice, 
Methegline, Wort, and Malmſey; well run Dice : 
There's half a dozen Sweets. | 
Prin, Seventh ſweet adieu, 
Since you can cog, I'll play no more with you, 
Biron. One Word in ſecret. | 
Prin, Let it not be ſweet. 
Biron. Thou grie v ſt my Gall. 
Prin. Gall, bitter. 
Bieren. Therefore meet. | 1 
Dum. W ill you vouchſafe with me to charge a Word? 
- Mar, Name it. 
Dum. Fair Lady, 
Mar. Say you Jo ? fair Lord: 
Take you that for your fair Lady. 
Dum. Flealeit you; 

As much in private, and I'll bid adieu. 

Katb. What, was your Vizard made without a Tongue? 
Long. I know the Reaſon, Lady, why you ask. | 
Kath, O tor your Realon, quickly Sir, | long. 

Long. You have a double Tongue within your Mask, 
And would afford my ſpeechleſs Vizard half. 

Kath, Veal, quoth the Dutch Man; is not Veal a Calf? 
Tong. A Calt, fair Lady? | 
Kath, No, a fair Lord Calf; 

Long. Let's part the Word. 

| Kath, No, I'll not be your Half; 

Take all and wean it; it may prove an Ox. | 
Leng. Look how you but your ſelf in theſe harp 

. Mocks ! 

Will you give Horns, chaſte Lady? Do not ſo, 

Kath, Ihen die a Calt before your Horns do grow. 

Teng. One Word in private with you ere I die. 

Kath. Bleat foftly then, the Butcher hears you cry. 

Boyet. 1 he Tongue of mocking Wenckesare as ksen 
As is the Razor's Edge inviſible. | 
Curting a ſmaller Hair thax may be cen, | 
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Above the Senſe of Senſe ſo ſenſible, £ [= 
Seemeth their Corference, their Conceits have Wings, 


Fleeter,thanArrows, Bullets, Wind, Thought, ſwifter things. 


Roſa. Not one Word more my Maids, break off, brea 


Biren. By Heay'n all dry beaten with pure Scoff. 


Hing. Farewell, mad Wenches, you have 2 Wits. 


| Exeunt. 
Prin. Twenty Adieus, my frozen Muſcovites. 


Are theſe the Breed of Wits ſo wondred at? 5 


Boyet. Tapers they are, with your ſweet Breat hs puit 
Out. 


Reſa. Well-liking Wits they have, groſs, groſs, fat, fat. 


EF rin. O Poverty in Wit, Kingly poor flout: | 
Will they not (think you) hang themſelves to Night? 
Or ever but in Vizards ſhew their Faces? 

This pert Biron was out of Count'rance quite. 

N/a. O! they were all in lamentable Caſes. 

he King was weeping-ripe for a good Word. 

Prin. Biren did ſwear himlelſ out of all Suit. 
Mar. Dumain was at my Service, and his Sword: 
No Point (quoth 1;) my Servant ſtrait was mute, 

Kath, Lord Lengavile ſaid, I came o er his Heart; 

And trow you what he call'd me | 

Prin. Qualm, perhaps, 

Kath. Yes, in good Faith, 

Prin. Go Sicknels as thou art. 


Neſa. Well, better Wits have worn plain Statute Caps. = 


nt will you hear; the King is my Love (worn. 


— 


f 


Prin. And quick Firorhath plighted Faith to me. 

Kath. And Lengavile was for my. Service born. 

Mar. Dumain is mine as ſure as Bark on Tree. 

Bezet. Madam, and pretty Miſtreſſes give Ear, 
Immediately they will again be here- 


In their own Shapes? for it can never be, 


They will digeſt this harſh Indignity. 
Prin, Wil: they return ? 12 8 5 1 
Bet. They will, they will, God knows, 
And leap for me though they are lame with Blozws* 
Therefore change Favours, and when they repair, 
Blow like ſweet Roſes in this Summer Air. 
Prin. How blow? how blow? ſpeak to be . 
5 | oye 5 
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Byyet, Fair Ladies maskt, are Roſes in their Bud: 
Diſmaskt, their damask fiveet Comixture ſhown, 
Are Angels vailing Clouds, or Roſes blown.- 
Prin. Avaunt Perplexity ! What ſhall we do? 


It they return in their own Shapes to woo? 
Ro. Good Madam, if by me you'll be advis d, 


Let's mock them till as well known as diſguis'd. 


Let us complain to them what Fools were here, 

Diſguis'd like Muſcovites in ſhapleſs Gear ; 

And wonder what they were, and to what end 

Their Shallow Shows, and Prologue vilely pen'd; - 

And their rough Carriage ſo ridiculous, = 

Should be preſented at our Tent to us. 

Beyet. Ladies, withdraw, the Gallants are at Hand. 
Prin, Whip to our Tents, as Roes run o'er the land. | Exe. 
Enter the King, Biron, Longavile, and Dumain, in thezs - 
l e own Habits, © is 
King. Fair Sir, God fave you. Where's the Princeſs? * 
Beyet. Gone to her Tent, 

Pleaſe it your Majeſty command me any Service to her? 
King. That ſhe vouchlate me Audience for one Word. 
Boyet, I will, and fo will ſhe, I know my Lord. | Exit. 
Biron. This Fellow picks up Wit as Pigeon Peas, 

And utters it again, when Jove doth pleaſe: * 

He is Wits Pedlar, and retails his Wares | 

At Wakes and Waſlals, Meetings, Markets, Fairs: 

And we that ſell by Groſs, the Lord doth know, 

Have not the Grace to grace it with ſuch Show. 

This Gallant pins the Wenches on his Sleeve; 

Had he been Adam he had tempted Eve. 

He can carve too, and liſp: Why this is he, 

That kiſt away his Hand in Courteſie. 

This is the Ape of Fortune, Monſieur the nice, 

That when he plays at Tables, chides the Dice. 


* 


In honourable Terms: Nay, he can ſing 
A Mean moſt-manly, and in uſhering 


Mend him who can; the Ladies call him ſweet; 
The Stairs as he treads on them kits his Feet. 
This is the Flower that ſmiles on every one 

his Bone. i 


To ſhew his Teeth as white as Whale 


And Conſciences that wil! not die in Debt, 

Pay him the Duty of Honey - tongu' d. Bet. | 
King. A Bliſter on his [weet Tongue with my Heart, 
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That put Armado's Page out of his Part. ; 
Enter th: Princeſs, Roſaline, Ma ia, Katherine, and 
ET Attendants. | 
B3ron. See where it comes, Behaviour what wert thou, 
Till this Mad-man ſhew'd thee? And what art thou now? 
King. All hail, ſweet Madam, and fair time of Day, 
Prin. Fair in all Hail is foul, as I conceive. 8 
King. Conſt rue my Speeches better if you may. 
Prin. Then wiſh me better, I will give you leave. 
King. We came to viſit you, and purpoſe now 
To lead you to our Court, vouchlafe it then. | 
Prin. This Field ſhall hold me, and ſo hold your Vow 
Nor God, nor I, delight in perjur'd Men. 
_ King. Rebuke me not for that which you provoke; 
The Virtue of your Eye muſt break my Oath _ 
Prin. You nick-nameV irtue: Vice you ſhould have ſpoke, 
For Virtue's Office never breaks Mens Troth. 
Now, by my Maiden Honour, yet as pure 
As the unſully'd Lilly, I proteſt, | 
A World of Torments though I ſhould endure, 
I would not yield to be your Houſe's Gueſt: 
So much I hate a breaking Cauſe to be 
Of heay'nly Oaths, vow'd with Integrity. 
King. O you haveliv'd in Deſolation here, 
Unleen unviſited, much to our Shame. 
Prin. Not ſo my Lord, it is not ſo I ſwear, 
We have had Paſtimes here, and pleaſant Game. 
A Meſs of Ruſſtans leſt us but of late, 
King. How, Madam, Raſians ? 
Prin. Ay, in truth, my Lord; e 
Trim Gallants, full of Courtſhip, and of State. 
Roſa. Madam, ſpeak true. It is not fo, my Lord: 
My Lady (to the Manner of the Days) 
In Courteſie gives undeſerving Praiſe, 
Wee four indeed, confronted were with four, 
In Ruſſian Habit: Here they ſtaid an Hour, 
And talk'd apace, and in that Hour, my Lord, 
They did not bleſs us with one happy Word, 
I dare not call them Fools; but this I think, | 
When they are thirſty, Fools would fain have drink. 
Biron. This Jeſt is dry to me, fair, gentle ſwees, 
Your Wit makes wiſe Things fooliſh; when we greet, 
With Eyes beſt ſeeing, Heaven's fiery Eye, n 
” * 
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By Light we loſe Light ; your Capacity | 
Is of that Nature, asto your buge Store, | 
Wile things ſeem ſooliſh, and rich things but poor. 
Roſa. This proves you wile and rich; for in my Eye 
Biron. I ama Fool, and full of Poverty. | 
Reſa. But that you take what doth to you belong, 
It were a Fault to ſnatch Words from my Tongue. 
Biron. O | am yours, and all that I poſſeſs. 
Roſa. All the Fool mine. 
Biren. I cannot give you leſs. | 
Re/a. Which of the Vzards was it that you wore ? 
Biron. Where? When? What Vizard 2 
Why demand you this? 1 
Roſa. There, then, that Vizard, that ſuperfluous Cafe, 
That, hid the worſe, and thew'd the better Face. 
King. We are deſeried, | 
They'll mock us now downright, 
Dum. Let us confels, and turn it to a Jeſt. | 
Prin. Amaz'd, my Lord, why looks your Highneis ſad? 
Rya. Help, hold his Brows, he'll fwoaund: Why lo- K 


; ou pale? | | 
Sea ek I think, coming from Mauſcovy. : 

Biron. Thus pour the Stars down Plagues for Perjury. 
Can any Face of Braſs hold longer out ? 
Here ſtand I, Lady, dart thy Skill at me, 

Bruiſe me with Scorn, confound me with a.Flout, 
Thruſt thy ſharp Wit quite through my Igno.ance 
Cut me to pieces with thy keen Conceit; 

And I will ſhew thee never more to dance, 

Nor never more in Ruſſian Habit wait. 

O! never will I truſt to Speeches pen d, 

Nor to the Motion of a.School-boy's Tongue, 

Nor never come in Vizard to my Friend, 

Nor woo in Time like a blind Harper's Song; 

Taffata Phraſes, ſilken Terms precile, 

Three- pil'd Hyperboles, (pruee Affectation, 

Figures pedantical, theſe Summer Flies, 

Have blown me full of Maggot Oſtentation. 

I do forſwear them, and I here proteſt, 
By this white Glove (how white the Hand God knows) 
Henceforth my wooing Mind ſhall be expreſt 

In Ruſſet Veas, and honeſt Kerſie Noes: 


And to begin, Wench, ſo God help me Law, v. 
* 


bo _ Love's Labour's loſt. 
My Love to thee is ſound, Sans crack or flaw.. 
Roſa. Sans, Sans, I pray you. 
Bren. Vet I have a Trick 
Of the old Rage: Bear with me I am Sick. 
I'll leave it by Degrees: Soft, let us ſee, * 
Write Terd have mercy on us, and thoſe three, 
They are infected, in their Hearts it lyes, c | 
They have the Plague, and caught it of your Eyes. 
Theſe Lords are viſited, you are not free; 
For the Lord's Tokens on you both I fee. 
Prin. No, they are free that gave theſe Tokens to us. 
Biren. Our States are forfeit, ſeek not to undo us. 
.Reſa. It is not ſo ; for bow can this be true, 
Fhat you ftand forfeit, being thoſe that ſue. 
Biron. Peace, for I will not have to do with you. 
Re/a. Nor ſhall not, if 1 do as I intend. | 
Bzron, Speak for your ſelves, my Wit is at an end. 


King. Teach us, ſweet Madam, for our rude Tranſgreſſion, 


Some fair Excuſe. 

Prin. The faireſt is Confeſſion. | 
Were you not here but even now diſguis'd > 

King. Madam, I Was: ; 

*Prih, And were you well advis d? 
EK ing. | was, fair Madam, | 

Prin. When you then were here, 1 
What did you whiſper in your Lady's Ear? 
King. 1 hat more than all the World ] did reſpect her. 


Prin. M hen ſhe ſnall challenge this, you will reje& her. 


King. Upon mine Honour, no. 
Prin. Peace, peace, forbear : 34 
Your Oith once broke, you force nat to forſwear. 
King. Deſpiſe me when. I break this Oath of mine. 
Prin. I will, and therefore keep it. Reoſaline, 
What did the Raſſian whiſper in your Ear? 
Reſa. Madam, he ſworeè that he did hold me dear 
As precious Eye ſight, and did value me 
A bee this World; adding thereunto moreover, 
That he would wed me, or elſe die my Lover. 
Prin. God give thee Joy of him; the noble Lord 
Moſt horourably doth uphold his Word. 


King. What mean you, Madam? By my Life my 


roth, 


[ never ſwore this Lady fach an Oath, 


: Riſes 


Love's Labour”s loſt. 
Roſa. By Heav'n you did, and to confirm it plain, 
You gave me this: But take it, Sir, again. | 
+ King, My Faith and this, to th Princeſs I did give, 
I knew her by this Jewel on her Sleeve. 
Prin. Pardon me, Sir, this Jewel did ſhe wear: 
And Lord Biron, I thank him, is my Dear. 
What? will you have me, or your Pearl again? 
Biron. Neither of either, I remit both twain, 
I ſee the Trick ont; Here was a Conſent, 
Knowing aforehand of our Merriment, 
To da ſn it like a Chriſtmas Comedy, | 
Some Carry-tale, ſome Pleaſe-man, ſome ſlight Zany, 1 
Some Mumble- neus, ſome Trencher- knight, ſome Dic#. 7 


That (miles his Cheek in Years, and knows the Trick [/ 
To make my Lady laugh, when ſhe'sdiſpos'd, «+ h 
Told our Intents before; which once dilclos'd, | 
The Ladies did change Favours, and then we | | | 


Following the Signs, woo'd but the Sign of ſhe: 
Now to our Perjury, to add more Terror, 
We are again forſworn in Will and Error. | f 
Much u pon this it is. And might not you [ To Bqet. 
Foreſtal our Sport, to make us thus untrue? * 
Do not you know my Lady's Foot by th Square, 
And laugh upon the Apple of her Eye. "206 | 
And ſtand between her Back, Sir, and the Fire, CES, 
Holding a Trencher, jeſting merrily ? 
You put our Page out: Go, you are allow'd, 
Die when you will, a Smock ſhall be your Shrowds. . 
You leer upon me, doyou? There's an Eye 
Wounds. like a Leaden Sword, 

Boyet. Full merrily | 
Brave Manager, hath this Career been run. | 

Biron. Lo, he is tilting ſtraight. Peace, I have done, 

| Enfer Coltard.; © | 

Welcome pure Wit, thou part'ſt a fair Fray. 

Coft. O Lord, Sir, they would know 7 0 
Whether the three Worthies ſhall come in, or no. 

Biron. What, are there but three? 

Coſt. No, Sir, but tis very fine; 
For every one preſents three. 1 | 

Biron. And three times thrice is nine? 

C-ſt. Not ſo Sir, under Correction Sir, I hope it is rot ſo, 
Y ou cannot beg us Sir, I can aſſure you Sir, we ow 
#577 | What 
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what we know: I hope three times thrice Sir 
Biron. Is not nine. 555 
Coſt. Under Correction Sir, we know where until it dotli 
amount. | 375 | 
Biron. By Jove | always took three Threes for nine. 
Coſt, O Lord Sir, it were pity you ſhould get your Li- 
ving by reckoning, Sir. 
Bion. How much is it? 5 
Cf/t. O Lord Sir, the Parties themſelves, the Actors Sir, 
will ſhew whereuntil it doth amount; for my own part, 
I am, as they ſay, but to perfect one Man in one poor 
Man, Pompion the Great, Sir. i 8 
Biren. Art thou one of the Worthies ? | 
Coſt. It pleated them to think me worthy of Pompien 
the Great : For mine own part, I know not the Degree 
of the Worthy; but Iam toſtand for him, 
Biron. Go, bid them prepare. F 
Coſt. We will turn it finely off, Sir, we will take ſome care. 1 
King. Biron, they will ame us; [Exit Coſt. | 
Let them not apprezch. 
Biren. We — my Lord; and'tis ſome Policy 
to have one Show worſe than the King and his company. 
King. I ſay they ſhall not come. CE 
Prin. Nay my good Lord; let me o'er-rule you now; 
That Sport beſt pleales, that doth leaſt know-how. 
Where Zeal ſtrives to content, and the Contents 
Dies in the Zeal of that which it preſents; 
Their Form confounded, makes moſt form in Mirth, 
When great Things labouring periſh in their Birth. F 
Biron. A right Deſcriptionof our Sport, my Lord. | * 
E7. Enter Armado. . ü þ 
Arm, Anointed, I implore ſo much Expence of thy 
Royal ſweet Breath, as will utter a Brace of Words. 
rin. Doth this Man ſerve God? 
Biron, Why ask you? | | 
Prin. He ſpeaks not like a Man of God's making. 
Arm. That's all one, my fair ſweet honey Monarch, g 
for I proteſt the Schoolmaſter is exceeding fantaſtical : N 
' Too too vain, too too vain: But we will put it, as they ſay, 
to Fortuna de laguar. I wiſh' you the Peace of Mind, moſt 
Royal Cupplement. | | HL 
King. Here is like to be a good Preſence of Worthies : 1 
He'preſents Hecter of Frey, the — ag 2 
FEY x 


nh, F 
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mander. 
Hy Eail, ag b North and South, 1 ſpread my conquering 
„  -F . | 
Ay Ecke gen plain declares that Tam Aliſander. \ 


For it ſtands not right. 


ing Knight. | 


* 
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the Pariſh-Curate Alexa» der, Armads's Page Hercules, the | 
Pedant Judas Machabeus; a : | 
Arid if theſe four worthies in their firſt Shew thrive, 
Theſe four will change Habits, and preſent the other five. ki 

Biren. There are five in the firſt Shew. f 
King. You aredeceiy'd, tis not ſo. | a 
 Biron, The Pedant, the Braggart, the Hedge-Prieſt, the 1 
Fool, and the Boy. eee e 1 
A bare throw at Novum, and the whole world again Al 
Cannot prick out five luch, take each one in's Vein. 9 
King. The Ship is under ſail, and here the comes amain, 
| Enter Coltard for Pompey. 
Ciſt. I Pompey am. 
Beyet. You lye, you are not he. 0 
Cit. I Pompey am. 5 : of 
Biyet. With Libbard's Head on Knee. 0 
Biron. Well ſaid old Mocker, _ | 


Imuſt needs be Friends with thee. | 


+ 


M. I Pompey am, Pompey ſurnam'd the Big. 
Dum, The Great, | 
Cot. It is great, Sir; Pompey, ſurnam d the Great $ 
That oft in Field, with Targe and Shield, 
did make my Foe to ſweat: | 
And travelling along this Coaſt, There am come by Chante. 
And lay my Arms before the Teas of this ſweet Laſs of France; 
If your ladyſhip would ſay Thanks Pompey, I had done. 
rin, Great Thanks, great Pompey. 15 
Cost. Tis not ſo much worth; but I hope I was perfect. 
I made a little Fault in great. 5 
HBiron. My Hat to a Half-penny, Pope? proves the beſt 
Worthy. | 


Enter Nathaniel fer Alexander. 
Nath. Vben in the World Iliv d, I was the World's Com- 


Bet. Your Nole ſays no, you are not; 
Biron. Your Nole ſmells no, in this moſt tender ſmell- 
Prin. The Conqueror isdiſmaid; 


Proceed, good Alexander. OY 
d, g Nathy 
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Nath. When in the World I liu 4 1 was the World's Gm 


| & 74 3h 


Boyet. Mot true, tis right; you were ſo Aliſander. 
Biron. Pompey the Great. . 

Coſt. Your Servant and Cſtard. 

Biron. Take away the Conqueror, take away Al: ſander. 
Coft. O Sir, you have overthrown Aliſander the Con- 


| queror. [to Nath.) You will be ſcrap'd out of the painted 


Cloth for this; your Lion that holds the Poll-ax ſitting on 
a Cloſeſtool, will be given to Ajax; he will be then the 


ninth worthy. A Conqueror, and afraid to ſpeak ? Run 


away for Shame, Aliſander. There an't ſhall pleaſe you 
a fooliſh mild Man, an honeſt Man, look you, and ſoon 
daſh'd. He is a marvellous good Neighbour inſooth, and 
4 very good Bowler; but for Aliſander, alas you ſee, how 
tis little o er · parted: But there are worthies a coming 
will ſpeak their Mind in ſome other ſort. 
Biron. Stand afide, good Pompey. + 
Enter Holofernes for Judas, and Moth 70 Hercules. - 
Hol. Great Hercules is preſented by this Imp, 
Whoſe Club kill d Cerberus that three-headed Canis. . 
And when he was a Babe, a Child, a Shrimp, 
Thus did he ſtrangle Serpents in his Manus :- 
Laoniam, he ſeemeth in Minority 
Ergo, I come with this Apology. „ 
Keep ſome State in thy Exit, — yaniſh:. [Exit Moths 
Hol. Judas I am. . 
Daum. A Judas. 
Hol. Not Iſcariot, Sir, 
Judas I am, yclipped Machabeus. 
Dum. Judas Machabeus clipt, is plain Judas. 2 i 
Biron. A kiſſing Traitor. How art thou prov d Judas? > + 
HI. ſudas Tam. - 
Dum. The more Shame for you, Judas. 
Hol. What mean you, Sir? 
Biyet: To make Judas hang himſelf. 
Hol. Begin Sir, you are my Elder. 
Bircn, Well follow'd, Judas was hang'd on an \ Elder, 
Hel. Iwill not be put out of Countenance. 
Biren. Becaule thou haſt no Fact, 
Hl. What is this? 


_ Boyet. A Cittern Head. 


Dum. The Head of a Bodkin, | . 
| ; Biron. 


— 


„1058 Labour's 17. 65. 


Birone A Death's Face in the Ring. | 

Long. The Face of an old Roman Coin, ſcarce ſeen. + 

Boyet. The Pummel ef C-ſar's Faulchion. 

Dum. The carv'd-bone Face on a Flask. 

Biron. St. George's half Cheek in a Broch. 

Dum, Ay, and in a Broch of Lead. 

Biron. Ay, and worn in the Cap of a Tooth-drawer; 
And now forward, for we have put thee in Counteninces 

Hol. You have put me out of 3 — 

Biron. Falſe, we have given thee Faces. 

Hol. But you have out fac'd them all. 

Biron. And thou wert a Lion we would do ſo. 

Beyet. Therefore as he is an Aſs, let him go; 


3 0 


And ſo adieu ſweet Jude; Nay, why doſt thou nay r ? 


Dum. For the latter end of his Name. 

Biron. For the Aſs to theJude ; give it him. Jud. as 
away. 

Hol. This is not generous, not gentle, not humble. 

Boyet. A Light for Monſieur Judas, it grows dark, he 


may ſtumble. 


Prin. Alas poor Machabeus, how he hath been baited. 
Enter Armado. 
Biren, Hide thy Head Achilles, here comes Heftor i in 


5 Arms. 


Dum. Tho my Mocks come home by me, I will now 


be merry. 


King. Hector was but a Trojan i in reſpect of this. | 
Bqet. But is this Hector. 

King. I think Hector was not ſo clean timber'd. 
Tong. His Legs is too big for He@or. 

Dum, More Calf, certain. 

Bqyet. No; he is beſt indu'd in the Small. 

 Brzon, This can't be Hector. 

Dum, He's a God or a Painter, for he makes Fame. 

Arm. The Armipotent Dart rs, > of Launces the Almighty, 


gave He ctor a Gift: 


"Gave * a Gift: the Heir of: Ilion; 


Dum. A gilt Nutmeg, 
Biron, A Lemon. 
Tong. Stuck with Cloves, 
Dum. No, cloven. 
Arm. The Arem patent Mars, of a the Almighty, 


A 
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A Man ſo breath:d, that certain h: would fight ye 
From Morn liil Night out of his Pavillion, 
I am that Flower. 
Dum, That Mint. 
Teng. That Cullambine. : | 
Arm, Sweet Lord Zongavile rein thy tougue. 
| * 1 1 muſt rather give it the Rein; for it runs 1 2 
or. 
Dum. Ay, and Hedtor's a Grey- hound . 
Arm. The ſweet war- man is dead and rotten; 
Sweet Chucks, beat not the Bones of the bury d: 
But I will forward with my Device; 
Sweet Royalty beſtow on me the Senfe of Hearing. 
Prin. Speak brave Hector; we are much delighted. 
Arm. I do adore thy tweet Grace's — 
Beyet. Loves her by the Foot. 
Dum. He may not ty the Yard, 
Arm. This Hector far ſurmounted Hannibal. 
Ceft. Fellow Helter, the is gone; ſhe is two Months'6n 
her way. 
Arm. What mean'ſt thou? ? 
Ceft. Faith unleſs you play the honeſt Trojan, the poor 
wench is caſt away ; ſhe's quick, the Child brags in her 
belly already. I is yours. 
Arm. Do'ſt thou infamonize me among Potentates? 
Thou ſhalt die. 
Coſt, Then ſhall Hector be whipt for Jaquenctte, that is 


him. 
Dum. Moſt rare Pompey! 

Beyet. Renown'd Pompey | 
Bron, Greater than great, great, great, great Pompey? 
Pompey the huge ! 

Dum. Hocter trembles. 

Biron. Pompey is mov'd, more Ates, more Ates, ſtir 
them on, ſtir them on. . 
Dum. Hector will challenge him. 

Biron. Ay, it he have no more Mar- s blood in's belly 
than will ſup a Flea. | 
Arm. By the North pole I do challevge thee. 


III 


quick by him; and hang d for Pompey, that is dead by 


| 0 I will not ben with a pole like a Nothern Man; 


* 
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I'll flaſh; TN] do't by the Sword: I pray you let me bor- 
row my Arms again. 25 . 
Dum. Room for the incenſed Worthies. 
Ct. III do't in my Shire, 7 
Dum. Moſt reſolute Pompey. | 5 5 
Moth. Maſter, let me take you a Buttor- hole lower. 
Do you not ſee Pompey is uncaſing for the Combat: What 
mean you? You will loſe your Reputation. 95 
Arm. Gentlemen and Soldiers pardon me, I will not 
combat in my Shirt. ; . | 
Dum. You may not deny it, Pompey hath made the 
Challenge. Oy PS | | 
Arm, Sweet Bloods, I both may and will. 
Biron, What Reaſon have you for't ? ; 
Arm. The naked Truth of it is, I have no Shirt, 


I go woolward for Penance. 


Beyet. True, and it was enjoin'd him in Rome for want 
of Linnen; ſince when, I'll be ſworn he wore none, but 
2 Diſh-dout of Jaquenetta s, and that he wears next his 
Heart for a Favour. © | 
| Enter Macard, 
| Mat. God ſave you, Madam. | 
Prin. Welcome Macard, but that thou interrupteſt our 
Merriment. . | 
Mac. I am ſorry Madam, for the News I bring 
Is heavy in my Tongue, The King your Father ——— 
Prin, Dead, for my Life! 
Mac. Even ſo: My Tale is told. 
Biron, Worthies away, the Scene begins to cloud. 
Arm. For mine own part, I breathe free Breath; I have 
ſeen the Day of wrong through the little Hole of Diſ- 
_ cretion, and I will right my felf like a Soldier. ; 
| | ; AT [EExeunt Worthves, 
King. How fares your Majeity ? TR 
Prin. Boyet prepare, I will away to Night. 
King. Madam not ſo, I do heſeech you ſtay. 
Prin. Prepare | (ay, I thank you, gracious Lords, 
For all your fair Endeaveurs; and entreat, 5 
Out of a new (ad Soul, that you vouchſafe, 
In your rich Wiſdom, to exeu ſe or hide, 
The liberal Oppoſitien of our Spirits; 
It ever boldly we have born ourtelves, , 
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In the Converſe of Breath, your Gentleneſs 

Was guilty of it. Farewel, worthy Lord; 

An heavy heart bears not an humble Tongue: 

Excuſe me ſo, coming ſo ſhort of Thanks, 

For my great ſuit fo eaſily obtain d. 8 

King. The extream Parts of Time extreamly forms 

All Cauſes to the purpoſe of his ſpeed, 

And often at his very looſe decides TE EY 

That which long proceſs of time could not arbitrate. 

And though the mourning Brow of Progeny- 

Forbid the ſmiling Courteſie of Love, | 

The holy ſuit which fain it would convince ; 

Yet ſince Love's argument was firſt on foot, 

Let not the Cloud of Sorrow juſtle it 

From what it purpoſed. Since to wail Friends loſt 

Is not by much ſo wholſome, profitable, 

Asto rejoice at Friends but newly found. 1 2 
Prin, T underſtand you not, my griefs are double. . | 
Bren, Honeſt plain words beſt pierce the cares of grief; 

And by theſe badges underſtand the King. 

For your fair ſakes have we negle&ed time, 


_ Hatlymuch deformed us, faſhioning our Humours 
Even to the oppoſed End of our intents; 
And what in us-hath ſeem'd ridiculous, 
As Love is full of unbefitting ſtrains, 
All wanton as a Child, skipping and vain, 
-Form'd by the Eye, and therefore like the Eye, 
Full of ſtra; ing ſhapes, of habits, and of forms, 
Var) ing in Subjects as the Eye doth rowl, 
To every varied object in his Glance ; _ 
Which party - ecated preſence of looſe Love 
Hut on by us, if in your heav'nly Eyes, 
Have misbecom'd our oaths and gravities; . 
Thoſe heav nly eyes that look into cheſe Faults, 
Suggeſted us to . Therefore, Ladies, 
Our Love being yours, the erxor that Love makes 
| Is likewiſe yours. We to our (elves prove falſe, 
By being once falſe, for ever to be true | 
To thoſe that make us both, fair Ladies you; 
And even that falſnood in it ſelf a ſim. 
Thus purifies it ſelf, and turns to grace. 


Prin. 


Play d foul Play with our Oaths: Your beauty, Lad ies, 
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"Your fayours, the embaſſadors of love: 
And in our maiden council rated them 
At courtſhip, pleaſant jeſt, and courteſie, 
As bumbaſt, and as lining to the time : | 
But more devout than theſe are our reſpects. 
Have we not been (and therefore met your loves 
In their own faſhion) like a merriment ? | 
Dum. Our letters, madam,\ 
jeſt. | 
Long. So did our looks. 
Refs. We did not coat them ſo. CS 
King. Now at the lateſt minute of the hour, 
Grad us your loves. 3g 
Prin. A time methinks too ſhort, 
To make a world-without-end bargain in; 
No, a, my lord, your grace is perjur'd much, 
Full of dear guiltineſs, and therefore this: 
If for my love (as there is no ſuch cauſe) 


'” Youwilldoought, this you ſhall do for me; 


Your oath I will not truſt; but go with ſpeed 
To ſome forlorn and naked hermitage, 

Remote from all the pleaſures of the world; 
There ſtay until the twelve celeſtial ſigns 
Have brought about their annual reckoning. 

If this auſtere inſociable life ws 
Change not your offer made in heat of blood 

If froſts, and faſts, hard lodging, and thin weeds 
Nip not the gaudy bloſſoms of your love, 

But that it bear this tryal, and laſt love; 

Then at thz expiration of the Year, 

Come challenge me, challenge me by theſe deſerts; 
And by this virgin palm, now kiſſing thine, 

J will bethine-; and till that inſtant ſhut 


My woful ſelf up in a mourning houſe, 


Raining the tears of lamentation, 

For the remembrance of my father's death. 
If this thou do deny, let our hands part, 
Neither intitled in the other's heart, 


King. If this, or more than this, I would BR, | 


To flatter up theſe powers of mine with reſt; 
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Prin. We have receiv'd your letters, full of love, 
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| The ſudden Hand of death eloſe up mine Eye. 


With three-fold love I wiſh you all theſe three. 
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Hence ever then, my Heart is in thy Breaſt. 
Biron. And what to me, my love? and what to me? 
R:/a. You muſt be purged too, your ſins are rank, 

You are attaint with ſault and perjury; 

Therefore if you my favour mean to get, | 

A twelve-month ſhall you ſpend, and never reſt, 

But ſeek the weary beds of people ſick. 

Dun. But what to me my love ? but what to me ? 
Kath. A wife, a beard, fair health and honeſty ; 


S 
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Dum. O ſhall I ſay, Ithank y ou gentle Wife? 
Kath. Nat ſoʒ my lord; a twelve- month and a day 
I'n mark no words that ſmooth- fac d woers ſay. | 
Come when the King dothtomylady come; 1 
1 hen if I have much love, I'Il give you ſome. ; 
Dum. Ill ſerve thee true and taithfully till then. 
Kath, Yetiwearnot, leſt you be forſworn again. 
Tang. What lays Maria? | | 
Mar. At the- twelve month's end, . 1 
Tn change my black gown for a faithful Friend. „ 
Long. IIl ſtay with patience; but the time is long. ö 
Mar. The liker you, few taller are ſo young. J 
Biron. Studies my Lady? miſtreſs, look on me, 1 


Behold the window of my heart, mine eye: 


M hat bumble ſuit attends thy Anſwer there, 
Impole ſome ſervice on me for thy love. 

Rea. Oſt have I heard of you, my lord Biran, 
Before I faw you; and the world's large tongue 
Proclaims you for a Man replete with mocks, 
Full of compariſons and wounding flouts, 
Which you on all eſtates will execute, 
That lie within the mercy of your wit: 3 1 
To weed this wormwood from your faithful Brain, 1 
And there withal to win me if you pleaſe, 1 $ 
Without the which I am not to be wen; 

You ſhall this twelve- month term from day to day | 3 
Viſit the ſpeechleſs ſiek, and ſtill eonverſe | F 
With groaning wretches; and your task ſhall be, = 
With all the fierce endeavour of your wit, | 1 
T'enforce the pained impetent to ſmile. | 
Biren. To move wide laughter in the throat of _ 4 
| * 


It cannot be, it is impoſſible : | 
Mirth cannot move a ſoul in agony. | 
Roſa. Why, that's the way to choak a gibing ſpirit, 
| Whole influence is begot of that looſe grace, | 
Which ſhallow laughing hearers give'to fools : 
A jeſt's proſperity lies in the ear 
Of him that hearsit, never in the tongue 
Of him that makes it, then if ſickly ears, . 
Deaft with the clamours of their own dear groans, 
Will hear your idle ſcorns; continue then, 
And I will have you, and that fault withal : 
But, if they will not; throw away that fpirit, 
And I ſhall find you empty of that fault, 
Right joyful of your reformation. i 
Biron. A twelve-month? well, befall what will befall. 
Fl] jeſt a twelve- month in an hoſpital. 
Prin, Ay, (ſweet my lord, and fo I take my leave. 
King. No Madam, we will bring you on your way. 
Biron, Our wooing doth not end like anold play ; 
Jack hath not Ji; theſe ladies courtefie | 
Might well have made our ſport a comedy, 
King. Come, Sir, it wants a twelve-month and a day, 
And then *twill end, Fs SF 
Biron. That's too long for a play. 
Enter Armado. 
Arm. Sweet Majeſty, vouchſafe me. 
Prin. Was not that Hector? | 
Dum. That worthy Knight of Trey. 
Arm. I wil Kiſs thy royal finger, and take leave. I am 


a votary; 1 haveyaw'dto Jaquenetta to hold the plough 


for her ſweet love three years. But, moſt eſteem'd greatnels, 
will you hear the dialogue that the two learned men have 
compiled, in praiſe of the owl and cuckow? it ſhould have 
follow'd in the end of our ſhew. 

King. Call them forth quickly, we will do ſo. 

Arm. Holla, approach. 

| Enter all. 

This fide is Hyems, winter, 
This Ver, the ſpring: the one maintain d by the owl, 
The other by the cuckow, a 


V4 A 3 begin. The 


Cuc ke w. 


Arm. The words of Mercury 
Are harſh after the ſongs of Apollo; . 
Lou that way, we this W ¶Exeunt omnes. 


- Love's Labour's loſt. 
The SONG, 

Then daiies pied, and violets blue, 

And cuckow-buds of yellow hue, 

And lady-ſmocks all ſilver white, 

Do paint the meadows with delight; 

The cuckow then on every tree 

Mocks married men; fer thus ſings hey 7 


.Cuckow, cuckew : O word ef} fear, 
_ Unpleaſingt. a married ear 
ben Shepherds pipe on oaten firaws, | 4 
And merry larks are ploughmen' s clocks e 4 
ben turtles tread, and rocks aud daws, . | 
And maidens bleach their ſummer ſmacks; | . 
The cuckow then on everytree | '; 
Aocks married men; ij thus ſings e, 1 
Cuckow. | * 
Cuckow, cuckow: O word f "fear, | 
DUnpleaſi ng to a married eur! | F 


| WINTER, ö 

Then iſicles hang by the wall, 5 

And Dick the ſhepherd blows his al. 1 
And Tom bears lags into the hall, : 

And milk comes frozen home in pail; 
hen blocd is nipt, and ways be foul, 
Then nightly ſings RISE owl 
Tu- whit, to- who; 

A merry note, 
pile greaſie Joan doth keel the pot. 
hen all aloud tbe wind doth blow, 

And coughing drowns the parſon's ſaw; 
And birds fit brooding in the ſnuw,. | 
And Marian's noſe looks red and raw; 
Then roaſted crabs his in the bowl, 
Then nightly ſings N os 


b TY 


TOY eee ages. 1 It 


7 
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IJumhit, to- who; e | 
A merry nite, | 1 
While greaſie "Joan doth. Feet - 4 
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